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THE    LITTLE   WIFE 


"  Oh  1  the'f  ft  winsome  wee  thing, 
She*!  a  handiome  wee  thing ; 
Oh  1  ahe*!  a  bonnj  wee  thing, 
Thii  tweet  wee  wife  of  mine." 
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CHAPTER  I. 


**  As  years  past  on,  how  fair  the  stripling  grew; 

All  that  was  lovely  ip  his  face  was  seen; 
His  stature  tall,  his  hrow  of  Parian  hue, 

And  hright  and  nohle  was  his  infant  mien ; 
A  more  endearing  thing  scarce  lived,  I  ween, 

For  in  his  soul  the  pure  affections  shone ; 
High  talents,  e'en  with  modest  pride  serene. 

While  truth  and  dauntless  courage  were  his  own." 

"  My  dear  lord,  I  am  truly  sensible  of  your 
kindness — your  never-failing  consideration  of 
me  and  mine ;  and  you  must  not  deem  me  un- 
gratefuly  if  I  hesitate  in  accepting  the  offer  you 
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have  just  made  with  regard  to  Reginald;  but 
forgive  me  when  I  say,  that  I  think  there  are 
some  great  objections  to  the  plan  you  propose." 

"  None  but  what  I  can  easily  combat,  I  am 
sure,"  exclaimed  the  Earl  of  Elmsdale ;  "  for  I 
duly  considered  the  proposal  before  I  made  it. 
It  was  not  without  mature  deliberation  on  my 
part  that  I  arranged  this  scheme ;  and  I  feel 
that  there  is  every  thing  to  recommend  it.  From 
the  acquirements  which  my  godson  has  made 
in  modern  languages,  he  is  well  qualified  for  the 
situation  he  will  fill.  And  then,  my  dear  Stan- 
ley, recollect  how  it  will  benefit  his  health  ! 
Change  of  air  and  climate  will  be  every  thing 
for  him ; — and  his  manners — his  general  know- 
ledge of  the  world,  all  will  improve  by  the 
foreign  expedition  T  have  planned  for  him." 

The  father  sighed ;  and  after  a  pause,  caused 
by  painful  rumination,  he  again  spoke. 

"  His  health ! — yes,  that  indeed  is  a  point 
which  would  fain  make  me  hesitate  in  my  de- 
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cisioD.  The  air  of  llie  contineat  might  per- 
chance alter  the  tendency  of  hia  constitutiou, 
which  I  tremble  te  believe  inherits  delicacy ; 
it  might  perhaps  prevent  the  approach  of  that 
iDsiciioue — that  dreaded  malady ;  one  which  has 
already  ptorcd  such  a  foo  to  my  happineGS. 
Bat  should  Beginald  accept  the  offer,  and  ac- 
company you  in  your  embassy  as  private  secre- 
taiy,  would  it  not  take  him  out  of  hie  sphere — 
raise  him  beyond  the  level  of  his  birth  ?  in 
short,  my  dear  lord,  would  it  not  make  him 
what  1  have  always  looked  upon  with  commi- 
seration— I  might  almost  say  contempt — what 
is  familiarly  called  'a  fish  out  of  water?'  1 
have  a  horror,  a  dread,  of  all  snch  elevatiouB — 
such  transplantations  from  the  natural  soil,  which 
seldom  prosper,  and  often  tend  to  engender  dis- 
content, and  too  generally  disappointment.  Why 
should  not  my  dear  hoy  follow  in  my  footsteps, 
and  qualify  himself  to  take  my  place  when  I 
am  gone?  "Where  could  he  be  more  happy 
B  2 
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than  ia  this  lovely,  peaceful  spot,  which  must 
ever  be  so  full  of  interest,  es  belon^g  to  one 
whom  he  reveres  so  deeply  aa  your  lordship? 
Depend  upoa  it,  my  kind  and  excellent  patron, 
that  such  a  life  will  ensure  hia  happiness  more 
Becurely,  than  the  aggrandizement  you  so  gene- 
rously ambition  for  him.  I  am  one  of  those 
who  always  tremble  at  so  sudden  a  change  from 
one  station  to  another.  I  am  an  old-fashioned 
man,  and  my  notions  are  perhaps  as  antiquated 
as  my  habits  are  simple;  in  these  days,  when 
equalization  and  liberty  of  thought  and  action 
arc  the  reigning  prindplesj  no  doubt  they  may 
be  deemed  absurd — obsolete.  I  am  all  for  pre- 
serving distinction  between  the  di3eront  ranks 
of  life,  being  thoroughly  convinced  that  half 
the  miseries,  heart-burnings,  and  vice,  of  which 
we  now  so  constantly  hear,  arise  greatly  from 
that  spirit  of  proud  defiance  —  of  rivalry  in 
every  class.  Those  were  happy  days  in  my 
opinion,  my  dear  lord,  when  inferiors  looked  up 
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to  those  in  higher  stations  with   revereitce- 


with  a  Bcosation 
4&d  grovelling  as 
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almost  approaching  to  awe; 
it  may  appear  in  this  enlight- 
ened age,  I  still  feci  a  pride  in  being  your  ser- 
nnt:  and  such  I  shall  ever  glory  in  calling 
myself,  although  indeed  I  have  had  every  rea- 
son for  exchanging  that  epithet  to  one  of  a  more 
exalted  nature — that  of  your  friend." 

Lord  Elmsdale  pressed  with  affection  the 
hand  of  the  good  man,  but  his  argument,  sen- 
sible as  it  was,  did  not  ^erve  to  convince  the 
Earl,  for  he  continaed  to  urge  the  subject  till 
&t  last  his  eloquence  and  numerous  fair  reason- 
ings prevailed ;  and  he  wrung  from  Mr.  Stan- 
ley a  consent — although  a  reluctant  one — that 
the  young  Reginald  should  accompany  him  in 
the  capacity  of  private  secretary.  Lord  Elms- 
dale  having  been  lately  appointed  ambassador 
to  the  court  of  Naples,  to  which  place  he  was 
shortly  to  depart,  accompanied  by  the  youthful 
being  whom  he  had  lately  made  his  bride. 
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To  introduce  my  readers  to  more  intimate 
acqaaintance  with  the  characters  I  have  just 
presented  to  their  notice,  it  will  be  necessary 
to  state,  that  the  Earl  of  Elmsdale  had  been 
conversing  with  the  person  who  filled  the  situa- 
tion of  land-steward  to  his  princely  domain. 
This  good  man  was  bom  on  the  estate,  and 
hie  present  important — and,  in  his  opinion, 
most  honourable — situation,  was  earned  by  his 
integrity  and  fcithfulncss.  He  had  rendered 
himself  of  no  slight  estimation  to  the  late  lord 
and  his  successor ;  and  was  justly  ranked  and 
considered  by  them  as  a  valuable  friend. 

Stanley  had  married  about  twenty  years 
before,  a  young  person,  governess  at  that  time 
to  the  sister  of  the  present  Earl ;  but  short 
lived  was  the  happiness  he  derived  &om  this 
union.  She  died  of  a  rapid  decline,  leaving 
to  her  bereaved  husband  one  little  boy,  only 
two  years  old.  This  child  was  ever  one  of 
great  promise  and  beauty,  and  had  been  fi-om 
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his  infancy  much  regarded  by  the  noble  family. 
At  the  period  when  we  are  abont  to  introduce 
him,  he  bad  attained  the  age  of  nineteen.  A 
more  promising  yooth  could  scarcely  have  been 
imagined.  He  iraa  tall  and  gracefully  formed, 
and  there  was  in  the  expression  of  his  coan- 
tenance — his  loffy  brow,  and  beautifully  chi- 
selled features — an  aristocratic  bearing,  which 
seemed  to  claim  a  higher  sUtion  than  the  one 
to  which  be  belonged. 

"Wby  ehoold  there  be  such  a  fascination  in 
beauty  I — why  should  that,  which  is  so  perbh- 
ing,  be  regarded  by  us  with  feelings  aiiproacb- 
tng  almost  to  idolatry  ?  And  why  is  the  pride 
of  the  eye — tlie  delight  of  die  senses,  so  often 
converted  into  a  lure,  vhich  leads  to  false 
hopes,  deceitful  wishes,  and  oflen  even  to 
destruction? 

Had  Beginald  been  a  common-place  youth — 
bad  he  not  possessed  the  extraordinary  personal 
advantages    which   nature  so  freely    bestowed 
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upon  him,  perhaps  his  patron,  though  equaUy 
kind  and  friendly  in  his  intentions,  would  not 
have  wished  to  draw  him  from  hia  own  sphere  of 
life — would  have  concurred  in  his  father's  wish 
that  the  youth  might  be  qualified  to  tread  the 
steps,  in  which  he  had  so  honorably  walked 
before  him.  He  would  have  thought  it  but 
natural  and  expedient — just  what  he  himself 
should  have  desired ;  but  struck  by  the  per- 
fection of  the  form  and  countenance,  added 
to  the  extreme  talent  and  ability  which  he 
discovered  in  the  youth,  the  Earl  could  not 
help  arranging  in  bis  own  mind,  that  the  plod- 
ding life  of  a  steward  to  a  country  estate — 
the  hum-drum  sameness  of  its  proceedings,  was 
too  little  distinguished  for  one  calculated  in 
every  way  to  reach  some  higher  destiny. 

Lord  Ehnsdalc  lived  so  much  in  the  world, 
that  we  cannot  wonder  at  hia  attacliing  greater 
importance  to  the  things  belonging  to  it,  than 
did  the  bumble-minded  Stanley;  who  looked 
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upon  it  at  a  distance,  frith  fear  and  tremUin^ 
for  those  he  loved,  who  were  in  the  midst  of  its 
rapid  torbalent  stream. 

He  Earl  had  formed  various  plans  for  the 
young  E<^ald.  First  he  thought  he  should 
place  him  in  the  army,  but  to  that  his  father 
had  a  decided,  an  irrevocable  objection.  Then 
the  church!  And  as  this  idea  did  not  meet 
with  any  opposition,  it  was  arranged  that  be 
should  forthwith  go  to  college. 

Mr,  Stanley  could  not  but  rejoice  that  such  a 
prospect  was  opening  to  hia  son,  although  he 
had  some  anxiety  about  him  at  this  present 
time,  on  the  score  of  his  health;  for  notwith- 
standing the  tall  and  manly  appeariince  of 
Reginald,  and  a  complexion  which  seemed  to 
defy  eickness,  hU  father,  who  had  watched  bim 
&om  his  birth  with  an  eye  of  anxious  solicitude, 
terrified  himself  into  the  belief  that  a  violent 
cold,  which  terminated  in  a  cough,  and  hung 


10 


THE   I-ITTLE   WIFE. 


about  Mm  with  some  tenacity,  was  the  forerunner 
of  every  dreaded  evU.  His  mind,  by  this  cir- 
cumstance, wna  in  a  state  more  calculated  to 
receive  tbe  arguments  which  the  Earl  so  elo- 
quently poured  forth,  in  order  to  gain  his  con- 
sent to  a  plan,  which  promised  excellent  results 
for  Reginald ;  and  as  amongst  the  acquirements 
of  the  young  man,  I-ord  Elmsdale  discovered 
that  he  was  conversant  in  a  most  unlookcd  for 
manner  in  modern  languages,  the  career  of 
diplomacy  seemed  to  open  before  him. 

Am  my  readers  will  have  perceived,  the  father 
shrunk  with  intuitive  dread  from  tbe  idea  of 
parting  with  his  son ;  and  had  it  not  been  for 
the  phantom  consumption,  which  was  always 
haunting  his  imagination,  and  which  he  trusted 
a  more  genial  cUraate  might  scare  away,  no 
power  would  have  tempted  him  to  allow  Regi- 
nald to  enter  a  sphere  which  to  him  appeared 
encompassed  with  so  many  dangers. 

Stanley  was  a  man  of  a  very  reflecting  mind ; 
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and  although  his  life  bad  been  passed  in  com- 
parative eediuion,  bia  gpinions  were  cloar,  and 
he  was  qiiick  sighted  in  his  perception  of  cba- 
racters.  He  had  seen  enough  of  men  and 
manners  in  their  various  situations,  to  feel  con- 
vinced, that  the  world  did  not  improve  the  real 
happiness  of  those  whose  career  he  liad  progres- 
ayely  watched.  He  had  seen  many  raise  them- 
selres  to  higher  stations — barter  certain  peace 
and  contentment  for  a  feTerisii  life  of  ambitious  ' 
a^randizement ;  but  it  had  not  come  under  his 
obserration  to  mark  in  manji  what  he  considered  | 
an  increase  of  solid  advantage  and  felicity.  With  ' 
augmented  worldly  prosperity,  feelings  and 
wisli«fl  were  engendered,  which  before  never 
entered  the  unagioation — a  yearning  for  excite- 
ment— anxious  desire  for  those  objects  which 
were  all  bounded  within  the  Umits  of  this 
exiatence. 

He  also  possessed  strong  religious  sentiments. 
Though  his  state  was  proeperuits,  inasmuch  as 
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he  had  arrived  at  the  utmost  point  of  his  ambi- 
tion by  his  honourable,  excellent  conduct,  where- 
by he  made  himself  of  the  highest  importance 
to  his  much-loved  patron,  hia  heart  had  tasted 
the  bitterness  of  sorrow  ;  and  although  he  bad 
bowed  benealli  it  with  Christian  resignation, 
still  it  had  left  a  wound  which  time  even — that 
general  physician  to  the  afflicted — was  never 
able  quite  to  heal. 

He  had  loved  his  lost  wife  for  many  years, 
ere  he  dared  to  aspire  to  ber  hand.  At  length 
every  obstacle  was  overcome;  he  had  the  glory 
and  happiness  of  calling  her  hb  own,  and  per- 
fect was  his  felicity. 

But  it  was  as  short-lived,  as  full  of  joy;  for 
at  the  end  of  two  years  ber  health  began  to  de- 
cline, and  on  the  day  the  blooming  Reginald 
attained  his  second  birth-day,  his  dying  mother, 
having  blessed  him — pressed  him  in  her  feeble 
arms — strained  her  dim  eyes  to  catch  a  parting 
glance  of  her  treasured  boy,  breathed  her  last, 
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kanog  to  her  adoring  husband  lhi«  one  pre- 
cioas  pledge  of  an  lUIection  so  tender. 

Deep  and  lastiiig  was  the  grief  of  the  be- 
reaved man ;  but  he  did  not  mourn  as  one  who 
bad  no  hope.  It  was  some  time  perliaps,  be- 
bae  he  could  divest  himself  of  the  Belfishncsa 
of  hu  sorrov ;  it  was  his  own  individual  pri- 
vatioD,  fur  which,  in  the  bitterness  of  his  tpirit, 
he  groaned.  It  was  long  ere  hiunan  nntura 
would  yield,  before  he  could  resign  her  without 
a  murmur  into  the  hands  of  his  God,  and  say 
in  the  language  of  a  devout  believer  of  old, 
"  It  is  well." 

But  the  time  ttid  arrive  when  even  so  it  was, 
when — his  heart  exposed  with  all  its  wounds — 
he  sought  the  only  healing  source ;  and  there 
he  found  balm,  strength,  and  faith,  even  to 
repeat  those  three  Uttle  words,  in  firm  reliance 
and  trust-  He  ceased  to  fix  his  thoughts  on 
the  one  cold,  dark  spot,  which  contained  his 
loet  treasure.     In  the  brightness  of  heaven  he 
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now  contemplated  her.  There,  surrounded  by 
happiness  and  glory,  in  his  mind's  eye  he  pic- 
tured her;  and  by  his  own  life  of  patient  piety, 
he  waa  by  faith,  preparing  himself  to  be  received 
by  her  blessed  epirit  ic  those  realms  of  bliss. 

But  there  was  one  tie  which  bade  him  linger 
in  a  world,  which  otherwise  would  have  been 
to  him  a  weary  pilgrimage. — His  boy ! — truly 
a  strong,  a  binding  link ;  the  treasured  child  of 
her  he  loved  so  well — so  fondly  I  And  from  bis 
earliest  infancy  Keginald,  gave  indications  of 
sweetness  and  loveliness — oh!  too  rarely  seen  ! 

Beautiful  was  he  indeed  in  his  childhood. 
Hb  fair  bright  locks,  falling  so  gracefully  from 
his  high  white  forehead,  and  shading  with  its 
luxuriance  his  neck  and  shoulders — bis  skin  of 
transparent  whiteness  ! — and  then  the  tint,  so 
like  the  blossom  of  the  peach,  which  tinged  his 
soft,  round  cheeks ! 

Who  had  ever  looked  upon  the  boy  Reginald, 
without  a  softened  feeling  pervading  the  heart  ? 
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"  God  bless  tbe  cbUd  I"  seemed  (o  rise  from  the  J 
lip>  of  every  one,  who  gaaed  upon  that   little 
coontenance  of  beauty  and  angelic  goodness. 

And  this  is  not  a  fanoAil  picture.  Maoj  who 
read  these  lines,  may  revert  with  delight  to  some 
&ir  beiog  who  is  now  their  ovrn  joy  and  pride, 
tip<m  whom  their  bearta  are  fixed  with  an  in- 
terest which  is  their  dearest  enjoyment.  And 
some  mourners  may  percliancc  be  reminded 
by  tliis  picture,  of  a  bright  object  who  if  now 
no  longer  with  them.  But  let  them  not  weep. 
Tile  child  that  is  gone  is  now  lar  happier — far 
more  beautiful  and  bright  in  its  Father's  man- 
sion, where  it  waits  for  those  upon  whom  its 
young  affections  were  so  sweetly  fixed  on  earth. 

Anxious  was  the  charge  of  such  a  precious, 
lovely  legacy ;  and  every  feeling  of  Stanley's 
affectionate  nature  became  centered  in  the  < 
boy.  He  felt  almost  afraid  when  he  disco- 
vered the  depth  of  this  love ;  for  might  not 
he  also  be  called  away — might    not   his    heart 
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again  be  left  desolate?  And  the  father  looked 
with  trembling  dread  upon  this  bright  child — 
too  bright,  almost  too  beautiful,  for  an  earthly 
sphere. 

A  widowed  relative  of  his  late  wife,  with 
her  two  children,  had  resided  with  Mr.  Stanley 
ever  since  he  had  been  deprived  of  the  mother 
of  his  boy;  and  Mrs.  Bruce  had  truly  filled 
that  place  to  the  young  Reginald.  It  was  not 
until  he  had  nearly  attained  his  seveDteenth 
year,  that  a  sudden  illness  deprived  the  little 
party  of  this  valuable  and  excellent  woman. 

But  her  children  still  remained  with  Mr. 
Stanley,  who  willingly  promised  their  dying 
mother  to  be  to  them  henceforth  as  a  father. 

To  Mrs.  Bruce,  Reginald  owed  many  of  the 
advantages  of  education  he  posBcssed.  Her 
mind  was  highly  cultivated,  and  she  had  taken 
the  utmost  pains  with  the  three  children ;  and 
having  in  her  early  days  lived  much  abroad, 
she  was  enabled  to  instruct  them  in  thi 
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dem  hngmtgcB,  now  so  necessary  to  complete  a 
luefol  education. 

Edrard  iraa  two  years  oMei  than  Reginald, 
bis  sister  Alice  six  months  senior  to  our  hero ; 
but  as  girls  gCQerallr  advance  in  cariy  life  he- 
yond  the  other  sex,  it  eocmcd  as  if  there  existed 
a  still  greater  disparity  in  their  ages.  She  was 
of  a  quiet  —  n  thoughtful  disposition;  mild, 
gentle,  and  enduring;  ever  the  little  ntirse — 
tKo  protectress  as  veil  as  companion  of  the 
beautiful  babe,  although  her  stature  was  more 
diminutive  than  his  own,  and  her  looks,  bad  it 
not  been  for  a  degree  of  anxious  tenderness 
wbich  mingled  in  their  expression,  were  almost 
aa  childish. 

It  was  a  pretty  eight  to  watch  their  move- 
ments; and  the  soft,  attaching  nature  of  a 
woman's  heart,  might  be  traced  even  in  the  baby 
affection  which  eyinced  itself  in  every  action 
of  the  Kttle  Alice,  towards  her  fondly  loved 
companion. 


IS 


It  seemed  as  if  self  never  once  entered  her 
imagination ;  his  pleasure  was  her  sole  object — 
his  approval  her  clearest  delight ;  her  attachment 
had  something  in  it  of  idolatrj-.  And  thus  they 
continued  to  grow  up  together,  until  from  the 
child,  Alice  hccamc  the  devoted,  loving  woman. 

And  Reginald? — was  he  equally  fervent  in 
his  affection  ? — 

His  feelings  we  can  scarcely  define.  He  had 
been  so  accustomed  to  indulgence — to  consi- 
deration, ever  since  he  had  opened  his  eyes  in 
this  existence,  that  although  he  loved  his  kind 
young  friend  most  warmly — although  he  felt 
that  she  was  necessary  to  his  happiness,  being 
ever  so  ready  to  contribute  to  it ;  still,  perhaps, 
her  tender  attentions  had  been  so  unremitting, 
that  they  were  deemed  by  him  almost  i 
matter  of  coarse.  Indeed,  such  a  rich  torrent  I 
of  gratification  ever  flowed  upon  him,  fromfl 
every  side,  that  the  devotion  of  his  little  c( 
panion,   though    fondly   appreciated,    did 
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make  so  strong  an  impression  on  tbis  favoured 
child^  who  was  smiled  upon  by  all  around. 

As  Alice  advanced  in  years^  she  became  a 
truly  amiablC)  feminine  creature.  Warm  and 
enthusiastic  in  her  feelings^  but  with  a  degree 
of  diffidence  in  her  own  attractions^  which  kept 
her  ever  in  the  back  ground. 

She  had  always  looked  on  Reginald  in  the 
light  of  a  being  of  a  superior  order. — As  for 
herself,  she  was  only  worthy  of  being  his  de- 
voted slave. 

Poor  girl !  as  years  rolled  on,  and  her  senti- 
ments became  more  matured,  it  terrified  her 
when  she  began  to  think,  how  absorbing  were 
the  feelings  she  experienced  towards  him.  It 
mattered  not  then,  for  they  were  together  ;  she 
could  be  to  him  what  she  ever  had  been — ^his 
friend — his  companion,  one  who  had  become 
necessary  to  his  comfort  and  happiness ;  but  she 
knew  that  the  time  would  arrive  when  they  must 
part;  that  the  hints  which  Lord  Elmsdale  had 
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always  given,  of  undertaking  the  regulation  of 
Reginald's  career  in  life,  would  lead  to  a  sepa- 
ration ;  and  this  idea  made  the  pale  roses  in  her 
cheek,  fade  to  a  still  fainter  hue. 


CHAPTER  II. 

*'  Leave  us  not,  leave  us  not ! 
Say  not  adieu  I 
Have  we  not  been  to  thee 
Tender  and  true? 
Leave  us  not,  leave  us  not ! 
Can  thy  heart  roam  ? 
Wilt  not  thou  pine  to  hear 
Voices  from  home  ?" 

It  was  a  brilliant  morning  in  early  spring. 
Reginald  had  wandered  into  the  pretty  garden, 
by  which  the  steward's  picturesque  abode  was 
surr&unded.  He  had  passed  a  sleepless  night ; 
for  only  on  the  previous  evening  were  Lord 
Elmsdale's  plans  communicated  to  him^  and  even 
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SO  soon  as  the  foHowing  day,  he  was  to  accofl| 
pany  his  patron  to  Loadon. 

This  inteliigence  had  6Ued  hla  heart  with  y 
ried  emotions.    There  was  much  of  joy  ainoDf 
these  sensations ;  but  still,  as  ever  in  the  c 
life,  joy  and  sorrow  were  very  equally  hlendi 

Fervently  as  he  had  longed  to  emerge  fi 
his  present  retirement,  to  taste  the  varied  t 
hghts  of  a  world,   which  at  a  distance   he  i 
templated  with  wonder  and  admiration;  e 
now  the  ardently  desired  moment  had  : 
and  he  was  abont  to  leave  the  father  wl 
loved  with  veneration,  as  well  as  affection- 
happy  home  in  which  he  had  been  nurtn 
with  such  kindness — his  young  companioni 
he  became  sensible  of  the  hazard  that  threaten- 
ed his  future  happiness. 

And  of  Alice,  the  sweet  partner  of  his  youth- 
ful days,  he  thought  with  a  saddened,  softened 
feeling,  which  presented  her  image  to  his  imagi- 
nation, in  ft  manneL-  more  tender  than  it  had 
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ever  befgre  appeared  to  him.  AVith  bis  mind 
absorbed  .by  tbese  reflection*)  he  was  lootdng 
round  with  a  sorrow^  heart,  upon  objecta  to 
which  he  must  so  soon  say  faren-cll,  when  sud- 
denly his  eye  fell  on  the  graceful  ouUine  of  a 
kneeling  figure — the  slender  form  of  his  gentle 
cou^n,  bending  orei  a  bed  of  violcta,  searching 
within  its  leaves  for  their  hidden  treasures. 
Reginald  paused  for  a  moment,  and  gazed  upon 
the  fair  girl.  He  well  knew  hon'  she  was  em- 
ployed ;  she  was  seeking  the  oS'ering  which  she 
BO  constantly  presented  to  him  every  morning, 
when  they  met  at  breakfast,  lie  felt  very  sad. 
This  was  the  last  time,  for  many  a  day,  that  she 
would  be  employed  in  this  sweet  service  for 

"  I  wonder  if  she  knows  I  am  to  go  so  soon," 
he  thought ;  "  should  the  news  have  reached 
her,  her  regret  will  surely  equal  mine," 

With  a  noiseless  step  he  approached,  and 
Alice  started  on  feeling  two  hands  encircling 
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her  slender  wa^t ;  but  it  seemed  as  if  hy  instiB 
she  recognized  the  privileged  transgressor,  ; 
she  did  not  turn  to  look  at  him  ;  she  appes 
to  busy  herself  more  aaeiduously  in  seeking  a 
the  flowers. 

"  Ahce — dear  Alioe ! "  cicliiimcd  the  yool 
"  why  do  you  not  speak  to  me  ?"  and  he  genj 
raised  her  firom  the  ground. 

But  she  still  was  silent,  and  averted  her  heaa 
and  when  Reginald  at  length  looked  into  her 
face,  he  saw  that  it  was  deadly  pale,  and  that 
her  eyes  were  red  with  weeping.  He  well  knew 
the  cause  of  her  grief,  and  pressed  her  affection- 
ately towards  him.  His  over-charged  feelings 
made  his  own  tears  ready  to  flow,  but  he 
checked  this  demonstration  of  weakness. 

"  Alice,"  he  said,  *'  ihb  is  very  foolish ;  you 
ought  to  rejoice  with  me  that  I  am  going !" 

"Rejoice I"  she  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of  the 
deepest  sadness. 

"Yes,"  he  continued;  "though  I 
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U  a  painful  struggle;  yet  )rou  Bbould  coa- 
dear  girl,  what  an  advantage  it  will  be  to 
what  a  career  is  open  to  my  view !  You 
know,  Alice,  that  I  have  been  discontented  and 
restless  Utely.  I  have  an  ambitious  spirit ;  my 
night  and  day  dream  has,  for  some  time,  dwelt 
on  the  idea,  that  by  my  own  exertions,  I  might 
have  it  in  my  power  to  raise  myself,  to  be  the 
architect  of  my  own  advancement;  and  now 
what  a  commencement  is  before  me  1  To  have 
the  opportunity  of  beginning  life  under  such 
fortunate  auspices !  Do  you  not  remember, 
Alice,  when  your  dear  mother  used  to  tell  us 
of  the  delights  of  Italy,  when  she  described  its 
stores  of  rich  science,  the  ardent  longings  with 
which  she  inspired  me,  to  visit  that  region  of 
beauty  and  learning  ?  And  now  the  opportunity 
has  occurred.  My  wishes  arc  about  to  be  re- 
alized ;  and  when  I  am  treading  that  classic 
ground,  how  will  her  every  word  be  remem- 
bered !     Each  association  will  be  doubly  intc- 
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resting,  from  the  recollectioii  of  having  learnt  to 
appreciate  the  works  of  genius  and  taste,  from 
her  refined  mind,  and  the  instructions  she 
bestowed  upon  my  youth ;  and  on  my  return  to 
you,  my  Alice,  and  when  again  I  sit  with  you, 
under  this  our  favourite  tree," — and  as  he  spoke 
he  gently  led  her  to  the  rustic  hench,  which 
their  own  hands  had  helped  to  construct,  and 
placing  himself  by  her  aidej  continued — "  I  shall 
then  be  no  longer  the  frivolous  boy;  my  conver- 
sation merely  connected  with  the  tame  details  of 
home  pursuits.  Only  imagine  how  delightful 
it  will  be,  to  discourse  of  countries  and  king- 
doms— of  courts  and  society !  I  shall  then  indeed 
be  worth  listening  to,  Alice." 

Alice  only  sighed,  and  shook  her  head. 

"  It  is  selfish,  DO  doubt,  in  me,  Reginald,  to 
regret  your  departure;  but  selfishness  is,  I  fear, 
more  or  less  the  besetting  sin  of  every  heart. 
And  yet  I  fancied,  hs  far  as  you  were  concerned, 
I  could  not  accuse  myself  of  the  feeling.     I  still 
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believe  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  my  present  un- 
happiness;  because,  if  I  tbougbt  this  plan  would 
be  really  adrantageoos  to  you — productive  of 
oltimale  prosperity,  though  I  might  grieve  ibr 
my  own  loes,  I  should  have  rich  consolation  tn 
store,  to  compensate  for  the  present  privation 
of  enjoyment." 

"  And  why  should  it  not  be  so,  Alice  ?"  inte- 
rupled  Keginald,  almost  impatiently. 

"  ^Vliy,  Reginald,  what  agonizes  me,  is,  the 
doubt  which  I  cannot  help  feeling,  that  your 
present  profipects  will  afibrd  as  much  brilliant 
joy  as  you  ezpecL  I  dread  for  you  so  many 
trials  {  and  amongst  them,  that  of  bitter  disap- 
pointment. Will  it  make  you  happy  to  leave 
uB  all — to  live  with  people  of  such  different 
minds — whose  pursuits,  whose  ideas  are  all  so 
new  to  you — so  foreign  to  the  habits  that  have 
been  inculcated  from  your  infimcy  V 

"But  the  Earl,  Alice — you  have  always 
admired    hia   character,   have    you   not  ?—  and 
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it   is  under  his  guidance,   that    I  shall  place 
myself." 

"  Yea,"  replied  Alice,  sighing  deeply  ;  "  the 
Earl  is  a  good  and  wise  man ;  but  your  father  ia 
my  model  of  every  thing  that  is  virtuous  and  ex- 
cellent— bow  superior  to  any  one  I  have  ever 
seen  ! — Oh,  it  was  my  hope,  that  you  would  en- 
deavour to  imitate  him,  and  be  contented  to 
lead  a  life  of  usefulness  such  as  his;  which 
although  it  might  not  lead  to  further  advance- 
ment, would  have  at  least  insured  peace 
in  this  world,  and  I  firmly  believe  a  well 
grounded  hope  of  happiness  hereafter.  But  in 
the  turbulent,  noisy  scenes  in  which  you  are 
about  to  mix,  how  can  tranquillity  of  mind  be 
preserved  7 — I  shall  ever  tremble  for  you,  Regi- 
nald; my  heart  will  be  with  you  as  it  has  always 
been,  but  with  feat  and  dread  will  it  throb.  You 
will  be  exposed  to  temptation — perils  innumera- 
ble :  and  you  will  cot  have  your  Ahce  by  youi 
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sicte,  to  admo&uh,  soodie  and  coansel  yon ;"  and 
here  her  tears  impeded  her  utterance. 

"  No,  I  ahaU  not  have  her  with  me  for  a  brief 
space,"  exclaimed  the  young  man,  with  fervour, 
pressing  affectionately  the  hand  he  held  in  his  ; 
"  I  shall  not  have  the  real  presence  of  my  loved 
compaaioii,  to  be  my  goardian  angel  ;  but  youc 
remembrance,  my  sweet  Alice,  which  Uke  the  air 
I  breathe,  will  never  cease  to  hover  round  me 
as  tny  safe-guard,  my  protection.  I  merely 
leave  yon  for  a  short  space,  but  it  is  in  the  hope 
of  meeting  you  again,  more  worthy  of  your  re- 
gard. Believe  me,  I  shall  never  see  one  whom 
I   can  admire  and  love    more  fervently  than 

fOUTBelf." 

They  were  both  silent  for  some  momenta, 
darii^  which  time  Reginald's  eyes  were  fixed 
upon  the  pensive  countenance  of  Alice,  and  as 
he  again  spoke,  be  pressed  her  more  fondly 
toverda  him,  and  whispered  in  her  ear, 

"  When  I  return,  sweet  girl,  it  will  be  to  ratify 
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an  engagement  we  so  often  made  in  our  child- 
ish days.  Yes,"  he  continned  to  the  blushing 
Alice,  "  you  know  I  always  called  yon  my  little 
wife — you  will  promise  me,  will  you  not,  to  ful- 
fil our  plighted  vowb,  when  I  return  to  claim 
you  after  a  year  or  two  of  probation,  which  I 
trust  indeed,  may  not  be  passed  unprofitably." 

Alice  spoke  not,  but  lai^e  tears  continued  to 
drop  from  her  eyes,  and  she  shook  her  head  de- 
spondingly.     At  length  she  replied, 

"  You  know  not  what  you  ask,  Reginald ;  it  is 
not  for  me,  to  listen  to  vows  of  such  youth  and 
inexperience." 

"What  do  you  mean,  Alice,'"  he  exclaimed 
indignantly ;  "  you  are  indeed  treating  me  like 
a  child.  Do  you  think  that  at  my  age  I  do  not 
bow  my  own  mind,  when  I  again  declare,  that 
never  can  I  love  any  one  as  I  do  you  ?" 

Alice  smiled  sadly  through  her  tears. 

"Too  happy  shall  I  be,  my  dear  Reginald, 
if  I  am  deceived.      I  do  not  hesitate  to  say, 
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how  truly  joyful  niy  heait  will  feel,  if  ever  you 
return  with  your  present  singleneM  of  affection, 
to  claim  the  poor  Alice  as  your  bride ;  but  I 
never  expect  it  will  be  ho.  Nay,  do  not  iDteirupt 
me  ;  Jet  me  say  all,  and  then  my  heart  will  be 
relieved.  Uiunaidenly  as  it  may  appear,  I 
Bcazoely  blush  when  I  declare  that  my  love  is 
bnily,  iaithfnlly  yours ;  it  has  '  grown  with  my 
growth,  and  strengthened  with  my  strength.' 
But  I  know  how  different  is  the  enduring  love  of 
»  woman,  to  that  passion,  which  though  called 
by  the  same  name,  beats  bo  dlfierent  a  measure 
in  the  heart  of  a  man.  I  do  not  expect  the  same 
bom  yoa :  the  circumstance  of  your  case  must, 
in  a  degree,  alter  the  aspect  of  your  ideas.  You 
will  have  all  the  world  before  you,  &om  whenci? 
to  choose  the  realization  of  your  beau-ideal  of 
perfection — you  will  see  varietiee  of  forms  and 
characters — the  beautiful,  the  talented,  the  higii 
bom!  You  will  riew  every  object  through  a 
different  medium  ;  and  remember  these  my  at- 
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moft  parting  words ;  my  sinking  heart  forbodcs 
that  although  you  will  ever  kindly  remember 
me  as  your  sister — the  fond  companion  of  your 
early  days,  yet,  It«ginald,  I  feel  as  certain 
as  that  these  flowers  ■will  fade,  that  the  hour  will 
come,  when  you  will  cease  to  wish  to  claim  the 
lowly  Alice  as  your  bride." 

Reginald  would  again  have  interrupted  bet 
with  his  vehement  protestations,  but  she  con- 
tinued, 

"  Do  not  think  that  I  shall  even  upbraid  you. 
As  long  as  you  are  happy,  prosperous,  and 
estimable,  I  will  endeavour  to  be  content ;  for 
in  whatever  relation  you  may  be  to  me,  you 
must  continue  always  the  object  of  my  warmest 
interest.  The  fibres  of  my  attachment  have 
twined  too  closely  round  my  heart  ever  to  be 
wholly  disentangled.  But  there  is  one  event 
which  I  could  not  support — which  would  bow 
me  to  the  earth  with  sorrow — wouUl  make  me 
shun  the  face  of  nature  I     Light  would  be  dark- 
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oess  to  me,  every  hope  would  be  cnufaed,  if 
hereafter  I  had  caoae  to  think  leas  honourably 
of  Tou  ;  therefore,  my  dearest  Reginald,  be 
viituoiu,  be  good !  In  the  midst  of  prosperity 
>nd  diseipatioD  do  not  forget  the  precepts — the 
example  of  yoar  father  !" 

Ranald  was  much-affected  by  her  words ; 
and  Alice,  warmed  by  the  enthusiasm  of  her 
feelings,  still  went  on  to  say,  with  an  energy  of 
manner  wMcb  gaTC  greater  force  to  every  word 
she  uttered, 

"Endeavoar,  dear  Beginald,  to  walk  in  one 
path — the  path  of  virtue;  and  then  whatever 
happens,  you  will  be  able  to  look  back  on  the 
part,  you  have  acted,  without  shame  or  fear ; 
bat  as  you  valne  your  liberty — your  happiness 
hereafter,  avoid  every  approach  to  evil.  Vice, 
we  are  told,  always  creeps  on  by  degrees,  and 
insensibly  twines  round  us  those  concealed  fet- 
tero,  by  which  we  are  at  last  conipletely  bound. 
You  will  think  me  tiresome,  but  you  know  I 
c  5 
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am  a  few  months  older  than  you  are,  and  there- 
fore feel  privileged  to  prose.  And,  oh !  Kegi- 
nald,  recollect  that  you  have  been  brought  up 
in  the  fear  of  God.  Let  not  the  world  lessen 
either  your  love,  or  your  awe,  for  your  Father 
in  heaven.  This  is  my  dread — my  horror,  that, 
in  the  tempestuous  torrent  into  which  you  will 
be  plunged,  the  glare,  the  attractions,  will  en- 
gender forge  tfulness  of  the  only  one  real  sup- 
port through  life.  I  could  talk  for  ever  on  the 
subject,  although  I  see  that  it  creates  in  you 
impatience.  You  think  I  doubt  your  strength 
of  mind,  but  you  will  convince  me,  I  trust,  that 
my  fears  all  arise  from  the  over  anxiety  of  my 
heart." 

They  were  here  interrupted  by  the  approach 
of  Mr.  Stanley,  and   the   conversation  termi- 


CHAPTER  III. 

"Oh!  she's  a  winsome  wee  thing. 
She's  a  handsome  wee  thing, 
Oh!  she's  a  honny  wee  thing, 
Thii  sweet  wee  wife  of  minel" 

"Stanley/*  said  Lord  Elmsdale,  as  they 
were  walking  over  the  domain,  on  the  day  pre- 
vious to  the  Earl's  departure,  "I  have  never 
asked  you  whether  you  were  not  surprised  to 
hear  of  my  marriage^  after  having  played  the 
character  of  bachelor  for  so  many  years^  and 
turning  a  deaf  ear  to  all  the  wishes  and  solicita* 
tions  of  my  family  ?" 

"  I  own,  my  lord,  that  I  was  taken  by  sur^ 
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prise,  but  greatly  I  rejoiced;  for  my  feelings 
all  incline  towards  a  life  of  married  happiness, 
In  short,  I  cannot  imagine  felicity  perfect  with- 
out il." 

"Indeed,  my  good  friend,  yott  would  deem 
me  romantic ;  and  that  would  be  absurd  at  my 
age,  verging  towarde  the  sober  era  of  forty,  if 
I  allowed  myself  to  dilate  upon  the  theme,  and 
describe  to  you  all  the  charma  and  perfections 
of  my  little  Countess;  and  I'm  alraid,  Stanley, 
with  your  sober  sound  sense,  you  may  have 
thought  it  rather  rash  aud  ill-judged,  to  have 
chosen  a  partner,  between  whose  age  and  my 
own  there  is  such  disparity.  Seventeen,  and 
seven- and -thirty — a  startling  difference  you  will 
say :  and  you  would  be  still  more  shocked  were 
you  to  see  Lady  Etnisdale,  for  she  looks  even 
younger  than  she  really  is ;  and  her  tastes  and 
pursuits  are  many  of  them  as  simple  and  child- 
ish as  her  appearance.  Sut  atill  I'm  rejoiced 
to  say,  there  is  more  depth  of  character  in  her 
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than  any  one  would  imagine.  Sound  sense,  and 
stitmg  principle,  are  points  in  her  character 
which  will  develope  thentselTes,  as  a^e  and  ex- 
perience temper  the  TiTacity  of  her  present  feel- 
ings. Giddy  and  baby-like  as  she  appears,  I 
MD  convinced  that  she  possesses  more  real  judg- 
ment, and  sterling  rectitude,  than  many  a  graver 
and  more  reflecting  looking  person.  However 
to  yon,  Stanley,  from  whom  I  would  conceal 
nothing,  1  must  confess  that  she  will  require  a 
little  management— a  Utile  tact,  in  directing  her 
in  her  present  path;  and  perhaps  the  feeling  of 
anxiety  which  I  experience  about  her,  enhances 
the  interest  and  tenderness  I  feel  towards  my 
youthful,  charming,  and  certainly  ratlier  way- 
ward, wife." 

"  But,  my  lord,  pardon  me  for  thus  intruding 
my  opinion — pardon  my  saying,  that  I  almost 
wonder  at  your  accepting  this  foreign  mission — 
that  you  should  take  so  young  and  inexperienced 
a  bride  out  of  her  own  country.     I  should  have 
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imagined,  in  my  ignorance,  that  in  tliis  her  beaa- 
tifiil  home,  she  would  be  far  happier,  and  that 
you  would  have  more  leisure  and  opportunity, 
to  form  the  sweet  character,  which,  by  your  de- 
scription, seema  merely  to  require  proper  and 
careful  cultivation,  to  become  everytbing  that 
is  charming  and  desirable  in  a  woman." 

"  Then  you  will  be  surprised,  Stanley,  when 
I  tell  you  that  she  is  my  sole  motive  for  accept- 
ing this  very  irksome  appointment,  although  of 
course  I  feel  flattered  at  its  being  pressed  upon 
me,  as  it  is  at  this  moment  one  of  peculiar 
delicacy  and  importance.  'Tis  on  her  account 
Hitit  I  consent  to  banish  myself.  However,  I 
must  give  you  the  whole  history  of  my  love  affair 
from  its  very  commencement,  and  tell  you  in 
what  manner  this  fair  vision  iirst  glanced  across 
my  path.  I  shall  relate  to  you  all  without  any 
disguise,  and  then  you  will  be  able  to  enter  into 
my  views  and  ideas  upon  this  theme,  to  me  so 
intensely  interesting." 


THE  LITTLE  -WirE. 
Mr.  Stanl«7'  assored  the  Earl  how  deeply  be 
entered  into  creiy  feeling  of  luB  patron,  on  thai 
and  all  other  eubjects  that  in  any  way  related 
to  him  ;  and  Lord  Elmsdale  immediately  com- 
menced laying  open  to  his  &ithlii1  friend,  evta 
detail  respecting  bis  late  marriage. 

'*  Daring  the  whole  of  last  snmmer  my  visits 
to  Windsor  Castle  were  frequent ;  business,  aa 
■well  as  royal  hospitality,  drew  mc  constantly  t 
that  regal  spot.  I  had  one  morning  escaped 
from  the  usual  equestrian  party,  and  was  en- 
joying a  solitary  ramble  in  the  beautiful  forest. 
Deeply  absorbed  In  thoughts,  neither  gay  nor 
particularly  agreeable,  and  in  the  deepest  soli- 
tude of  the  park,  I  waa  suddenly  startletl  from 
my  reverie,  by  the  mirthful  sound  of  youlhfti 
voices,  and  the  tramp  of  horses'  feet. 

"  Laughter,  which  struck  like  music  on  my 
ear,  resounded  through  the  sylvan  scene.  lu 
my  opinion,  there  is  as  mnch  that  marks  the 
high-bora  and  the  low,  in  the  sound  of  a  laugh, 
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-  as  in  the  tone  of  a  voice.  There  is  a  laugh — a 
joyous  ringing  laugh,  which  strikes  melodiously 
on  the  senses ;  whereas  the  coarse,  harsh  sound, 
which  merriment  sometimes  produces,  is  equally 
grating  and  discordant.  I  looked  towards  the 
spot  from  whence  the  voices  proceeded,  and 
soon  I  saw  advancing,  three  of  the  sweetest 
girls  I  ever  beheld,  riding  upon  small,  hand- 
some ponies.  TLey  all  appeared  to  me  to  be 
much  of  the  same  age — quite  young,  sixteen  or 
seventeen.  They  were  riding  with  all  the 
vivacity  of  their  years,  and  their  cheerful  voices 
were  like  those  of  the  wild  birds  of  the  forest, 
who  sung  above  them. 

"  As  they  passed,  I  could  not  help  checking 
my  horse,  and  standing  still  to  gaze  upon  them. 
They  did  not  seem  to  heed  me,  but  went  on  in 
all  the  happy  insouciance  of  innocence.  They 
were  beautifully  mounted  on  their  diminutive 
eteeds;  and  there  waa  something  altogether  in 
their  appearance  which    looked   distinguished 
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abore  die  common  leval ;  and  there  was  alao  an 
air  of  respeccability  in  the  aspect  of  the  old, 
gnslyi  gaunt  groom,  who  accompanied  them  on 
a  handsome  horse,  and  watched  every  motion 
of  his  young  charges,  with  eyes  of  anxious  vigil- 
aoce.  I  returned  to  the  castle  with  my  mind 
fall  of  the  idea  of  these  lovely  Hcbea,  wonder- 
ing who  tbcy  could  be.  I  had  no  opportunity 
of  making  inquiries  on  the  subject. 

"  At  dinner  by  chance  I  found  myself  seated 
by  a  gentlemanly,  elderly  man,  whom  I  bad 
often  noticed  as  a  guest  at  the  table ;  but  I  had 
never  happened  to  be  introduced  to  him,  or  to 
have  heard  his  name,  although  when  my  eyes 
had  fallen  ou  his  countenance,  I  ever  remarked 
its  benign  and  nmiuble  expression.  My  head 
still  ran  on  my  morning  adventure ;  and  it  sud- 
denly occurred  to  me*  that  my  neighbour  might 
be  a  resident  in  that  part  of  the  country,  and 
could  satisfy  my  cunosity.  1  turned  to  him, 
and  after  a  little  desultory  conversation  as  a 
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prelude,  said :  '  By  the  bye,  as  you  tell  me  you 
live  near  Windaor,  perhaps  you  wilt  be  able  to 
enlighten  me  oa  a  subject,  oq  which  I  feel  a 
little  inquifiiUve.  Do  you  know  the  names  of 
three  young,  very  young  ladies,  who  ride  in  tbe 
parkf  mounted  on  very  clever  ponies  i' 

"  The  gentleman  smiled,  and  coloured  faintly. 

" '  Describe  them  rather  more  accurately,'  lie 


" '  That  I  can  scarcely  do,'  I  answered ;  '  I 
can  only  say,  that  they  were  the  most  pic- 
turesque, interesting-looking  creatures  I  ever 
beheld ;  particularly  one,  whose  fair  hair  was 
floating  in  the  breeze,  and  whose  smile  dis- 
closed a  set  of  teeth  of  the  most  dazzling  white- 
ness.' 

"  There  was  a  peculiar  expression  in  the  coun- 
tenance of  my  auditor,  whilst  I  thus  spoke. 
'  I  think  you  know  who  they  are,'  I  con- 
tinued, beginning  to  guess  from  this  circum- 
stance, that  the  fair  girls   bore   some  afEnity 
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to  himself;  'but  to  finufa  the  dMcription,' 
I  added,  '  they  were  accompanied  }iy  a  groom, 
who  looked  like  Cerbcras  himself.  He  wntched 
the  yoang  kdies,  with  an  eye  like  that  of  a 
lynx,  and  if  I  mistake  not,  thc-y  took  a  rais- 
diierous  pleasure  in  Jnghteniog  him  out  of  his 
wits;  fer  I  saw  by  their  sly  glances  at  each 
other,  also  cast  back  upon  him,  that  all  their 
feats  of  agility  were  practised,  in  order  to 
elicit  Bome  exclamation  of  dismay  aad  ad- 
nonition  from  him,  which  however  only  had 
the  effect  of  increasing  their  miith.  ' 

"  My  neighbour  now  laughed  heartily. 

"*  I  believe  I  most  plead  guilty  to  your  pic- 
tare,'  he  said,  '  and  own  myself  the  proprietor 
of  those  madcap  girls.  I  cannot  mistake  your 
description  of  the  old  groom,  although  the 
floUering  manner  in  which  you  speak  of  my 
daughters,  might  have  equally  applied  to  many 
of  the  fair  equestrians  who  resort  to  the  forest . 
But  I   do  believe  old  Richard  is   a   complete 
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original,  and  cannot  be  mistaken.  He  was 
formerly  a  dragoon  in  my  regiment,  and  my 
servant  twenty  years  during  my  military  career ; 
when  I  relinquifilied  the  service,  I  bought  him 
his  dificharge,  and  as  he  has  been  with  those 
children  ever  since  they  were  bom,  he  con- 
siders himself  in  the  light  of  a  privileged 
person ;  and  indeed,  although  they  love  to 
tease  him,  they  are  all,  not  only  rather  afraid 
of,  but  extremely  attached  to,  the  old  man.' 

"Thus  commenced  an  intimacy  which  was 
not  to  terminate  here.  I  found  that  the  father 
of  my  little  forest  friends,  was  a  Colonel  St. 
Clair,  an  officer  of  some  distinction,  and  pos- 
sessing an  independent  fortune,  A  woand 
received  at  Waterloo  had  disabled  him,  and  he 
had  for  many  years  left  his  profession.  He  was 
a  widower,  and  resided  with  his  three  daugh- 
ters, in  a  beautiful  cottage  close  to  Windsor 
Park.  Before  we  parted  that  evening,  I  re- 
ceived  an   invitation  for   which   I   must   own 
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I  gave  not  a  few  hints,  to  visit  him  at  his  abode, 
and  he  promised  then  to  intioduce  mc  to  his 
little  girls. 

"  Certainly,  Stanley,  I  am  almost  inclined 
to  believe  in  the  sajing,  that  there  is  a  fate 
in  matrimooy;  if  such  an  epithet  can  be  at- 
tached to  anything,  it  surely  may  to  such 
erents,  such  extraordinary  anions  do  take 
place !  I  am  an  example  of  the  waywardnesa 
of  the  fickle  goddess.  I,  who  after  living  in 
the  world  so  many  years,  the  sole  arbiter  of  my 
destiny,  free  to  choose  amidst  rank  and  beauty 
— that  tlie  grave,  the  proud,  and  the  fastidious 
Lord  Elmedale,  for  such  I  believe  I  am  con- 
sidered amongst  the  fair  sex,  should  be  en- 
slaved io  the  most  romantic  first-sight  manner 
by  a  mere  child. 

"  The  wisest  men  are  often  the  greatest 
fools  in  love,"  interrupted  Stanley,  laughing. 
"  Forgive  me,  my  dear  lord,  for  the  rudeness 
of  the  adage,  but  involantarily  it  escaped  my 
Kp..- 
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The  Eatl  smiled  in  good  part,  and  continued. 
"  Well,  the  next  morning,  the  very  moment 
I  could  make  my  escape,  I  uas  on  my  mir 
to  the  abode  of  the  Colonel,  and  it  was  quite 
surprising,  at  the  Ba.me*time  almost  humiliating, 
when  I  detected  the  very  boyish  impatience 
with  which  I  urged  my  horse,  until  I  arrived 
8t  the  desired  goal.  It  waa  one  of  those  fairy- 
like villas,  with  which  that  recherche  neigh- 
bourhood abounds.  Its  outward  appearance 
was  only  that  of  a  picturesque  cottage, — within 
all  was  comfort  and  luxury.  Truly,  every 
object  around,  breathed  of  elegance  and  refine- 
ment. If  I  admired  the  fair  girls  in  their 
habits  and  round  hats,  irolicking  in  all  the 
unrestrained  mischief  of  spirits,  rendered  still 
more  buoyant  by  the  influence  of  frcali  air  and 
exercise,  how  much  more  feminine  and  lovely 
did  I  think  tbcm,  in  their  simple,  l^y-like 
raorning- dresses .  The  two  youngest  were 
strikingly  handsome  girls — very  tall,  and  well 
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formed  for  their  ages ;  but  tHe  elcleftt,  who  at 
first  I  a&onted  by  considering  the  youngest, 
was  the  one,  whom  I  found  had  made  the 
deepest  impreasioQ  upon  roj  imagination. 

"And  yet  she  was  not  so  beautifal  as  her 
sisters.  Her  suture  was  small  and  delicate, 
Jind  her  complexion  very  pale ;  but  there  was 
an  expression,  an  indefinable  charm  about  her 
Qoatfa,  whenerer  she  smiled,  which  seemed  to 
ihrow  a  gleam  of  light  over  the  wholo  conn- 
tcnance,  and  animated  every  feature,  which 
appeared  to  me  far  more  lovely  than  the 
moet  perfect  regularity  of  beauty.  As  she 
flitted  with  me  amongst  the  luxuriant  plants  and 
ebnibe,  which  blossomed  in  such  profusion  in 
the  richly  cultivated  parterre,  she  seemed  to  my 
mind,  so  young — so  soft — that  I  could  compare 
her  only  to  a  mellow  ray  of  morning  sun,  which  I 
shining  on  the  sweetest  flowers,  imparts  to  them 
its  gentle  brightness. 

"  But  I  must  try  to  relate  my  storj-,  iu  as  few 
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words  as  possible,  and  not  enter  into  every 
detail  of  my  courtship ;  for  perhaps  I  should 
only  display  my  own  weakness,  and  at  the  same 
time  exhaust  your  patience  as  a  listener.  From 
this  moment,  I  became  a  constant  visitor  at 
Forest  Cottage,  and  you  may  remember  that  I 
established  mj-Bclf  for  the  rest  of  the  summer,  ftt 
a  villa  in  the  neighbourhood.  The  reason  for 
so  doing,  I  at  first  persuaded  myself,  was  to  fa- 
cilitate ray  attendance  at  the  Castle;  but  I  found 
that  an  irresistible  influence  drew  me  for  ever  to 
the  cottage,  where  my  presence  was  always 
hailed  by  its  fair  inhabitants,  with  a  degree  of 
pleasure,  more  flattering  to  my  heart,  than  I  am 
able  to  express.  One  litttle  smile  from  that 
quarter,  made  me  prouder  than  the  most  ho- 
nourable distinctions. 

"  There  was  sometbing  very  interesting  about 
the  whole  party ;  much  of  simphcity,  combined 
with  good  breeding,  and  refinement,  pervaded 
the  group.     Colonel  St.  Clair,  wrapped  up  in 
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iits  children,  had  devoted  bis  cyctj  tboaght  and 
^tention  to  them.  I  discovered  that  they  had 
received  every  advantage  of  education — that 
ihey  were  accomplished,  and  well  iDibnncd.  The 
only  error  into  which  the  colonel  had  fallen,  was 
that  of  over-indulgence  ;  and  perhaps  the  eje  of 
a  critic  might  have  detected  the  want  of  the  ten- 
der influence  of  a  mother's  care,  who,  whilst  she 
checked  the  lavish  fondneu  of  the  father,  might 
at  the  same  time  have  brought  before  their 
yoang  minds,  that  example  of  feminine  submis- 
non  and  gentleness,  which  imperceptibly  be- 
comes impressed  upon  the  hearts  of  children, 
who  are  so  fortunate  as  to  possess  a  mother,  to 
whom  tbey  can  loot  as  a  guide  and  a  model, 
which  it  would  be  their  ambition  to  emulate. 

"  The  three  sweet  girls  were  wild  from  cxce^ 
of  happiness  and  liberty  ;  and  Colonel  -St.  Clair, 
thongh  he  always  intended  some  time  or  another,  - 
to  check  this  exuberance,  never  yet  had  courage 
to  arrest  their  career  of  gleeful  joy.     He  was 


THE    LITTLE  HIFE. 


for  ever  putting  it  ofii  till  they  were  a  i 
older,  when  he  had  formed  some  grave  ) 
of  inviting  a  strict  maiden  sister,  to  com 
reside  with  htm,  to  assist  in  keeping  t 
merry  girls  in  order. 

"  But  he  was  so  happy  in  their  happineasJ 
he  was  always  deferring  the  evil  day, 
young  creatures  became  daily  more  wild, 
to  be  brief, — after  a  few  months,  I  fc 
there  was  no  retreat  for  me — that  I 
soul  I  was  cntlirallcd  by  the  wild  chan 
the  sweet  Nina  St.  Clair ;  and  he  who  h 
quired  the  character  of  a  grave  statesmaii 
whom  the  eyes  of  his  country  had  been  fixed, 
with  some  degree  of  interest,  lived  but  in  the 
smiles  of  this  young  girl. 

"  What  was  I  to  do  ?  I  began  for  the  first 
time  to  consider  the  folly  of  my  position,  and  I 
made  a  hasty  journey  to  Paris,  in  order  to  collect 
my  ideas,  lininfluenced  by  the  atmosphere  of 
^scination,  which  I  seemed  to  breathe  in  hervi- 
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cinity.  But  soon  did  I  ascertain  the  real  ex- 
tent of  my  feelings.  I  found  that  my  peace  of 
mind  was  gone^  beyond  recal.  At  first,  I  re- 
joiced that  I  was  free  to  throw  myself  at  her 
feet.  But  then  again  I  considered  what  might 
be  her  feelings.  Could  she  give  her  young 
affections  to  one  almost  old  enough  to  be  her 
father?  And  then  thoughts  rushed  upon  my 
mind,  which  made  my  cheeks  bum  with  pain- 
ful emotions.  My  position  in  life  !  Might  she 
accept  me  only  for  this  worldly  consideration  ? 
I  paused  again,  and  made  some  vain  and  feeble 
attempts,  to  chase  the  subject  from  my  imagina- 
tion. But  it  was  of  no  avail ;  and  after  a  few 
feverish  days,  I  was  on  my  way  to  England,  and 
in  a  most  incredibly  short  time,  my  carriage 
might  have  been  seen  stopping  at  the  gate  of 
the  forest  cottage.  There,  to  my  dismay,  I 
found  that  the  family  had  gone  to  the  sea-side 
for  change  of  air,  as  one  of  the  young  ladies 
was  not  quite  well. 

d2 
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"'^VTiich  of  the   young  ladies?'   I  eag) 
enquired. 

'*  I  was  told  that  it  was  the  eldest ;  : 
most  sinking  with  agony  and  terror,  I  im 
diately  pursued  my  way  to  Ramsgate,  and  tbd 
I  found  my  Nina  looking  pale  and  languid. 

"  But  how  can  I  express  the  joy  and  exulta- 
tion of  my  heart,  ivhen  I  discovered,  that  I  had 
been  the  cause  of  her  suffering!  My  abrupt 
departure  had  distressed  the  kind  heart  which 
had  learnt  to  love  me.  In  short,  I  found  that  I 
was  the  object  of  her  first,  fresh  feelings — that 
she  loved  me  truly,  warmly,  and  with  the  dis- 
interestedness of  her  nature.  You  may  imagine 
my  ecstatic  surprise  ; — I  who  had  never  dared 
to  hope  to  receive  the  first  incense  of  such  a 
pure  and  youthful  heart." 

Lord  Elmsdale  pAused.  The  overflowing  of 
an  emotion,  replete  with  gratefiil  happiness, 
rendered  him  silent  for  some  moments  ;  and  aa 
his   companion   looked   upon   his  noble  coun- 
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lEnance — at  once  an  index  of  a  mind  so  honour- 
able,  a  disposition  so  kind,  bo  excellent,  so 
generoQE  ! — he  coold  not  agree  with  his  patron 
in  thinking  it  at  all  extraordinaiy,  that  a  girl  of 
•eventeen,  should  surrender,  without  hesitation, 
her  love  to  such  a  being.    The  Earl  continued : 

"  You  know  the  sequel.  We  were  manied, 
much  to  the  astonishment  of  many.  And  now 
1  will  teil  you  my  reasons  for  going  abroad : — 
In  ray  own  opinion,  my  tittle  wife  is  perfect.  I 
should  be  satisfied  never  to  see  her  different  to 
what  she  now  is ;  but  perhaps  in  the  world  in 
which  she  will  have  to  move,  she  may  not  be 
considered  sufficiently  posee,  for  her  preseot 
situation,  which  draws  invidious  eyes  upon  her- 
She  loves  the  country  with  all  her  heart,  and 
country  amusements  are  her  dear  delight.  I 
really  believe,  were  I  to  bring  her  down  to  this 
place,  her  excess  of  happiness  would  be  too 
great.  What  an  artificial  world  this  is,  Stanley ! 
It  is  natural  to  the  young  and  innocent,  to  revel 
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in  the  simple  pleasares,  vhich  inetinct  has|  im- 
planted in  their  breasts ;  but  still,  if  we  live  in 
the  vortex  of  society,  they  must  be  checked, 
restricted  ;  every  feeling  seems  as  if  it  ought  to 
be  new  modelled — at  least,  if  I  am  to  judge  by 
the  opinion  of  my  old  aunt.  Lady  Grantham^ 
whom  I  have  certainly  always  considered  a 
sensible  person,  and  who  takes  great  interest 
in  the  improvement  o£  my  little  CouatesG  ;  and 
even  my  own  dear  sister,  Lady  Julia,  I  know, 
thinks  that  Nina  ought  to  be  a  little  differeat — 
more  circumspect — less  childish  ;  in  short,  they 
want  to  make  her  quite  the  reverse  to  the 
charming  being  who  stole  my  heart,  from  the 
very  circumstance  of  her  being  totally  unlike 
any  other  creature  I  had  ever  seen.  Her  charm 
consists  in  her  originality,  her  freshness — so  un- 
like the  tutored  young  ladies  of  the  present 
day,  who  have  always  proved  to  me  antidotes  to 
love.  "With  all  her  wildness,  there  is  a  grace 
and  elegance  in  every  action,  however  much  it 
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may  militate  against    **  les  bienseances   de    la 
tociete^^  my  old  aunt's  favorite  expression,  and 
at  the  sound  of  which  Nina  shudders.  This  mis- 
sion to  Naples  was  pressed  upon  me  by  govern- 
ment,  and  I  have  accepted  it,  although  it  is 
peculiarly  irksome  to  me  to  leave  England ;  but 
I  thought  perhaps  it  might  be  beneficial  to  Nina. 
I  want  to  make  her  perfection  in  all  ways,  to 
every  eye ;  and  a  residence  abroad,  having  to 
play  Madame  TAmbassadrice,  may  teach  her 
how  to  become  a  fine  lady,  and  initiate  her  more 
quickly  into  the  ways  of  the  world;  and  also 
draw  her  for  a  time  firom  those  amusements  in 
which  she  delights,  and  which  are,  perhaps,  too 
childish  and  trifling  for  the  wife  of  a  man  of 
seven-and-thirty,    who  is  unfortunately  in    a 
rather  prominent  position.     Poor  little  thing ! 
she  had  formed  such  plans  for  the  summer — such 
joyful  schemes,  it  is  really  cruel  to  frustrate 
them.     The  pleasure  of  her  life  at  Elmsdale  ! — 
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her  flowers,  her  pom«s ;  and  all  her  projects  of 
usefulness,  I  will  say,  as  well  as  enjoyment — and 
truly  I  live  in  the  hope  of  eeeing  my  sweet  wife 
hereafter,  not  only  the  ornament  of  this  my 
favorite  home,  but  the  benefactress — the  traly 
estimable  mistress  of  the  place,  for  her  heart  la 
all  right.  I  trust  I  am  acting  for  the  best, 
and  that  the  result  will  prove  such  as  I  ardently 
desire." 

Mr.  Stanley  did  not  presume  to  argue  on  the 
point.  He  felt  the  utmost  veneration  for  the 
opinion  of  the  Earl,  therefore  he  imagined  his 
every  act  must  be  right !  But  still,  in  his  plain 
manner  of  judging,  he  could  not  help  thinking 
how  differently  the  idea  suggested  itself  to  his 
mind. 

But  then  he  did  not  live  in  the  world;  and 
in  his  simplicity  it  struck  him,  that  it  was  like 
brushing  the  down  from  the  peach,  robbing 
it  at  once  of  its  mellow  beauty,  thus  to  cndea- 
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vour^  prematurely^  to  teach  worldly-minded- 
ness  to  a  young  creature,  whose  greatest  charm 
seemed  to  consist  in  her  freshness  and  unsophis- 
ticated heart. 


D  5 


CHAPTEB  Vf. 

"On  his  bold  risajte,  middle  ape 
Had  slightly  prcseci)  iu  tignct  logc, 
Yft  had  not  qiitnclird  the  open  truth. 
And  fiery  vphemence  of  youth.'' 


•'  What  a  union  of  all  the  afil-ctiona  and  powen. 
By  which  lifu  is  exalted,  emhelliBhed,  rcfindd, 
Whb  einbraceil  in  that  spirit !" 

Reginald's  Letter. 
"My  Deakest  Alice: 

"  .\t  length  the  journey  is  over,  and  1  ^ei>Ie 
the  first  moment  of  solitude,  to  conimuiicL-  my 
letter.  I  promised  my  dear  cousin,  to  make  a 
faithful  record,  of  all  my  thoughts  and  actions ; 
and  how  sacred  do  I  consider  every  vow  which 
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I  have  breathed  to  her !  I  could  dilate  for  ever 
OD  the  grief  that  £lled  my  heart,  almost  to  burst- 
ing, when  I  parted  from  all  the  loved  cora- 
p&aions  of  mj  home.  It  is  a  relief  to  me  thus 
to  poor  forth  my  ^els.  Your  image,  sweetest 
Alice,  as  I  left  yon  weeping  in  my  father's  arms, 
tuiints  my  imagination — and  that  dear,  excellent 
ftthei !  so  indulgent — so  kind ;  who,  in  parting 
wiih  me,  I  am  aware,  has  made  bo  great  a  sacri- 
fice! But  what  a  comfort  in  leaving  him,  lo 
know  that  there  are  those  remaining  with  him, 
who  will  be  truly  his  affectionate,  and  devoted 
(hildren.  Tou,  a  tender  daughter;  and  Ed- 
ward, with  his  steady,  quiet  disposition,  not  only 
iiis  constant  companion,  but  a  useful  assistant  in 
his  occupations.  /  ought  to  have  filled  that 
place;  and  many  a  time  my  repentant  heart 
Qjibraids  me,  for  the  yearning  I  have  had  to  ^'> 
from  home — that  restlessness  wliich  prcvcnicd 
aj  puisoing  contentedly,  the  calm  and  even 
puh  that  was  before  me. 
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"Why  should  I  have  aspired  lo  a  ' 
sphere  than  that  in  which  my  father  has  { 
the  love  and  respectj  of  all  who  ever  knew  him  ? 
Oh!  that  I  may  never  draw  upon  my  head  re- 
tribution, for  having  cast  away  the  life  of  calm- 
ness and  peace  that  was  within  my  reach !  I 
rely  upon  you,  my  kind  Alice,  to  describe  to 
me,  every  expression  of  the  countenance  of  my 
beloved  parent ;  and  should  you  detect  the  most 
trifling  trace  of  a  wish  on  his  part  that  I  should 
return,  to  acquaint  me  immediately ;  and  with- 
out hesitation,  will  I  relinquish  every  ambitious 
hope — immolate  all  my  airy-built  castles  on  the 
shrine  of  filial  duty.  Oh!  how  I  would  inveigh 
against  that  demon,  in  the  shape  of  a  feeling, 
which  set  me  at  variance  with  my  condition  in 
the  world — made  nae  almost  look  with  contempt 
on  that  state  of  life,  and  sphere  of  action,  which 
Providence  had  allotted  to  me;  and  encouraging 
every  real  or  supposed  evil,  preyed  upon  my 
mind,  and  made  me  pine  for  some  change  of 
situation ! 
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*'  Bat  DO  more  of  this — the  deed  is  done — I 
have  embarked  upon  my  new  mode  of  existence  ; 
it  must  therefore  ddit  be  my  endeavoar,  to 
acquit  myself  honourably  in  the  path  which 
I  hsve  chosen. 

"It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  Lord 
Elfflsdale's  kindness  daring  our  Journey.  At  j 
6r8t,  with  thoughtful  consideration,  he  turned 
from  me,  and  busied  himself  with  his  book, 
giving  me  time  to  indulge  in  sorrow,  whicli  in 
rain  I  endeavoured  to  repress.  There  eer- 
t^nly  never  was  so  ebarmiog  a  person  as  tHs 
friend  of  ours,  and  so  handsome,  so  distinguished, 
so  imposing  in  bis  appearance ;  yet  with  man- 
ners so  mild  and  concitlating,  that  without  losing 
une  particle  of  respect,  even  the  most  humble 
must  feel  at  their  case  before  bim ;  such  is  the 
efiect  of  hu  benevolence  of  heart. 

"I  do  not  wonder  at  his  Countess  having, 
nicbout  hesitation,  surrendered  her  young  heart 
to  him,  although  he  is  twenty  years  older  thaa  . 
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herself,  for  he  is  certainly  aaperior  to  all. 
Such  a  character  I  may  have  dreamt  of  as  per- 
fection in  a  man ;  but  in  Lord  Elmadale,  it  is 
indeed  embodied  :  and  my  feelings  towards  him 
are  even  more  than  those  of  affection ;  respect 
and  admiration  are  so  blended;  and  ^t'ith  all 
his  superiority — his  wisdom,  he  is  so  gentle, 
and  unostentatious  of  his  merits.  But  that, 
I  imagine,  is  ever  the  case  with  true  greatness 
of  soul,  a  mind  superior  to  vanity,  governed 
by  principles  of  uniform  rectitude  and  inte- 
grity. He  is  one  who  in  no  situation  of  life 
would  be  ashamed  to  perform  his  duty,  and 
act  his  proper  part  with  firmness  and  constancy. 
True  to  hia  God — faithful  to  his  friends — 
generous  to  his  enemies — warm  with  compassion 
to  the  unfortunate — self-denyiug  to  private 
interests  and  pleasures,  but  zealous  for  public 
interest  and  happiness — magnanimous  without 
being  proud — humble  without  being  mean — 
just  without  being  harsh — simple  in  his  pleasures 
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— manly  in  his  feelings  I  On  his  word  you 
can  entirely  rely;  his  eonntenance  never  de- 
ceives— ^his  professions  of  kindness  are  the 
effiisions  of  his  heart ;  in  shorty  he  is  one,  who, 
independently  of  every  worldly  advantage,  you 
might  choose  for  a  superior,  trust  as  a  friend, 
and  even  love  as  a  brother. 

"You  will  smile,  Alice,  when  you  read 
this,  and  I  can  almost  fancy  that  I  hear  you 
exclaim,  '  Reginald,  as  usual,  is  in  his  heroics.' 
But  in  this  instance,  believe  me,  I  have  not 
exaggerated  in  my  description — I  have  not 
said  a  word  too  much;  such  a  man  as  the 
Earl,  must  be  honored  by  every  one,  as  I 
honor  him.  But  I  will  no  longer  linger  on 
a  theme,  upon  which,  however,  I  should  be 
never  weary  of  dilating.  I  shall  go  on  cir- 
cumstantially to  describe  the  dramatis  personce 
of  this  new  stage  of  my  life.  I  must  begin 
methodically,  and  thus  continue  my  narration. 

"  It  was  not  until  some  hours  after  I  left 
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you,  that   I  began  by  degrees,   to  ibel  I 

enjoyment  in  the  journey,  which  was  cei 
as  agreeable  as,  under  every  circumgtanc4l 
possibly  could  be.  Lord  Elmsdale  soon  j 
me  completely  at  my  ease,  and  conversed  in 
a  most  familiar  manner.  His  love  for  my  dear 
father,  makes  him  regard  me  with  peculiar  Idnd- 
ness,  which  ia  another  debt  I  owe  to  the  very 
beet  of  friends. 

"Our  journey  was  performed  with  the  Utmost 
expedition.  Lord  Elmsdale  seemed  to  be 
flying  upon  the  wings  of  impatience.  Not 
a  moment  was  to  be  lostj  and  I  could  plainly 
perceive,  that  on  one  occasion,  when  we  were 
obliged  to  wait  for  a  relay  of  horses,  he  was 
more  annoyed  and  chafed  at  this  contretempt, 
than  I  could  have  imagined  such  a  trifle  would 
have  made  him ;  and  as  we  approached  London, 
the  almost  nervous  anxiety  which  he  exhibited, 
did  indeed  surprise  me ; — he  who  is  generally 
so  calm,  stately,  and  self-posBeesed,  and  £rom 
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whom  one  could  hardly  expect  coimnoo  feelings. 
He  looked  coiutantljr  at  the  tn-eqitet  clock, 
which  swung  before  us ;  and  teveial  timeB  totd 
the  post-boys,  who,  I  thought,  were  driving  at 
a  most  rapid  pace,  to  go  Gtill  faster. 

"  At  length,  as  if  suddenly  recollecting  tliat  I 
was  with  him,  and  perhaps  seeing  by  my  coun- 
tenance, sometliing  of  what  wa^  passing  in  my 
mind,  he  said,  with  a  smile,  and  a  faint  colour 
passing  over  his  countenance, 

" '  Reginald,  I  see  that  yon  wonder  at  all  tliin 
haste;  but  you  must  remember  that  I  am  a  very 
newly  married  man,  and  to  tcU  you  the  honest 
troth,  I  am  all  impatience  to  see  my  young 
bride  ag^n.  The  reason  which  makes  me 
particularly  anxious  to  get  on  at  this  moment, 
is,  that  she  docs  not  expect  me  till  dinner-time  ; 
but  I  have  expedited  my  journey,  in  order  to 
surprise  her  just  before  she  goes  out  in  the  car- 
rier. However,  that  provoking  delay  at  the  last 
eta^,  I  fear  will  frustrate  my  scheme,  and  on  my 
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arrival,  I  shall  have  two  or  three  hours  to 
before  she  returns,  which  will  be  an  age  of 
appointment  to  me.  Now  Eeginald,  I  have  let 
you  a  little  behind  the  scenes,  I  am  perfectlj* 
conrinced,  you  would  have  as  soon  suspected 
your  friend  the  Eaj-l,  of  such  soft  weakness,  as 
of  his  being  guilty  of  treason,  or  any  othra 
crime  of  equal  magnitude.  You  have  alirayi 
looked  upon  me,  I  dare  'say,  in  the  light  I  am 
viewed,  by  many,  eu  a  man  absorbed  in  politics, 
in  worldly  considerations ;  but  my  heart,  I  fear, 
is  quite  as  full  of  the  infirmities  of  human 
nature,  as  those  who  more  constantly  betray  the 
dictates  of  the  feeEngs,  which  are  indigenous  to 
the  nature  of,  I  should  imagine,  every  man.' 

"'Oh!  my  lord,'  I  exclaimed,  with  warmth, 
'  all  those  who  know  you,  have  gooJ  reason  to 
be  convinced  of  the  kindly  affections  of  yoar 
heart.' 

" '  But  they  little  know  its  weakness,'  inter- 
rupted the  Earl,  with  a  smile ;  '  however,  there 
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is  a  charm  in  the  foible,  which  I  would  not  re- 
linqiiishy  for  all  the  self-command  of  the  greatest 
Stoic  that  ever  boasted  philosophy.  I  rather  hng 
the  weakness  to  my  heart  But  this  is  a  bad 
lesson  to  yoa^  Eeginald^  to  whom  I  ought  to 
inculcate,  nothing  but  rigid  strength  of  mind,  and 
contempt  of  human  foibles.  But  here  we  are  in 
London — ^in  a  few  moments  we  shall  be  in 
Arlington  Street ;'  and  Lord  Elmsdale  did  not 
seem  inclined  for  any  more  conversation,  so 
eager  was  his  look  of  expectation. 

^' At  length  the  carriage  drove  into  the  street. 

" '  She  is  not  out,  I  am  happy  to  say/  he 
exclaimed)  'for  there  is  her  carriage;*  and  I 
saw  a  splendid  equipage,  the  horses  of  which 
were  pawing  the  ground  with  impatience,  and 
seemed  with  difficulty  to  accommodate  them- 
selves to  the  stationary  position,  to  which  the 
coachman  wished  to  rein  them  in. 

"  *  Her  ladyship  is  at  home  V  the  Earl  said 
quickly,  as  we  entered,  to  the  porter ;  an  old 
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serraDt^  so  antiquated  in  bis  appearaoce, 
might  have  been   imagiDed,    that 
antique -looking  seat,  had  been  in  that  place: 
generation  to  generation, 

"'Tea,  my  lord,'  he  grumbled  out,  'her 
ladyship  is  at  home,  although  the  carriage  has 
been  at  the  door,  two  hours  and  five  minutes  by 
my  clock — and  the  young  grays  are  in  to-day, 
my  lord,'  he  added,  in  a  peculiar  tone  of  voice, 
as  if  he  fain  would  excite  in  Lord  Elmsdale, 
a  portion  of  the  dissatisfaction  he  thought  fit 
to  entertain,  at  this  dereliction  of  punctuality 
in  his  lady.  However,  his  words  did  not 
appear  to  produce  the  Blightest  effect ;  and  I 
had  reason  to  know  that  the  Earl  was  blessing 
any  chance  which  had  been  the  fortunate  means  I 
of  detaining  Lady  Elmsdale  from  taking  her 
accustomed  drive," 

And  here  we  shall  take  the  narrative  into 
our  own  hands,  as  we  can  more   fully   detail    I 
many  events,   which   were   too  minute    to   be    ; 
dwelt  upon  by  Reginald  in  a  letter. 


CHAPTER  V. 

"  A  beautiful  and  laughing  thing 
Joat  in  tbe  fnt  apparelling 
Of  giriiih  lovelineiH," 

MlCHAincALLY,  Reginald  followed  Lord 
Hlmadale's  steps ;  corioeitj'  was  mingled  witli  a 
e  of  nervous  trepidation,  at  the  idea  of 
ht  first  introducttou  to  the  fair  lady  of  tis 
patron. 

The  groom  of  the  chambers,  who  preceded 
them,  threw  open  the  first  door,  upon  the  land- 
ing and  ihey  entered  a  drawing-room  ;  but  the 
wrrant,  saying  that  he  helieyed  that  his  lady  was 
b  her  morning -room,  went  on,  continuing  to 
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traverse  several  apartments,  until  they  react 
the  one,    in  which  they  expcclfd  to  find  As' 
Countess. 

They  sought  in  vain  for  the  fair  being,  who. 
was  the  presiding  goddess  over  all  this  splen-." 
clour ;  but  in  this  room,  she  had  evidently  been 
sitting,  for  it  was  strewed  with  the  Utter  of 
feminine  employment.  The  piano-forte  ww 
open,  and  music  scattered  in  all  directions : 
drawing  materials  vere  also  laid  out ;  the  disco- 
loured water,  and  the  brush,  still  left  in  it* 
shewing  they  had  just  been  used;  and  a  drawing 
was  on  an  easel,  before  which.  Lord  Elmsdale 
stood  for  a  moment,  in  delighted  contemplation. 

"  Good  gill  1"  he  exclaimed ;  "  she  has  really 
been  hard  at  work — what  talent  she  has  !  Do 
look,  Reginald;  is  not  this  a  masterly  perform- 

And  Reginald,  who  was  himself  something  of 
an  artist,  was  amazed  at  the  boldness  of  the 
style,  and  well  executed  design ;  and  when  he 
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looked  round,  and  beheld  the  intellectual — ^we 
may  say,  almost  classic  appearance^  which  every 
occupation  of  the  Countess's  morning  studies 
demonstrated — the  books — the  various  signs  of 
study !  the  idea  which  our  hero  had  formed  of 
her — that  of  a  gay  and  giddy  girl —  seemed  in  a 
moment  to  vanish,  and  a  sort  of  awe-struck  sen- 
sation pervaded  his  feelings ;  he  began  to  ima- 
gine that  he  was  about  to  be  ushered  into  the 
presence  of  a  majestic  Corinne — an  inspired 
Sappho ! 

"  I  thought  her  ladyship  would  have  been 
here,"  said  the  groom  of  the  chambers,  "  for 
she  passed  the  morning  in  this  room,  but  I  sup- 
pose she  is  now  in  her  boudoir;^*  and  he  pro- 
ceeded to  that  apartment,  which  was  divided 
from  the  others,  by  a  conservatory,  through 
which  there  was  a  passage.  No  sooner  had  he 
opened  the  door,  than  the  merry  sound  of  a 
youthful  laugh,  rang  upon  their  ears,  and  Lord 
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Elmsdole,  saying,  "  Very  well,   StcTens,  J 
need  not  go  any  further,"  dismissed  him. 

Begiiiald  was  about  to  follow  the  servant,  when 
the  Earl  whiepcred  to  him,  "  No,  come  with 
me ;  you  shall  see  her  at  once,  without  any 
formal  preparation," 

As  they  walked  along  this  little  paradise  of 
fragrance,  the  happy  destination  of  many  a  pet 
singing  bird,  the  musical  voice  which  had  before 
met  their  car  still  continued  its  merry  notes. 
The  Earl  laughed,  and  said,  "  I  wonder  with 
what  frolic  sbc  is  amusing  herself !"  and  at  that 
moment  he  opened  the  door. 

I  believe,  if  we  could  have  read  Reginald's 
thoughts,  we  should  have  found,  that  the  awe 
which  had  been  previously  inspired,  by  the  im- 
pression he  received  in  the  room  of  study,  began 
to  be  less  overpowering,  from  the  instant  he 
heard  this  childish  laughter,  so  little  in  accord- 
ance with  the  science,  and  even  poetry,  of  the 
pursuits  iu  which  she  had  been  engaged ;  but 
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liu  agtonnthmept  wag  Eomething  far  beyond 
descripdoD,  when  his  eyes  fell  upon  her, 
whom  he  had  pictured  to  himself,  under  eo 
different  an  aspect.  Truly,  had  he  not  seen 
the  female  £gare  start  up,  and  fly  towards  the 
Eul,  who  pressed  her  in  Mb  arms,  he  could 
not  hare  imagined  that  it  was  Lady  Elmsdale. 
Even  then  the  thought  darted  across  his  mind, 
that  it  must  be  one  of  her  younger  sisters ;  and 
not  until  Lord  Elmsdale  had  presented  her  to 
him,  by  her  title,  did  he  in  the  least  recover 
from  the  mystification,  into  which  his  senses  had 
ialleu.  We  must  now  record,  with  somewhat 
of  confusion,  the  occupation  of  the  bride  of  a 
man,  perhaps  one  of  the  most  distinguished  of 
his  age,  for  refinement  and  wisdom ;  at  least  to 
whom  Reginald  had  always  looked  up,  as  the 
Socrates  of  his  limited  acquaintance. 

He  beheld  a  little  fairy-like  looking  being, 
who,  had  it  not  been  for  her  womanly  dress, 
one  might  have  imagined  scarcely  fourteen  yeais 
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old,  seated  on  a  low  stool,  close  to  a  tub,  busily 
employed,  with  the  assistance  of  two  female 
servaiits,  in  washing  a  wretched  little  spaniel, 
who  sat  shivering  and  whining,  with  great  dis- 
gust, at  these  ablutionary  proceedings.  The 
occupation  seemed  to  afford  great  amusement  to 
the  young  lady ;  but  not  bo  to  the  smart  lady's 
maid,  whose  exclamations  of  "  Dieus,  Miladi, 
quelles  borreuTs  q^ue  tous  avez  faitea  \  II  eat 
bien  mieux  Talu  aToir  envoye  cette  petite  h^te 
au  Lavoir.  D'ailleurs,  ce  n'est  pas  la,  une  occu- 
pation de  tout  convenable,  pour  Madaoie  \a 
Comtesse !"  shewed  it  was  evidently  against  her 
inclination  that  she  had  been  enlisted  into  the 
business.  Lady  Elmsdale  and  her  attendants 
were  so  engrossed  by  this  important  task,  that 
they  neither  heard  nor  heeded  the  opening  of 
the  door ;  therefore  the  two  intruders  stood  for 
a  few  moments  unperceiyed,  watching  their 
proceedings.  Uut  the  instant  the  Countess 
turned  her  head,  and  saw  her  husband,  who 
had  advanced  close  behind  her,  she  was  in  his 
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VBU,  uttering  as  exdunation  of  delighted  joy. 
She  haid  tmt  even  waited  to  detach  from  her 
hands,  the  soapsu<b  with  which  they  were  co- 
vered, bat  threw  her  arms  roand  his  neck,  and 
almost  amothcred  him  with  kisses.  Beginald, 
who  had  not  seen  much  of  conjugal  life,  inigbt 
indeed  have  been  surprised  at  these  wann  de- 
moQstratians  of  aScction ;  but  in  describing  the 
scene  to  his  courin,  it  seenied  that  her  actions 
appeared  to  him  too  childish.  Beanttfnl  he 
would  have  thought  them,  from  a  daughter  to  a 
father  ;  but  not  the  sort  of  accuiel  which,  in  the 
romance  of  his  fancy,  he  might  have  anticipated 
from  a  wife  to  a  husband — not  sufficiently  dig- 
nified for  wedded  love. 

But  the  Earl  seemed  perfectly  satisfied ;  and 
it  would  be  difficult  to  forget  the  ray  of  satis- 
laction,  which  beamed  from  his  countenance,  as 
he  pressed  her  to  his  heart. 

Afier  the  surprise  and  delight  of  the  meeting 

were  over,  the  little  lady  appeared  to  remember 
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the  extraordinary  occupation  from  which  they 
had  disturbed  her ;  for  she  laughed  and  blushed, 
when  she  thought  how  she  bad  been  caught. 
She  hastily  wiped  her  pretty  fingers,  still  drip-  ' 
ping  with  soap  and  water,  and  sparkling  with 
diamonds  and  other  precious  stones,  on  the 
coarse  apron  which  she  had  on,  and  had  evi- 
dently borrowed  &oni  one  of  the  housemaidB, 
affording  a  ridiculous  contrast  to  the  splendid 
puiple  velvet  dress  she  wore. 

She  untied  it,  and  threw  it,  looking  a  little 
ashamed,  on  one  side.  She  then  pulled  down 
her  sleeves,  which  had  heen  tucked  up  to  her 
elbows,  and  endeavoured  to  adjust  in  a  degree 
her  locks,  which  had  been  put  into  some  dis- 
order, by  her  having  leant  over  the  steam  of  the 
hot  water,  in  which  she  had  been  persecuting 
the  unfortunate  animal. 

Reginald,  who  remained  in  the  background, 
watching  the  scene  with  amusement,  could  not 
help  smiling  at  the  confusion  of  her  looks.     It 
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certainly  gave  her  a  great  air  of  prettiness, 
although  he  thought  it  &r  too  infantine  for  his 
preconceived  style  of  feminine  beauty.  His 
ideas  reyerted  to  his  dear  Alice ;  lus  notion  of 
everything  delightful  in  a  woman^  was  con- 
nected with  her  dear  image ;  and  there  certainly 
never  were  too  such  opposites  in  appearance,  as 
Alice  and  the  Countess. 

The  Earl  looked  on  with  undisguised  plea- 
sure, evidently  enjoying  the  contemplation  of 
the  little  embarrassment,  which  his  sudden  ap- 
pearance had  occasioned. 

"  What  new  pet  have  you  got,  Nina  V*  he 
said ;  *'  for  in  its  present  miserable  plight,  I  can 
hardly  distinguish  to  what  species  it  belongs  f 
and  he  pointed  to  the  dog,  which  was  standing 
shivering  and  dripping. 

"  Oh  !"  she  exclaimed,  with  animation,  "  the 
most  beautiful  creature  you  ever  beheld  !" 

Certainly,  just  then,  its  perfections  were  not 
very  perceptible. 
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"  To  tell  you  the  truth,"  ehe  continued) 
arrived  just  as  I  was  going  to  step   into  ^ 
carriage,   a    present   which    you  know  I  have 

been  long  promised,  from  the  Duke  of  K ; 

the  greatest  love  that  ever  was  seen. — I  could 
not  resist  the  pleasure  of  washing  it  myself,  to 
make  it  quite  nice  and  clean,  before  it  became 
my  constant  compuiion,  and  also  that  it  miglit 
look  to  the  very  best  advantage  to  be  exhibited 
to  you.  But  now,  Lisette,  you  may  just  take  it 
away,  and  be  careful  that  both  you  and  Ellen 
dry  it  properly,  and  then  brush  it  well ;  and  do 
not  forget  to  put  on  these  ribbons,"  and  she 
tossed  a  quantity  of  cherry -coloured  bows  to- 
wards tlie  French  woman,  who,  with  a  shrug  and 
gesture,  which  eviaced  contempt  for  the  employ- 
ment, desired  her  assistant  handmaid,  to  cxtri-  . 
cate  the  little  miserable  wretch  from  its  watery 
position,  and  then  proceeded  to  place  a  large 
cloth  over  it. 

In  this  occupation,  the  Countess  could  not 
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resist  giving  a  little  assistance,  and  would  have 
aided  in  the  process^  had  not  M'amselle  Lisette, 
heartily  sick  of  the  business,  hurried  off  the 
girl^  who  held  the  dog  in  her  arms,  and  mutter- 
ing something  about  "  MUadi  "  and  *^  ridicule,*^ 
left  the  room. 

All  this  time,  Reginald  remained  quite  unper- 
oeived  by  Lady  Elmsdale ;  for  although  the 
Earl  had  mentioned  lus  name,  and  in  a  manner 
presented  him  to  her  on  their  first  entrance,  in 
the  confusion  and  surprise  at  the  unexpected 
sight  of  her  lord,  even  if  she  had  for  a  mo- 
ment heeded  him,  so  soon  was  he  forgotten. 

The  Earl  had  seated  himself  upon  a  sofa,  and 
drawn  her  towards  him;  but  suddenly  recol- 
lecting that  the  young  man  was  in  the  room,  he 
said,  "  Nina,  you  have  not  yet  welcomed  my 
godson,  Reginald  Stanley !" 

Poor  Reginald  was  placed  in  such  a  manner, 
that  he  could  see  distinctly  in  a  mirror  opposite 
the  countenances  of  both.     He  had  already  felt 
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no  idea  that  BeginiU  vis  is  mkIi  cIom  viani^, 
uid  looked  anxkpiB  md  fcufnlt  lot  «lie  sbooU 
lay  utythii^  that  n^ht  finder  £stras  tun. 
He  tbecefbre  re|died  qnkUr, 

"  Yes,  lore,  be  is  here — in  this  room ;"  and 
he  tamed  towards  him,  adding,  "  Reginald,  let 
tne  introdace  yoo  again  to  the  Countess.  1 
thinS  the  must  have  had  some  of  those  soapsuds 
in  hn  eyes,  when  I  presented  rou  before,  for 
■he  doe*  Dot  appear  to  have  seea  you;"  and  he 
looked  grave  and  annoyed. 

Lady  £lnii(lalc  iuatantly  started  up,  and  ap- 
proached toward*  the  young  man.     She  looked 
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rery  red,  but  advanced,  and  held  out  hcv  hand, 
ujing  gently, 

"  1  b^  your  pardon,  Mr.  Reginald  Stanley  ; 
you  must  forgive  my  forgetfiilneei." 

And  at  this  moment,  there  waa  an  air  of  such 
tweotness  in  her  maooer — ao  expression,  so 
softened,  in  her  countenance,  that  it  was  impos- 
nble,  but  that  the  chafed  feelings  of  Reginald 
must  have  been  soothed;  impossible  not  to 
brgivc  the  little  gesture,  which  had  just  be- 
fore, caused  the  warm  blood  to  rise  to  his 
checks.  But,  however,  he  still  continued  to 
look  rather  mortified,  and  no  wonder  ;  we  must 
recollect  that  bis  life  had  been  passed  in  such 
redrcment,  that  be  lacked  experience  in  all 
wayv.  Time  alone  would  ^ve  him  that  selt- 
poGseaoion.  and  confidence,  bo  absolutely  neces- 
sary, to  render  his  situation  bearable  iu  the 
sphere  in  which  he  was  henceforth  to  move. 
Me  saw  that  the  Countess  was  looking  at  him 
with  a  scrutinizing  glance,  as  if  she  were  rcad- 
z5 
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iug  his  very  thoughts ;  and  as  she  condnned  to 
speak,  her  tone  became  more  kind  and  familiar, 
at  every  word. 

"  I  assure  you,  3Ir,  Stanley,"  she  said,  *'  I 
have  heard  so  much  of  your  father,  that  I  am 
most  anxious  to  show  every  attention  to  the  son 
of  a  friend,  whom  Lord  Elmsdale  so  highly 
prizes.  You  must  excuse  the  cold  reception 
which  I  gave  you ;  but  I  was  so  taken  by  sur- 
prise, that  I  own  I  did  not  even  see  you.  But 
I  have  been  quite  busy  in  your  service  ;  order- 
ing, and  seeing,  that  your  rooms  were  commo- 
diously  prepared  for  you ;  and  I  hope  you  will 
find  them  very  comfortable.  I  will  shew  them 
to  you  1"  she  exclaimed,  with  childish  eager- 
ness ;  and  was  advancing  towards  the  door,  when 
the  Earl  interposed,  saying,  with  a  smile, 

"No  Nina,  I  cannot  spare  you  just  now,  to 
act  the  part  of  groom  of  the  chambers.  I  will 
Bumraon  Stevens,  who  will  perform  his  office." 
Accordingly  the  b«ll  was  rung,  and  Hegiuald 
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vas  toon  installed  in  ius  cliarming  new  apurt- 
meate,  vfaicb  consisted  of  a  bedroom,  and  sitting- 
room  adjoining,  fitted  up  in  the  mort  luxarious 
naoDer.  It  was  indeed  a  contrast  to  one,  who 
bad,  all  hia  life,  been  accustomed  to  the  unostcn- 
teatations  accommodations  of  a  cottage  home. 
Ereiy  thing  here  breathed  of  refinement  and 
spleodonr ;  bat  were  his  feelings  those  of  in- 
cresaed  delight  7 

On  the  contrary;  he  felt  oppressed  by  the 
Umoepbere  of  grandeur,  and  bewildered  by  ite 
gkre ;  and  when  he  found  himself  alone,  and 
the  obsequious,  and  really  ci\-il  Stevens,  having 
informed  him,  that  a  footman  would  attend  for 
orders,  and  in  future  be  at  his  command,  had 
withdrawn,  he  felt  relieved,  and  threw  hira- 
•elf  into  a  large  ann-chair,  and  began,  with  a 
heart  fnll  of  bitterness,  to  ruminate  on  his  pre- 
sent positton> 

What  a  change  had  a  few  hours  wrought ! 
His  hndn  still  whirled  from  the  eSezts  of  the 
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rapid  journey,  and  oh  I  how  different  was  every 
object  round  him,  &om  his  own  dear  home ! 
The  magnificence  which  met  his  eye,  only  made 
him  feel  the  more  lonely,  stamping,  as  it  were, 
his  inBignificance.  l^low  he  missed  the  looks  of 
affection  which  had  ever  beamed  upon  him  un- 
til cow ! 

The  Earl  he  knew  was  all  kindness ;  but  sad- 
dened by  his  retrospect  of  home,  he  forgot  the 
sweet  conciliatory  mauner  of  the  Countess,  and 
only  remembered  the  expression  of  her  counte- 
nance, when  his  arrival  was  first  intimated  to 
her.  His  heart,  which  was  a  very  proud  one, 
began  to  swell;  and  indignantly  he  thought, 
"  She  evidently  considers  my  presence  an  annoy- 
ance—this baby-lady  is  probably  full  of  caprice, 
which  when  uninfluenced  by  the  presence  of 
the  Earl,  she  will  make  me  feel — no  doubt  she 
ihinks  \j)imde  trap.  Ob !  that  I  were  at  home, 
in  that  happy  peaceful  home  !  Why  did  my  am- 
bitiouB  epirit  ever  tempt  me  to  wish  to  leave  it?" 
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And  the  tell-tale  mirror  had  oonjored  up  to  his 
imagination,  phantoma  of  mortifications,  which 
completely  destroyed  his  present  peace  of  mind. 
He  could  indeed  exclaim, 

*'  Oh !  there  are  evil  houn  in  our  life, 
When  hut  a  thought,  a  word,  a  look,  has  power 
To  dash  the  cup  of  hi^inets  aside. 
And  stamp  us  wretched !  *' 

And  he  made  all  sorts  of  rash  determinations  to 
escape,  as  soon  as  possible,  from  any  further 
humiliation,  by  returning  to  Elmsdale. 

His  disagreeable  meditations  were  interrupted 
by  the  entrance  of  a  senrant,  who  came  to  inform 
him  that  dinner  would  be  ready  in  half  an  hour, 
as  his  Lordship  was  obliged  to  go  down  to 
the  house.  Therefore  he  was  forced  to  dress, 
and  prepare  himself  for  the  dreaded  ordeal, 
which  he  felt  the  dinner  must  make  him  un- 
dergo. How  his  heart  sunk  at  the  idea  of  that 
ceremony !  By  anticipation  he  felt  the  eyes  of 
all  the  numerous  servants  fixed  upon  him — the 


A  Inch  he  iiii^lit  l)c  liuiltv.  lie  was  >ui!li 
)uor  youlli.  already,  lor  liij5  presumptuous  1* 
n  wishing  to  exalt  himself;  and  at  that  mom 
completely  identified  what  his  father  would  1 
ityled,  "  a  fish  out  of  water." 


CHAPTER  VI. 

"  I  gaze  upon  a  face  as  fair 
As  ever  made  a  lip  of  Heaven 
Falter  amid  its  miuic-prayer. 
The  first-lit  star  of  summer  even 
Springs  not  so  softly  on  the  eye, 
Nor  grows  with  watching  half  so  bright ; 
Nor  mid  its  sisters  of  the  sky, 
So  seems  of  Heaven  the  dearest  light ; 
Then  murmur  where  that  face  is  seen, 
Thy  youth's  angelic  dream  was  of  that  shape  and  mien." 

How  very  narrow  are  the  limits  of  human  fore- 
sight I  Our  ideas  may  be  compared  to  a  person 
groping  about  in  the  dark.  We  feel  at  one 
moment,  perfectly  convinced  upon  a  particular 
subject^  and  believe  we  have  but  one  course  to 
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pursue ;  when  suddenly,  in  our  obscurity,  wc 
knock  our  heads  against  some  impediment,  and 
are  beat  back  by  the  blow,  to  the  point  from 
whence  wc  first  set  out.  The  moat  ioconsjatent 
idea  in  life,  is  to  expect  consistency  in  man ;  for 
wo  know  that  he  is  entirely  dependent  upon 
circumstances,  and  it  is  to  be  feared  that  he  ever 
must  bo  inconsistent,  unless  he  contrive  to  take 
in  the  present,  past,  and  future  at  a  glance. 

But  certainly  it  is  surprising,  Iiow  ouropinioiii 
change — how  totally  our  views  of  things,  alter  in 
the  shortest  lapse  of  time.  It  would  be  amusiiig 
to  write  down  the  thoughts  tliat  occur,  in  order 
to  look  over  them  afterwards,  and  examine  in 
what  respect  we  may  have  advanced,  and  how 
receded. 

■When  we  left  Reginald,  he  was  suffering 
agonies  of  mind  from  wounded  pride,  and  dis- 
appointed  expectations.  He  dressed  in  haatci 
in  the  very  best  attire  his  wardrobe  afforded ; 
and  having  caught  a  view  of  himself  in  a  long 


THE  LITTLE   WIFE.  89 

glass  that  bung  provokingly  before  bim,  be  ex- 
perienced a  feeling  of  dissatisfaction. 

He  need  not  bave  done  so^  for  seldom  did 
a  mirror  reflect  a  bandsomer  person ;  but  bis 
opinion  of  bimself^  bad  fallen  considerably':  be 
felt  more  sad  tban  ever. 

**  I  know  wbat  makes  me  feel  so  weak,"  be 
tbougbt.  *'  I  believe  I  bave  been  accustomed 
all  my  life  to  be  too  kindly  treated— too  bighly 
estimated,  and  I  am  aware  that  tbe  effects  are 
pernicious  to  me.  Praise  was  tbe  food  on  wbicb 
I  subsisted ;  and  tbe  nourisbment,  though 
delightful  to  the  taste,  I  begin  to  discover  is 
not  invigorating  to  the  mind.  I  feel  that 
it  will  be  difficidt  to  live  without  the  kind 
words,  the  looks  of  affection,  which  were  always 
ready  to  be  bestowed  by  every  one.  For  the 
first  time,  I  shrink  under  the  idea  of  my  own 
insignificance,  and  tremble  at  the  fear  of  cri- 
ticism. Here  I  feel  that  every  one  looks 
superior  to  myself." 
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Poor  Reginald,  it  was  even  with  envy  that 
he  recollected  the  elaborate  dress  of  the  smart 
gentleman,  yclept — the  groom  of  the  chambers. 
There  remained  in  his  imagination,  a  confused 
vision  of  his  radiant  waistcoat  and  gold  orna- 
ments ;  and  when  he  looked  down  upon  his 
own  attire,  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  despair  at  its 
plainness ;  and  a  morbid  state  of  mauvaise 
honte  was  gathering  upon  him  to  a  painful 
degree. 

As  he  was  standing,  still  anxious  to  linger — to 
put  off  the  moment  when  he  must  encounter  the 
dreaded  ordeal— he  iUustrated  ahnost  laughingly 
the  truth  of  the  idea,  that  imagination,  like  the 
setting  sun,  casts  a  glow  over  the  prospect,  and 
which,  lending  to  every  object  a  brilliant  colour- 
ing, regains  its  true  tint  as  the  sun  sinks. 

''Such,  alas! 
Are  the  illusions  of  this  Proteus  life ! 
All,  all  is  false ;  through  every  phasis  still 
'Tis  shadowy  and  deceitful." 
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This  perhaps  may  be  considered  a  grave 
and  high-flown  way,  of  placing  the  wounded 
feelings  of  a  shy  yoath,  making  too  serious  a 
matter  of  trifles ;  but  we  all  know  too  well 
"  that  trifles  make  the  sum  of  human  ill."  Thus 
from  circumstances  insignificant  in  themselves, 
spring  many  of  our  most  painful  feelings  through 
life.  Even  misfortunes,  in  which  we  can  trace 
the  divine  origin,  are  sometimes  easier  to  bear 
than  irritating  trifles,  which  spring  from  the 
deceitfulness  and  vanity  of  the  world,  or  from 
the  consciousness  of  our  own  weakness  and 
frailty. 

Filled  with  these  disturbed  thoughts,  our 
hero  followed  the  servant,  who  ushered  him 
into  the  room  in  which  the  family  assembled. 
He  found  it  empty,  and  that  was  a  temporary 
relief;  but  in  a  few  moments  he  heard  the 
voice  of  some  one  approaching,  which  was 
certainly   musical  in  its  every   key ;  and    in 
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another  instant,  the  door  was  tJirown  open,  and 
the  Countess  entered,  followed  by  the  Earl. 

Her  appearance  electrified  liim,  eo  totally 
did  she  seem  altered.  Although  of  fairy-li^ 
proportions,  when  it  pleased  her  fancy  to 
assmne  it,  she  possessed  a  peculiarly  graceful  and 
dignified  carriage,  which  gave  a  distinguished 
air  to  her  whole  bearing.  She  was  beautifully 
dreatin  a  simple  rfeMiflio(7e((e,-  her  hair,  splendid 
in  its  colour  and  quality,  was  arranged  in  a 
manner  which  conveyed  to  the  mind  the  idea  of 
one  of  the  beautiful  statues  of  the  Grecian 
Venus ;  and  she  carried  a  bouquet  formed  of  the 
choicest  flowers,  in  her  hand.  Lady  Elmsdale 
was  preceded  by  the  little  dog;  which,  having 
also  made  its  toilette,  like  \Xa  mistress,  was 
equally  improved  in  beauty ;  and  it  was  cer- 
tainly a  most  perfect  little  animal,  might  have 
passed  for  the  original  of  the  renowned  little 
spaniel,  represented  in  the  picture  of  Charles 
the  Second,  from  which  such  a  numerous  race 
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ed    and    patrician    lap-dogs 
sprung. 

Tbe  Countess  immediately  advanced  towards 
B^inald,  and  in  tbe  most  familiar  manner, 
as  if  she  had  known  him  for  years,  said,  **  'Sow, 
Mr.  Stanley,  you  must  give  mc  your  opinion  of 
my  pet.  Did  I  not  say  truly,  when  I  pro- 
aounced  him  to  be  beaatifid  ?  Even  Lord 
Efansdale  cannot  help  admiring  him ;  and  I 
□ever  can  get  him  in  general  to  be  raptoroos 
on  the  subject  of  my  favorites.  But,"  she 
continued,  "we  must  have  a  council  of  war 
to  decide  upon  his  name ;  that  will  be  a  matter  of 
great  moment,  and  I  shall  expect  your  assist- 
ance and  most  deliberate  consideratiou." 

The  Countess  continued  thus  to  rattle  on, 
with  great  animation  and  good  humour.  With 
real  kindness  and  warmth  of  manner,  she  cn- 
qiured  concerning  the  elder  Mr.  Stanley ;  and 
then  politely  expressed  her  hopes,  that  Re- 
ginald approved  of  the  arrangements  she  had 
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made  for  liia  comfort.  In  short,  she 
60  completely  in  restoring  Iiis  sclf-conipl 
and  ease,  that  even  before  dinner 
nounced,  the  weight  that  had  pressed  ao 
ously  upon  his  heart,  was  gradually  lightening, 
and  his  embarrassed  feelings  rapidly  changed 
to  those  of  sunshine  and  pleasure.  It  m^ 
appear  childish  and  frivolous ;  but  poor  human 
nature  caused  him  to  feel  relief  in  remarldag^ 
that  distinguished  and  handsome  as  the  Gvt 
looked,  hia  dress  was  perfectly  plain — quite  aa' 
much  BO  as  his  own  ;  and  although  some  of  the 
servants  out  oj'  livery,  were  far  more  magni- 
ficently equipped,  by  the  contrast,  he  became 
aware,  that  upon  a  really  distinguished  person, 
simplicity  of  attire  rather  renders  more  con- 
spicuous the  superiority  in  the  appearance  of 
the  wearer ;  and  experience  afterwards  taught 
him  that  an  elaborate  toilette  only  serves  (o 
render  vulgarity  more  striking. 

The  dinner  passed  with  much  less  g^ie  ihaa 
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Reginald  had  expected.  He  had  so  often  dined 
with  the  Earl  of  Elmsdale,  that  the  splendour 
of  all  around  was  not  quite  new  to  him  ;  but  his 
eye  could  not  fail  to  be  dazzled  by  the  beauty 
of  all  the  appointments  of  thie  dinner  table.  To 
one  accustomed  only  to  the  commonalities  of 
Ufe^  the  table  of  the  great  is^  at  £rst  sight,  like 
the  realization  of  a  banquet  described  in  a 
fidry  tale.  The  magnificence  of  all  around — 
the  resplendent  plate — the  costliness  of  the 
viands — the  sparkling  of  the  cool  wines,  pre- 
sented in  the  beautifully-formed  glasses — the 
noiseless  attendance  of  the  well-trained  servants 
— every  thing  so  totally  unlike  the  dinner-table 
of  usual  life,  at  which  often  all  is  noise — smell — 
clatter — confusion,  and  disorder.  Young  Stan- 
ley could  not  avoid  being  struck  by  Lady  Elms- 
dale's  manners,  whilst  she  did  the  honors  of 
the  table.  Nothing  could  exceed  her  ease  and 
grace,  or  the  lady -like  attention  she  evinced 
towards  him  as  her  guest ;  but  what  most  asto-^ 
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cished  liim,  was  the  way  in  which  she 
into  the  conversation  which  the  Earl  hi 
meneed  with  Reginald.  She  was  no  longer 
the  childish  girl,  but  the  wcll-inrormed,  intel- 
ligent woman ;  and  as  he  listened  to  the  soand 
sense  of  her  remarks,  and  detected  a  profouod- 
nesB  of  acquirement,  which  he  never  could 
have  imagined  that  she  possessed,  no  longer 
did  he  wonder  that  she  should  have  proved 
BO  attractive,  even  to  such  a  man  as  Lord  Elms- 
dale,  for,  Proteus-like,  she  could  assume  any 
character  that  best  suited  her  present  fancy. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


"  Think  you  a  little  din  can  daunt  mine  ears  ? 


And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue, 
That  gives  not  half  so  great  a  blow  to  the  ear, 
As  will  a  chesnut  in  a  farmer's  fire?" 

"By-thb-bte,  Nina/*  said  the  Earl,  "when 
the  servants  had  withdrawn^  and  the  conversa- 
tion become  more  familiar,  "  you  have  never  told 
me,  dearest,  how  you  and  my  aunt  Grantham 
have  been  going  on  during  my  absence." 

**  Oh,  my  dear  lord !"  she  answered,  laugh- 
ing, and  looking  rather  confused,  ''  pray  change 
the  subject     How  true  it  is  that  perfect  happi- 
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aess  cannot  be  the  lot  of  mortal  man  or  woman; 
for  the  first  time  since  your  return,  I  begin  to 
feci  that  I  am  one  of  Eve's  unfortunate  posterity. 
— Oh !  the  sound  of  that  name !"  she  exclaimed, 
putting  her  fingers  to  her  cars;  "do  let  us  talk 
of  something  else." 

"  My  dear  love,"  the  Earl  replied,  with  much 
earnestness,  "  yoa  really  are  very  absurd  upon 
that  subject — it  is  your  only  weak  point.  When 
you  are  a  little  older,  Nina — a  little  wiser,"  and 
here  he  smiled,  "  you  will  be  able  to  appreciate 
her  intentions  better.  Depend  upon  it,  my  aunt 
means  everything  for  the  best;  and  from  her 
knowledge  of  the  world,  her  opinions  ought  to 
be  respected." 

The  Countess  did  not  appear  the  least  con- 
vinced by  this  argument.  Compressing  her  lips 
into  the  same  expression  of  disgust,  that  had  so 
electrified  Keginald  a  few  hours  before,  aad 
shrug^ng  her  pretty  shoulders  rather 
tiently,  she  said. 
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"  How  disEigreeable  irell-intentioned  people 
often  take  the  liberty  of  nuikiDg  thetnselres  V 
mi  at  ihe  same  time  she  brought  ber  chair 
Dearer  to  the  Earl ;  and  nestling  herself  close 
to  him,  and  loolcing  up  into  his  &ce,  with  a 
coaxing,  bat  at  the  same  time  most  confident 
manner,  ahe  continued : 

"  I  have  a  long  stoiy  to  tell  you,  which  I  dare 
ay  will  make  yuu  inclined  to  f^ve  me  a  good 
lecture.  Do  you  know  I  bellere  I  am  at  this 
moment  in  Lady  Grantham's  very  worst  books? 
and,  moreover,  were  it  not  that  it  seems  to  dis- 
compose you,  I  should  not  be  in  the  least  sorry 
if  it  pTeventcd  her  in  future  ever  taking  the 
liberty  of  lecturing  roe  again ;"  and  here  the 
little  lady  drew  herself  up,  and  looked  extremely 
dignified. 

The  Earl  appeared  really  alarmed. 

"  My  dear  Nina,  what  do  you  mean  f  I  trust 
you  have  not  been  committing  any  folly  or  rude- 
F  2 
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nesB  towards  my  aunt ;  you  know  I  have  tbe 
greatest  regard  and  affection  for  the  old  lady." 

"  'Well,"  she  replied,  "  you  shall  hear  the 
whole  hbtory,  and  judge  for  yourself.  Yester- 
nay  morning,  after  papa  and  my  sisters  had  left 
me,  I  really  was  la  very  low  epirits ;  indeed  I 
shed  BO  many  tears  at  parting  with  tlicm,  that 
I  had  a  very  bad  head-ache." 

Even  Reginald  could  not  help  smiling  to  him- 
self, at  the  tact  which  the  Countess  displayed  by 
thus  inlisting  the  Earl  at  once  in  her  cause;  for 
she  commenced  her  narration  in  a  most  pathetic 
tone  of  voice,  and  already  her  lord  seemed  to 
sympathise  in  her  sufferings,  as  he  tenderly 
encircled  her  waist  with  his  arm,  and  pressed 
her  more  closely  towards  him. 

"  Well,"  she  continued,  in  a  moment  regain- 
ing her  wonted  cheerfulness,  "I  was  lying  on 
the  sofa,  trying  by  a  little  quiet,  to  get  rid  of  my 
disroality,  when,  to  my  surprise  and  dismay — 
for  it  was  much  earlier  than  her  usual  hour  for 
inflicting  upon  me  her  presence — Lady  Grant- 
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I  mast  say  that  I  was  not 
at  aU  pleased ;  but  I  waa  risiiig  to  receive  li«r 
with  all  due  deference,  when  »he  stopped  me 
short,  by  saying,  with  that  cbarp  wiry  voice,  that 
ii  always  to  me  like  a  gimlet  going  throngh  the 
dram  of  my  ear, — 

"'Pray  do  not  move.  Lady  Elmsdalc  ;  be  atiU, 
I  beseech  you-  1  would  far  rather  Eee  you  in 
ihat  position  of  repose ;  it  is,  I  can  assure  you, 
mnch  more  lady-like,  and  also  better  for  you, 
than  the  fidgetty,  inconsequent,  manner  in  which 
you  are  always  running  aboat  the  house,  and 
rooms ;  and  which,  I  shall  just  seize  this  oppor- 
tunity of  hinting  to  you,  is  improper  in  every 
way.  Such  constant  movement  destroys  the 
dignity  of  your  address — deranges  your  attire — 
your  hair,  which  I  regret  to  say  I  seldom  ever 
see  in  proper  curl.  Allow  me  to  add,  that  it  is 
childish,  and  not  at  all  suited  to  the  character  of 
the  wife  of  the  Earl  of  Elmsdale.'" 

Here   the    Earl    could    not  repress    u   smile, 
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which  the  little  lady,  who  had  her  eyes  fixed 
upon  his  countenance,  perceiving,  seemed  to 
gain  from  it  fresh  spirit  in  narrating  her  story. 

"  This  was  very  impertinent,  1  thought,"  she 
continued;  "howeyer,  I  am  so  accustomed  to 
her  lectures  and  rude  speeches,  that  it  did  not 
make  much  impression  upon  me;  and  I  obeyed 
her  by  lying  ^uite  still  upon  the  sofa,  burying 
my  face  as  much  as  possible  in  the  cushions,  in 
order  to  deaden  the  harsh  sound  of  her  dis- 
agreeable voice." 

"Naughty  Nina!"  and  Lord  Elmsdale  en- 
deavoured to  shake  his  head  reproachfully. 

"  Well !  Lady  Grantham  went  on  to  say,  '  I 
paid  you  this  early  visit,  having  something  im- 
portant to  mention  to  you.'  She  uttered  these 
words  in  such  a  terrible  tone  of  voice,  that  in  a 
moment  I  started  up,  trembling  from  head  to 
foot.  I  thought  she  had  some  intelligence  to 
communicate  concerning  you.  She  frightened 
me  to  deatli,  and  I  besought  her  to  tell  me  at 
once. 
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made  me  dreadfully  nenrouB ;  I  thought — what 
could  I  have  done  ?  for  since  you  went  away,  I 
have  been  behaving  so  extremely  well ;  no  wo  - 
man  of  ninety  could  have  been  more  grave, 
steady,  or  circumspect.  When  you  are  present, 
I  care  not  what  I  doj  for  I  know  that  if  I  am 
wrong,  you  will  be  the  first  to  tell  me  of  it;  but 
of  course,  when  you  are  away-^first  of  all,  I  have 
not  the  spirits  to  be  gay ;  and  as  I  am  aware  it 
is  your  wish  that  I  should  look  a  little  more 
posee,  before  all  those  old  tiresome  frumps,  I 
assure  you  I  endeavour  to  obey  you ;  although 
it  i«  rather  hard  work,  to  try  to  make  myself 
into  such  a  dull,  disagreeable,  and,  to  me,  most 
odious  and  uninteresting  character — tliat  of  a 
fine  lady. 

"  But  to  proceed.  I  bc^cd  Ijidy  Grantham 
would  inform  me  what  she  meant— what  1  had 
done.  She  made  a  most  portentous  pause — 
wicked  old  thing  [  1  verily  believe  the  more  J 
alarm  me.     At  length  the  bubble  burst ! 
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" '  Lut  Digbt  at  the  opera.  Lady  ElmsdiJc ; 
I  never  was  more  vexed— discompoeed — nay, 
mortified.* 

"'At  the  opera!"  I  exclaimed — 'what  am 
JMU  mean  V — for  to  tell  yoa  the  tmth,  I  had 
qnite  pleased  myself  by  thinkiiig,  that  nerer  in 
my  life  bad  I  looked  go  dignified,  or  so  oM- 
faahioned;  for  do  you  know,"  and  she  laughed 
heartily,  "  I  ordered  a  turban  for  the  occasion  T' 
"You  do  not  realiy  mean  to  say  that  yoa 
frere  so  absurd  ?"  interrupted  Lord  Elmedale, 
nach  amused. 

"Yes!  and  why  not?"  she  replied.  "People 
quite  provoke  me  by  telling  me  I  look  so  young. 
1  hale  to  be  thought  the  youngest  sister  ;  Clara 
is  always  taken  for  me,  which  offends  me  ex- 
tremely ;  so  I  told  the  milliner  to  send  mc  n 
very  imposing  head-dress  ;  and  as  I  wbhed  the 
girls  to  see  as  much  of  the  opera  as  possible,  1 
sat  in  the  chaperone's  seat,  quite  behind.  In 
short,  I  performed  the  office  to  perfection ;  so 
X  5 


1U6  THE    LITTLE    WIFE. 

to  what  Lady  Grantham  could  allude,  was  im- 
pOBsIble  to  enter  into  my  imagination.  She  saw 
that  I  was  perplexed,  and  very  an^iious  to  know 
what  I  had  done,  therefore  kindly  kept  me  in 
suspense  for  some  time ;  expatiating  on  the  im- 
propriety of  my  conduct,  till  she  quite  put  m© 
into  a  fever.  At  last,  what  do  you  think  she 
said?- 

" '  I  shall  never  forget  how  shocked  I  felt, 
when  I  saw  you  enter  the  box,  accompanied  by 
tfco  ladies.' 

"  '  They  were  my  sisters !'  I  exclaimed,  all 
the  pride  of  my  race  flashing  from  my  eyes, 
for  I  imagined  she  meant  some  affront  to  them, 

" '  I  do  not  care  if  they  had  been  duchesses,' 
she  continued  ;  '  but  had  you  looked  round  the 
house,  your  Ladyship  would  not  have  seen 
another  box,  occupied  by  persons  of  your  rank 
and  station,  in  which  there  were  three  ladies — 
three  ladies !'  she  again  repeated,-  and  I  suppose, 
had  she  been  writing  the  words,  instead  of 
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ipeakiiig  llicm,  there  would  hare  been  at  least 
a  ttnndred  notes  of  admiration  placed  after  tbem. 
Id  note  the  excess  of  her  disgust." 

"And  what  did  7011  eaj  to  this,  Ninar*  de- 
manded the  Earl,  quite  relieved  at  hearing 
the  cause  of  (be  discussion,  which  seemed  so 
KTiuus  in  its  commeQcement,  and  now  full^  en- 
tering into  the  ludicrous  description  given  bv 
the  Hrely  lady. 

"What  did  I  sayT'  she  replied;  "I  really 
did  not  know  whether  to  he  most  angiy,  or  most 
amused ;  but  I  believe  the  former  feeling  pre- 
dominated, for  I  exclaimed  with  much  warmth, 
alias,  rather  in  a  pasrion, — '  Is  that  all  ?  If  I  had 
ax  sisters,  I  should  hare  taken  them  every  one. 
I  wish,  Lady  Grantham,  yon  would  not  terrify 
me  for  such  folly  and  nonsense  ;  and,  moreover,' 
I  added,  'I  am  certain  that  Lord  Elmsdale 
would  have  entirely  screed  with  me,  that  tliere 
VM  no  impropriety  in  the  act.'  After  saying 
these  words,  for  the  ^rd  lime,  I  ensconced  my- 
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does  not  lack  information,  indeed,  has  read  more 
then  most  women  of  double  her  age.  Her 
father  is  a  man  of  some  science  ;  and  his  chil- 
dren, who  were  always  with  him,  acquired  many 
of  his  tastes  and  pursuits  ;  certainly/'  he  added, 
laughing,  ''my  little  wife  is  a  very  eccentric 
mixture  of  the  grave  and  gay ;  to  look  at  her  at 
this  moment,  you  would  scarcely  believe  what  I 
have  told  you,  of  her  attainments  in  serious 
knowledge." 

Lady  Elmsdale  was  bounding  over  the  flower 
beds,  endeavouring  to  catch  the  little  dog, 
which  had  run  away  with  her  richly  laced 
pocket-handkerchief,  and  looked  the  very  pic- 
ture of  sportive  gaiety. 

They  then  followed  her  to  the  garden,  and 
soon  after,  the  Earl's  carriage  was  announced. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

"  The  heart  within  thy  guilelefls  breast 
Wakes  to  each  touch  of  finer  feeling ; 
We  love  what  springs  from  source  so  blessed. 
Thy  fervent  soul's  pure  thoughts  revealing." 

When  the  Earl  quitted  his  lady,  he  had 
entreated  her  to  return  immediately  to  the 
house ;  so  calling  the  little  dog,  she  proceeded 
up  stairs,  desiring  Reginald  to  follow  her. 
They  found  the  apartment  lighted,  and  the 
cheerful  blaze  of  a  fire,  gave  an  enlivening 
aspect  to  all  around. 

The  Countess,  who  was  rather  chilled  by  her 
exposure  to  the  cold  air,  seemed  glad  to  seat 
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herself  before  it,  and  foi  a  few  moments  aha 
was  quite  silent,  apparently  musing.  At  lengtlt 
she  turned  to  Reginald,  »nd  said  quickly, 
"  I  think  as  you  are  to  be  bo  much  with 
and  in  a  manner,  you  know,  under  my  surveil' 
lance,  I  had  better  at  once  call  you  Keginald 
for  I  suppose  it  would  come  to  that  at  last,  and 
it  is  certainly  much  more  agreeable.  I  do  so  loTe 
the  name — Heginald !"  she  repeated,  and  indeed 
it  did  sound  sweetly,  for  the  voice  of  the  Coun- 
tess was  peculiarly  harmonious.  "  I  some- 
times think,"  she  continued,  "that  I  shall  call 
Lord  Elmsdale,  Reginald ;  but  then  again  U 
appears  almost  too  familiar  in  addressing  him- 
not  sufficiently  dignified.  Yet  I  am  perfectly 
at  my  ease  with  my  husband  ;  still  in  my  heart* 
oh,  how  I  do  respect  him !  I  believe,  Heginaldi 
you  fully  appreciate  the  merits  of  my  dev 
lord  ;  you  think  with  mc,  do  you  not,  that  he  ia 
the  most  perfect  creature  that  ever  existed  ? 
He  assured  her,  with  warmth,  that  not  only 
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did  he  love  him,  deeply  and  affectionately,  but 
tiiat  he  admired — he  venerated  him. 

"Yes  !*'  she  continued,  her  eyes  filling  with 
tears  as  she  spoke;  ^ those  who  know  him  as 
we  do,  are  alone  aware  how  transcendantiy  good 
— how  truly  kind  he  is.  With  all  his  great — 
his  shining  qualities,  it  is  at  home  that  he  is 
most  to  be  admired.  His  goodness  to  me 
Beginald,  how  can  I  ever  repay  it? — his  indul- 
gence— ^his  tenderness  !*' 

And  here  the  pearly  drops  actually  fell  from 
her  eyes;  and  then  she  exclaimed,  hastily 
broshing  away  her  tears,  from  cheeks  that 
were  glowing  bright,  from  the  enthusiasm  in- 
spired by  the  idea, 

*'  How  honored,  how  proud  I  feel,  to  have 
been  thus  chosen  by  him  to  be  his  wife !  I 
am  indeed  truly  sensible  of  my  superior  hap- 
piness, and  must  humbly  pray  that  such  felicity 
may  not  make  me  forget  myself — may  not 
render  me  presumptuous — ^vain-glorious — that 


116  THE    JITTLE   WIFE. 

my  hftart  may  not  become  proud  and  cold, 
like  many  of  those  vith  whom  I  am  obliged 
to  associate.  God  knows  it  will  he  my  greatest 
glory  to  make  my  dear  huaband  happy  !" 

Ab  Lady  Etmsdale  uttered  these  sentiments, 
BO  pure — so  good,  how  did  her  countenance 
alter  t  Her  childish  aspect  seemed  to  vanish ; 
she  was  at  once,  the  Eensitive,  the  intellectual 
woman,  with  every  soft  and  feminine  feeling, 
beaming  from  her  eyes.  There  certainly  never 
was  a  countenance  that  changed  so  often,  and  so 
totally,  in  its  expression. 

After  a  short  pause,  during  which  she  ap- 
peared to  be  stil!  musing  on  the  subject,  the 
Countess  spoke. 

"  I  really  believe  Lord  Elmsdale  it  happy — 
M  satisfied  with  me ;  and  though  he  does  seem 
anxious  that  I  should  alter  in  some  respects,  too 
well  I  am  convinced,  that  he  would  much  rather 
I  remained  even  as  I  am,  with  all  my  imperfec- 
tions, than  be  like  a  heartless  woman  of  the 
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"orld.  Ah,  Roginalti  I"  she  cxclumed,  putting 
up  agftin  her  little  Up  in  a  pelliab  manner; 
"  I  cannot  describe  to  you,  bow  uninteresting 
lod  stupid,  and  ill-tcmpcrcd,  and  diBagrecabie, 
I  find  halftbe  people  iu  this  grand  mande.  They 
are  either  so  stiff  and  TorniaJ,  that  their  pre- 
sence absolutely  free2e<  me  bo  the  chair  on 
which  1  aiD  sitting,  or  else  there  is  a  sort  of 
of  manner  about  them — a  kind  of 
—a  bold  recklessness,  with  which  it  is 
i  difficult  to  compete,  as  the  rigidity  of 
other  extreme.  And  then  again  there  is 
r  description — a  sort  of  person  who  emu- 
i  the  character  of  a  fine  lady,  and  whose 
1  of  refinement,  amounts  quite  as  much 
I  vulgarity,  as  the  most  genuine  coarEeneas. 
Bowever,  I  must  say,  of  the  three  extremes,  this 
iiids  me  the  least,  for  it  brings  with  it  amuse- 
lent,  and  oflen  afibrds  me  a  hearty  laugh  in 
'  slvere.  It  will  be  quite  an  entertaining 
jupatioD,  to  show  all  these  different  speciee 
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off  to  you,  and  have  some  one  to  help 
laugh;  for  Lord  Elmsdalc  will  give 
encouragement.  He  is  a&aid  of  my  becoming 
satirical,  and  he  is  so  good  himself,  that  he  ncTer 
abuses  people)  and  cannot  bear  to  hear  others  do 
so.  I  wonder,  Reginald,  whether  you  will  be 
as  surprised  and  disgusted  with  some  characten 
as  I  have  been." 

Reginald  was  bo  little  an  fait  upon  the  subt 
ject,  that  he  was  at  a  loss  how  to  answer  thb 
qaeetioii ;  but  as  he  looked  at  her  speaking 
countenance,  he  thought  it  very  probable  that 
his  ideas  would  generally  coincide  with  hers. 

"  I  believe,  after  all,"  she  continued,  "iti« 
the  feult  in  my  education ;  the  fact  is,  we  were 
brought  up  in  rather  a  peculiar  maoner,  perhaps 
one  too  independent  for  giils.  Wc  always  lived 
with  papa,  and  with  grown  up-people.  He 
would  never  allow  us  to  associate  with  com- 
panions of  our  own  ages — we  were  with  him 
constantly — read  bin  books — heard  the  conver- 
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ndon  of  fait  friends,  and  few  besides.  'We  had 
not  even  a  governess  to  direct  our  ideas  upon  the 
subject  of  n-omaokind.  He  never  diecked  oar 
oat-of-door  amoeemeiits,  and  tbejr  were,  per- 
haps, a  Little  extraordioary  for  young  ladies  of 
the  present  day :  boatiag,  gardening,  riding ! 
lay  &tber  did  not  care  what  we  did,  so  that  we 
were  only  by  ouraelTes.  Our  standard  of  bu- 
nuKO  nature,  was  fixed  more  from  what  wc  pic- 
tored  in  oar  Imaginations,  than  from  real  life ; 
therefore  I  own  I  feel  a  bttle  puzzled  and  sur- 
prised, and  I  must  say  disappointed,  to  find  bo 
few  amongst  my  acquaintance,  who  at  all  accord 
with  my  ideas  of  excellence  in  women. — Or  men, 
indeed.  But  with  the  latter,  I  have  more  reason 
to  be  satisfied  i  for  I  have  met  two  at  least  whom 
I  consider  quite  perfection, — my  father  and  my 
husband !  No  doubt,  however,  there  are  thou- 
sands of  delightful  people,  whom  I  shall  meet  in 
my  career  ;  and  1  know  I  ought  to  change  my 
habits,  and  bring  down  my  high-flown  ideas,  in 
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scarcely  looked  upon,  as  a  being  of  tl 
Bpeciea;  and  that  tiresome,  excellent, 
old  aunt  of  Lord  Elmsdale's,  is  always 
ing  him  upon  the  subject  of  my  sins,  tel 
tories  of  my  failures  in  etiquette,  and 
retemie;  and  I  am  sure,  sometimes,  by  h 
iier  of  representing  my  conduct,  almost 
him.    You  see,  Keginald,  I  have  already 
confidential  with  you,  and  let  you  into  *l 
crets  of  the  prison-house," "  she  addi 
door  opened,  and  seivants  advancing  wil 
interrupted  the  conversation. 

A  footman  at  the  same  time  presenH 
with  a  roll  of  music.  I! 

"Oh!  these  are  songs  I  ordered.     M 
fond   of  music  ? "  Lady   Elmsdale  inquj 
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indeed   be  an   acquisitioD.      Can   you 
second,  for  that  is  -what  I  have  missed  so  z 
since  I  lost  poor  Clara?" 

Reginald  told  her  he  could ;  and  this  seemed 
to  gain  for  him  a  great  increase  of  importance. 

"  Now  that  you  have  the  instrument  in  your 
hand,  you  must  sing  to  me  first,"  she  continued. 
But  he  could  not ;  all  the  degree  of  confidence 
which  he  had  acquired,  seemed  to  leaye  him  itt 
this  request.  He  had  only  power  to  tune  the 
instrument,  and  then  resolutely  returned  it.  In 
Tain  Lady  Elmsdale  endeavoured  to  previul 
upon  him;  at  length,  pretending  to  be  very 
nngiy,  she  said, 

"  I  see  you  are  dreadfully  obstinate,  so  I  sup- 
pose I  must  set  you  the  example." 

And  she  sang  two  or  three  little  airs  sweetly, 
with  that  clear  young  voice,  so  peculiar  to  her- 
self ;  BO  like  the  carol  of  the  lark,  as,  in  the 
early  day,  it  wakes  all  slumbering  nature,  with 
its  joyous  and  melodious  strain. 
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'  By  the  bye,"  sbe  exdiumed,  stopping  short, 
"  I  cannot  play  to-night,  for  the  infltmrnent  ia 
dreadfully  out  of  tune ;  bat  if  yon  like  to  bring 
ine  the  guitar,  I  will  sing  you  a  little  air."  Ke- 
ginald  gare  it  to  her,  and  she  swept  her  fingers 
icross  the  stdngB. 

"How  provoking !"  ehe  exclaimed;  "this  is 
also  quite  discordant,  and  I  never  could  tune  a 
guitar  in  my  life  ;  my  eisters  always  performed 
that  office  for  me."  And  she  was  alxiut  to  lay  it 
down,  when  Reginald  interpoBcd,  saying  eagerly, 

"  Allow  me  to  do  it  for  you !" 

"Tou? — you  don't  mean  to  say,  my  dear  Regi- 
nald, that  yoa  can  play  upon  the  guitar  i"' 
I  S^nald  smiled  assent. 

"  And  can  you  sing  ?" 

"  We  are  all  musical  at  home,"  he  replied  ; 
"  and  ihey  have  taught  me  to  dng  a  little." 

Lady  Elmsdale  clapped  her  hands  with  child- 
I  ish  delighL 

"  How  charming  1 — how  fortunate ! — you  will 
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"  There  is  no  ihape  that  pain  could  take. 
No  ill  that  would  not  welcomed  he, 
If  suffered  but  for  thy  dear  sake — 
But  they  must  he  unshared  hy  thee. 


"  And  yet  we  part ! — ^this  very  hour  I 
Ah  I — only  if  my  heating  heart 
Could  break  for  both,  there  is  no  power 
Could  force  me  with  your  love  to  part. 


"  Farewell, — ^it  is  the  heart's  farewell — 
My  summer-shine  of  love  past  o*er ; 
Only  the  pang  of  death  can  tell 
That  of  the  words— we  meet  no  more  !'^ 


CHAPTEB  IX. 

"Amid  the  golden  gifts  which  Heaven 
Has  left,  like  portions  of  its  light  on  earth, 
None  has  such  influence  as  Music  hath." 
•  •  •  •  • 

"  Music— oh  I  how  faint — ^how  weak — 
Language  fades  hefore  thy  spell ! 
Why  should  feeling  ever  speak, 
When  thou  canst  paint  her  tiioughts  so  well." 

When  Reginald  first  began  to  sing,  his  voice 
trembled  with  nervous  trepidation ;  but  as  he 
proceeded,  his  courage  by  degrees  seemed  to  be 
restored ;  or  rather,  his  natural  enthusiasm  for 
music,  soon  rapt  his  senses  in  oblivion  to  every 
other  idea.    The  melody  of  the  song  was  beau- 
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tiful  in  itaelf — the  words  truly  touching,  xaA  4 
completely  brought  back  the  thoughts  of  t 
whom  he  had  firet  heard  warble  the  strain  to!| 
delighted  ear.     The  uotes  appeared  to  take  I| 
to  the  scenes  where  he  had  last  heard  I 
He  forgot  in  whose  presence  he  was  s. 
and  instead  of  hurrying  over  a  Terse  or  twi 
he  at  first  intended,  he  went  on,  warming  n 
the  theme,  nntil  every  stanza  had  been  i 
eluded.     It  was  only  when  he  had  come  to'l 
last  words,  that  he  began  to  descend  from  I 
clouds,  to  which  fancy  had  elevated  him, 
even  remembered  where  he  was. 

And  then  again  all  his  confusion  retu] 
He  had  placed  himself  in  a  position,  so  that  Q 
iace  was  averted  irom  Lady  Elmsdalc  whilst  he 
sung ;  and  so  completely  had  he  been  engrossed 
by  his  own  feelings,  that  he  entirely  lost  sight  of 
her,  both  in  reality  and  in  idea.  But  now  that 
the  strain  was  ended,  and  the  inspiration  of  the 
moment  vanished,  then    did  he  timidly   torn 
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lu>  tyta  round,  to  note  wlutt  effect  it  might 
produce  upon  her;  and  how  great  waa  his  sur- 
prite,  on  discovering  that  he  had  more  than  one 
loditorl 

Lady  Elmsdale  yraa  seated  on  a  low  ottoman, 
leaning  her  head  on  her  husband's  shoulder. 
He  had  entered  unperceived  by  Itc^nald,  and 
motioning  him  to  silence,  the  Countess  had  made 
him  sit  by  her,  where  they  might  both  listen  to 
him  unobserved. 

Reginald  wm  struck  by  the  expression  of  her 
countenance.  It  was  more  than  usually  pale, 
and  her  eyes  were  filled  with  tears. 

"Ranald!"  she  exclaimed,  holding  out  her 
hand  most  kindly  towards  him,  "  I  thank  you 
much.  Your  singing  is  quite  beautiful — so 
beautifol  that  it  has  almost  made  me  weep. 
Nothing  aSecte  my  feelings  so  much  ac  music  ; 
but  although  it  sometimes  draws  tears  from  my 
eyes,  there  is  ecstacy  in  the  sensation  that  causes 
them  to  flow.     With  everything  that  is  beau- 
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tifiil,  pure,  and  delightful,  music  has  ever  been 
KBBociated  in  my  miad.  What  a  transportiiig 
enjoyment  it  is !"  she  exclaimed,  with  fervour ; 
"  and  how  generally  is  ita  influence  felt !  No 
heathen — savage  even,  ever  pictured  to  himself 
a  future  heaven,  but  he  placed  music  amongst 
the  first  of  its  delights ;  and  in  our  bright 
prospects  of  eternal  blissj  music  is  always  made 
a  part,  either  real  or  emblematical,  of  our  pro- 
mised enjoyment." 

How  sweetly  did  her  countenance  beam,  as 
she  pronounced  these  words,  so  flattering  to 
the  feelings  of  the  young  man  !  Lord  Elms- 
dale  joined  kindly  and  cordially  in  the  enco- 
niams,  which  bia  lady  so  lavishly  bestowed  upon 
his  musical  abilities,  which,  indeed,  he  fully 
deserved,  for  his  l^alents  in  that  science  were 
very  great. 

"  I  found  that  I  cotild  get  away  early,"  con- 
tinued  the  Earl,  "  therefore  returned  with  all 
speed }  little  did  I  imagine  that  there  was  such 
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^V    a  mnsical  treat  in  store  foi  me.     I  had  no  idea 

^V     that  70U  were  so  great  a  musician,  Reginald; 

11  althoagh  you  hare  a  right  to  inherit  the  talent 

&otn  your  mother,  who  had  one  of  the  most 

splendid  voices  I  ever  heard." 

"  My  aunt,"  Begiaald  replied,  "  was  also  a 
very  scientific  performer,  and  she  took   great 
paiDE  with  OS  all." 
I'  "  Bat,"  stdd  the  Countess,  "  that  lovely  song 

^H  — what  is  it,  and  wbo  is  the  composer  ?" 
^V  Poor  Beginald!  it  was  very  absnrd  of  him, 
but  the  question,  simple  in  its  nature,  was  never- 
theless unexpected  ;  and  instead  of  answering 
immediately,  he  paused,  and  blushed,  and 
looked  all  confusion ;  and  his  discomfiture  in- 
creased, hy  perceiving  that  his  want  of  self-pos- 
session had  brought  upon  him  the  inquisitive 
gaze  of  the  Countess. 

"  Will  you  give  me  the  music  of  the  song  ?" 
I  she  continued. 

"1  will  endeavour  to  write  it  out  for  your 
G  5 
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Ladyship,"  answered  Reginald  ;  but  I  lei 
hj  ear ;  it  is  a  manascript." 

"  But  by  whom  was  it  composed  ?"  she  4 
more  pertinaciously  inquired. 

Again  the   tell-tale    blush    mounted   to   his   ' 
cheeks,  and  he  answered,  in  a  hesitating  manner, 
"  My  cousin,  Alice  Bruce." 

"By-the-bye,  I  was  very  much  struck  with 
the  improvement  in  Miss  Bruce,"  interrupted 
the  Earl ;  "  I  should  scarcely  have  known  her 
again.  She  has  a  countenance  which  must  in- 
terest every  one,  without  being  strictly  beautiful; 
and  there  is  a  Boftnesss  and  amiability  in  her 
deportment,  which  is  very  winning.  She  wo 
always  a  sweet  little  girl ;  but  1  had  no  idea 
that  she  would  have  become  bo  attractive  a 
woman," 

'Whilst  the  Earl  spoke,  Reginald  unfortu- 
nately caught  the  eye  of  the  Countess  fixed 
upon  him,  and  a  sly  half-smile  played  about  her 
lips.     She  seemed  as  if  she  were  penetrating 


I 


Tn£  LIl'lLB  wira. 


into  his  Butt  iamrd  tkoogfati;  mi  pacnnag 
diit,  his  ooofiuum  became  itiD  i 
Haqoick  btct  sooa  discavcfed  bn 
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uid  sie  immediatelT  changed  tbe  m 

The  remaiiider  oi  the  ere 
t^KeHAy,  but  witboat  further  inddent ;  aB«I 
fiegtnald  returned  to  his  apartment  ia  a  Tery 
difieretit  &ame  of  mind,  to  the  peitnibed  iMe 
in  vhkh  hfi  had  quitted  it  atane  houia  befan ! 

His  mind  was  calmed  of  all  the  fufflfid  fiwl- 
ii^  that  assailed  bim  on  enterii^  the  boMC  : 
the  vhoie  aspect  of  the  scenes  aroand  turn  bad 
^•in  altered.  And  b  thi«  not  a  lewoo  to  tta 
that  it  is  oar  da^,  as  veil  as  om  benefit,  to 
dieck  as  macb  as  ponible  thoae  feeHs^  of  mtr- 
Draring,  which  are  ever  too  ready  to  rise  ia  onr 
hearts,  at  every  little  clood  which  chances  to 
darken  for  a  brief  tpace  oar  sonshine.  Why 
shoold  not  we  rather  rely  upon  every  erent 
bong  properly  arranged  by  One  wbo  knows, 
xai  baa  a  right  and  authonty  orci  all  oar  ways, 
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and  whose  goodness  ever  continuee  to  preside 
over  us,  although  his  power  may  be  exercised 
in  a  manner,  which,  to  our  blind  eyes,  is  not 
understood? 

How  changed  wctc  the  sentiments  with  which 
he  now  reflected  upon  the  Countess  !  His  mind 
was  bewildered,  when  he  thought  upon  her. 
"What  an  extraordinary  being  she  appeared  to 
him!  Made  up  of  contrarieties — such  a  raix-- 
ture  of  childishness,  and  talent— acute  sensi- 
bility, and  liveliness  of  mind.  He  could  easily 
discover  that  she  had  great  depth  of  character, 
and  a  mind  richly  stored  and  cultivated ;  but 
what  struck  him  most,  were  the  transitions  in 
the  aspects  she  assumed;  never  half  an  hoar 
quite  alike,  but  in  all  these  varieties  how  charm- 
ing— how  fascinating ! 

He  thought  it  no  wonder  that  the  Earl,  great 
and  good  as  he  was,  should  have  been  thus  en- 
slaved,' for  intellect  beamed  through  every — 
even  wayward  —  fancy,  of  this  singular  little 
being. 
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She  vas  not  merely  a  baby  beauty,  formed  to 

pass  away  an   idle   moment;  but  sound  good 

KDse,  and  a  cultivated  education,  shone  forth 

in  every  sentiment.     She  might  have  faults — 

foibles ;  she  required,  no  doubt,  worldly  wisdom, 

■o  ^ve  si«adiiics»  to  her   feelings ;  but,  even 

ineiperienccd  as  was  our  rustic  hero,  in  most 

nutters,  he  felt,  while  musing  over  the  erente 

of  the  erening,  that  he  could  stake  his  ejdst- 

eoce,  that  in  purity  and  real  excellence  of  heart, 

die  young  Countess  could  not  be  equalled ;  and 

u  be  fell  asleep,  with  these  thoughts  vivid  in  his 

mind,  her  image  was  almost  as  present  to  his 

Ikncy,  as  his  own  dear  Alice. 

Sweet  must  have  been  hia  dreams,  visited  by 
two  such  risiotu ! 

The  morning  light  broke  cheerfully  into  the 
pretty  apartment  of  the  embryo  secretary. 
Strange  were  the  feelings  that  assailed  him  on 
waking.     AU  was  confusion.     At  one  moment 
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sorrow — regret — a  yeMTiing  after  those  he  had 
left;  and  then  there  was  a  dancing  ray  of  plea- 
sure at  his  heart,  when  he  remembered  the 
fairy  scenes  of  brightness  that  were  around  bira. 

Reginald  found,  by  the  little  French  clock  on 
the  chimney-piece,  that  it  was  very  early ;  not 
a  sound  was  to  be  heard  in  the  house.  A 
London  household  is  not  so  soon  on  the  alert, 
as  was  ever  wont  to  be,  the  tiny  establishment  of 
Elmsdale  Cottage. 

"At  home  they  are  all  up,  and  busy,  by  this 
time,"  thought  he.  "  How  well  I  can  picture  to 
my  imagination  every  member  of  the  family ! 
My  Alice,  in  her  garden, — her  countenance  so 
sorrowful !  Her  love  for  mo  is  so  powerful,  that 
every  object  around  will  bring  to  her  remem- 
brance her  absent  cousin,  and  painful  I  fear 
will  be  her  reflectious  !" 

And  certainly  there  is  more  acute  eufiering  to 
those  who  remain  behind,  after  a  separation, 
than  even  to  the  one  who  has  departed.     It  is 
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hnman  nature  to  be  benefited  by  change.  The 
rapid  whirl  of  the  joomey — ^the  fresh  air  through 
which  we  glide  so  quickly — ^the  variety  of  scene 
— ^the  novelty!  all  combine  to  invigorate  and 
soothe  the  mind.  Bat  to  those  who  are  left^ 
who  can  describe  the  void — the  oppressing  sen- 
sation of  loneliness^  which  so  painfully  weighs 
down  the  heart  ? 

.  **  My  poor  cousin — my  excellent  father,"  con- 
tinued to  soliloquize  Reginald ;  ''  how  well  can 
I  imagine  them,  each  with  silent  grief  at  their 
heart,  thinking  of  the  sad  breach  that  has  been 
made  in  their  hitherto  happy  party ;  and  with 
tears  in  their  eyes,  looking  round  on  every  object 
— every  memorial,  which  will  so  constantly  pre- 
sent itself,  of  one  whom  they  loved  and  cherished 
so  fondly,  and  who  has  willingly  deserted  them ." 
And  we  may  indeed  imagine  that  poor  Alice 
would  feel  his  absence  very  keenly,  for  hers 
was  comparatively  a  fixed — a  secluded — a  medi- 
tative life;  and  now  that  she  was  almost  the 
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sole  companion  of  her  own  thoughts,  if  they 
were  turned  to  ministers  of  sorrow,  where  could 
she  be  able  to  look  for  consolation  ?  From  her 
earliest  infancy,  Reginald  had  been  her  engross- 
ing thought;  to  contribute  to  his  happiness,  her 
dearest  pleasure ;  and  now  she  was  writhing 
under  the  miseries  of  a  first  separation.  Well 
might  she  exclaim,  with  her  favourite  song- 
stress,— 

"  It  wrings  my  heart  to  see  each  thing  the  same ; 
Tread  over  the  same  steps ;  and  then  to  find 
The  difference  in  the  heart.     It  is  so  sad — 
So  very  lonely — to  he  the  sole  one 
In  whom  there  is  a  sign  of  change." 


CHAPTER  X. 

"My  pride  at  noon,  my  vision  of  the  night ; 
My  hope  at  mom,  my  joy  at  lonely  eve ! 
Now  that  thy  tones  of  musical  delight 

Are  o'er,  do  I  not  well  to  droop  and  grieve?" 

•  •  •  •  • 

The  abode  of  Mr.  Stanley  was  a  most  pic- 
turesque-looking dwelling.  It  had  been  Lord 
Elmsdale's  pleasure^  to  embellish  and  render  it 
as  commodious  a  residence  as  it  was  possible. 
Fain  "would  he  have  done  much  more^  but  he 
was  for  ever  checked  and  curbed  in  his  desires^ 
by  Stanley,  who,  moderate  in  all  his  ideas  and 
wishes,  clung  pertinaciously  to  the  simplicity;of 
his  early  life. 
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He  was  not  one  of  those,  wlio,  wilh  increas- 
ing prosperity,had  with  it,  made  the  usual  strides 
towards  the  luxury  and  desire  of  equalization,  so 
prevalent  in  these  days.  Had  he  felt  the  slightest 
inclination  to  thrust  himself  forward,  he  might 
have  held  a  position  in  society,  far  higher  than 
that  in  which  he  contentedly  remained ;  but  not 
the  slightest  desire  had  he  to  throw  off  the 
steward,  in  order  to  act  the  character  of  the  gefi- 
tleman.  Notwithstanding  thia  humility,  from 
his  peculiarly  formed  mind — his  reHned  and 
cultivated  tastes,  he  was  ranked  by  all,  who 
possessed  the  discrimination  and  feeling  to 
appredate  his  merits,  as  being  in  a  grade  ^ 
beyond  the  one  to  which  he  alone  aspired. 

Steady  to  this  principle  of  primitiveness,  he 
preserved  it  in  all  his  tastes  and  habits — even 
to  his  household  arrangements.  No  foot-boy 
would  he  allow  to  take  the  place  of  "the  neat- 
handed  PhillisGs"  who  served  his  simple,  but 
scrupulously  well-appointed  board.      He  had 
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resiated  all  mDOT&doits  of  luxuriaos  and  imne- 
cesBiy  pieces  o£  furoitare ;  bat  still  there  were 
uoe  refined  intruderB,  in  the  shape  of  expen- 
ove  books — musical  instruments — a  few  speci- 
mens of   virtu,   which  gave  evidence  of   the 
pecnfiar   bias,    and   iavourite   parsnits,  of  the 
proprietor.       Perchance,  one   or   two  master- 
pieces of  paintings  struck  the  eye,  as  a  little  oat 
of  character,  with  the  simplicity  of  all  around ; 
tnd  rather  evinced  a  struggle  between  natural 
tefinement,  and  the  desire  to  check  the  progress 
it  so  often   mast  insidiously  creates  upon   the 
■nind;   ODgendering  expensive    and   luxurious 
ideas,  from  vhich  it  was   Stanley's  great  am- 
bition to  guard  himself. 

Hk  thirat  for  literature  he  had  ample  power 
to  satisfy.  The  hbrary  at  Elmsdale,  and  his 
patron's  indulgence,  afforded  him  full  Ecope  far 
luxuriating  in  this,  his  favorite  pursuit.  His 
wife  had  also  been  a  woman  of  great  talent 
*nd  information ;  »nd  daring  the  few  years  he 
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enjoyed  her  society,  he  had  partaken  richly  of 
the  feast  of  intellectual  communion  ;  and  Binc« 
her  death,  in  Mrs.  Bruce,  the  bereaved  husband 
found  a  companion,  whose  mind  possessed  rich 
storeB  of  useful  infonnation  ;  therefore  his  ideat 
had  progressed,  and  they  imparted  information 
to  the  children  who  were  growing  up  around 
him.  The  pains  taken  with  their  education 
were  infinite ;  aud  perhaps  rarely  could  there  be 
found,  even  in  a  sphere  where  the  most  lavish 
expence  had  been  bestowed,  talents  so  cultivated 
and  improved  by  useful  knowledge,  as  those  of 
the  young  party  at  Elmsdalc  cottage. 

It  was  in  a  room,  which  had  acquired  the 
name  of  the  breakfast-parlour,  a  cheerful  spot, 
from  its  aspect  commanding  tlie  rajs  of  the 
morning  sun,  and  the  window  opening  into 
the  pretty  garden,  where  Alice,  seconded  by 
her  brother  and  cousin,  had  ever  preferred 
taking  their  early  meal ; — into  this  apartment 
we  shall  transport  out  readers. 
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AJi  aaiure  looked  bright  and  beautiful ;  but 
the  countenances  of  thoee  who  were  within 
ilie  room,  did  not  accord  with  the  glad  aspect 
of  the  bnliiant  spring  monuDg.  Alice  wa», 
M  Moa],  presiding  over  the  break&st-table,  and 
i>ii  either  aide,  sat  her  uncle,  and  her  brother 
EJward- 

Bnt  a  "  change"  bad  "  come  o'er  the  spirit  of 
their  dream ;"  it  was  no  longer  the  joyous,  hap- 
pf  hour,  10  loved  by  them  alj,  when  with  light 
hearts  they  assembled  round  the  table,  after 
baving,  with  their  little  bousthold,  poured  forth 
L  their  hearts  in  family  prayer. 

It  was  at  breakiast,  that  their  happy  and  in- 
I  tiDCent  plans  for  the  day  were  arranged  ;  it  was 
I  then  that  the  letters  and  newspapers  made  their 
I  appearance,  an  event  always  so  great  an  amuse- 
I  neot  and  excitement  in  the  country.  In  the 
I  morning,  the  perceptions  are  generally  more 
[hi  and  clear — the  heart  more  attuned  to 
npteseions  of  cheerfulness.     The  young  people 
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were  wont  to  be  all  joyfulness  and  smiles  ;  and 
Mr.  Stanley,  with  the  serenity  which  virtuous 
and  religious  hopes  so  surely  inspire,  iully 
participated  in  those  fresh  and  glowing  feel- 
ings, which  seemed  to  overflow  Irom  the  gay 
hearts  of  the  loved  beings  who  surrounded 
him. 

It  was  no  longer,  as  formerly,  the  (happy, 
cheerful  party.  Ml  seemed  grave,  and  teara 
were  in  the  eyes  of  both  Alice  and  her  uncle; 
and  this  emotion  had  been  excited  by  a  letter, 
which  had  just  been  received,  and  perused  with 
no  small  degree  of  interest  and  anxiety.  It 
was  from  Beginald.  From  what  we  have  al- 
ready  heard  of  his  adventures,  we  may  easily 
imagine  its  tenor : — a  mixture  of  sadness  and 
gratification — of  despondency  and  gratulatloo  ; 
in  one  line  a   longing  to  return — in  the  next 


a  bright  gleam,  displaying  hopes  and  prospects, 
of  future  sunshine  and  happiness. 
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"  Hie  tear-drop  stands  in  either  eye, 
And  yet  I  cannot  tell  thee  why, 
I  am  pleased,  and  yet  I'm  sad." 

It  was  the  very  picture  of  his  own  mind^  poor 

jouth ! — uncertain — unstable ;  a  strange  combi- 

^^n  of  good  feeling,  great  talent,  and  excel- 

^ce,  but  with  a  shade  of  irresolution,  which 

^^fat  lead  to  error,  and  become  his  besetting 

llifinnity. 

But  as  we  have  before  observed,  Reginald 
liad  from  his  earliest  days  been  too  deeply 
idolized — and  when  did^we  ever  see  over-indul- 
gence fail  to  produce  a  baneful  effect,  an 
effect  which,  like  the  power  of  too  bright — too 
eontinued  sunshine  on  the  flower,  withers  whilst 
it  warms  ? 

When  life  continues  to  flow  on,  in  one  smooth 
current,  unruflBied  by  any  grief,  and,  when 
happy  in  himself,  he  can  imagine  nought  but 
happiness  around  him ;  how  frequently  do  we 
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nee  the  child  of  i-ndulgence,  wrapt  up  la  his 
own  gratifications,  wholly  engrossed  by  his 
individual  enjoyments.  Habituated  from  his 
earliest  hours,  to 'gratify  every  desire  without 
control,  how  can  we  wonder  at  bis  not  being 
fitted  to  receive  the  various  trials,  which  this 
world  ever  miml  present,  even  to  the  most 
favoured  ? 

By  turning  the  eye  too  long  from  the  dark 
side  of  life — by  looking  at  the  world  only  in  one 
light,  and  that  a  flattering  one,  he  forms  a 
false  estimate  of  human  nature,  and  is  of  course 
wofully  disappointed  and  deceived.  Hence  the 
bitterness  of  defeated  hopes,  and  the  expecta- 
tions which  are  blasted  and  destroyed.  Perhaps 
no  one  had  greater  excuse  than  Stanley,  for 
lavishing  too  much  love  upon  his  son*;  for  he 
was  his  all ! — all  that  was  left  to  htm  on  earth, 
on  whom  to  pour  forth  the  abundant  tenderness 
of  his  uature.  He  stood  in  this  world,  an 
isolated  being,  as   to  kindred.     His  beautiful 
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In^  was  his  only  tie.  And  such  a  child !  his 
countenance  reminding  him  every  moment  of 
the  wife,  whom  he  had  loved  with  so  deep-rooted 
^  affection. 

AU  men  have  their  weak  points ;  and  in  the 
bringing  up  of  his  son^  Stanley  had  certainly 
erred.  Too  much  devotion  to  the  youth,  had  ener- 
vated a  character,  which  only  required  a  little  dis- 
cipline to  have  rendered  it  of  a  superior  stamp. 
It  would  have  been  wiser,  doubtless,  had  he 
less  tenderly  nurtured  this  lovely  and  cherished 
boy, — had  he  studiously  endeavoured,  from  his 
infancy,  instead  of  rendering  every  hour  one  of 
perpetual  sunshine,  to  have   warned  him  that 
the  storm  is  hovering  over  every  head,  and  that 
the  clouds  around,  might  burst  even  upon  him — 
that  the  cup  which  is  held  forth  to  the  whole 
human  race,  is  mixed,  and  of  its  bitter  ingre- 
dients, he,  like   others,  must  expect  to   drink 
his  portion.     Thus  he  ought  continually  to  have 
impressed  upon  his  mind,  the  necessity  of  mo- 

VOL,  I.  u 
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derating  his  b^h-wrought  hopes,  and  by  tluB 
means,  sent  him  forth  in  the  world,  either  to 
act  or  to  suffer,  according  as  Heaven  should 
decree. 

However,  we  can  all  advise — we  can  arrange 
for  others,  yet  fall  into  the  very  extremes  which 
we  have  blamed  in  our  neighbour. 

"  Alice,"  said  Mr.  Stanley,  after  an  interval 
of  silence ;  "  on  the  'whole,  I  think  our  Begi- 
nald  seems  aa  happy  and  satisfied  as  we  can. 
eipect." 

"Yes!"  replied  Alice,  in  a  faltering  tone, 
and  she  rose  hastily,  and  went  to  the  window, 
averting  her  face,  to  hide  the  tears  that  were 
fast  falling  from  her  eyes. 

"  But  for  our  sakes,"  continued  Stanley, 
'  for  our  happineas,  would  that  he  had  been 
satisfied  to  remain;  for  the  blank  which  lua 
absence  makes  in  our  existence,  is  painfiil 
indeed  to  endure^ — You,  my  poor  Alice,  how 
you  miss  him !     But  we  must  hope  and  pray. 
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as  every  thing  has  been  done  for  the  best^ 
that  the  result  may  repay  us  for  what  we  now 
suffer.  Reginald  had  become  restless — he 
wanted  change ;  and  my  trust  is^  that  a  little 
experience  of  the  world — ^the  bitter  disappoint- 
ments and  mortifications  it  ever  presents^  and 
the  little  of  true  happiness,  which  a  nearer 
acquaintance  with  it  affords,  may  teach  him 
the  true  value  of  his  peaceful  home.  He 
iieeded  to  be  tossed  about,  and  buffeted  on 
the  waves  of  this  tempestuous  world ;  hitherto 
he  has  sailed  with  too  gentle  a  gale.  He 
Will  soon  find,  that  no  earthly  enjoyments  are 
^equate,  to  the  high  desires  and  powers  of  an 

« 

"Mortal  spirit.  Fancy  at  a  distance,  paints 
pleasure  in  far  too  splendid  colours — a  nearer 
^  unveils  its  fallacy." 

"  Oh,  may  it  be  so  I"  cried  Alice,  with  fervour  ; 
but  she  shook  her  head  doubtingly.  Her  in- 
timate acquaintance  with  every  thought  and 
feeling  of  her  cousin,  rendered  her  less  san- 

H*2 


148  THE    LITTLE    WIFE. 

guine  than  liis  &ther ;  with  all  her  tender  lov^ 
she  well  knew  his  weak  points,  and  trembled  for 
his  peace  of  miud. 

At  this  momeiiti  b  darkened  shadow  passing 
over  the  window,  told  of  the  approach  of  anothei 
person,  and  a  visitor  presented  himself  at  the 
open  casement.  Alice  hastily  endeavoured  to 
remove  the  traces  of  her  tears,  as  the  stranget 
approached,  and  accosted  them  with  tuudt 
urbanity. 

He  was  a  man  of  about  eight-and-twenty, 
with  nothing  peculiarly  striking  in  his  appear- 
ance, excepting  tis  mild  and  gentlemanly 
address. 

"  I  come.  Miss  Bruce,"  he  said,  "  thus  early, 
to  claim  the  promise  you  were  bo  obliging 
as  to  make  me,  when  last  we  met — that  yon 
would  introduce  me  to  some  of  my  sick  pa- 
lishioners.  Should  you  be  now  able  to  accom- 
pany me,  I  cannot  express  how  grateful  I  shall 
feel:    for  I  do  not  wish  to  delay  any  longer. 
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becoming  acquainted  with  persons,  to  whom  I 
hope  to  prove  useftd." 

Alice,  whose  heart  and  head  were  at  this 
moment  fiill  of  Reginald's  letter,  would  fain 
have  deferred  this  farther  exertion  to  her  feel- 
ings ;  but  Stanley,  through  all  his  own  loneliness 
of  sorrow,  at  the  separation  from  his  son,  had 
noted  the  pale  cheek  and  abstracted  eye  of  Alice, 
whom  he  tenderly  loved,  and  hailed  with  satisfac- 
tion  any  circumstance  that  would  serve  as  an  in- 
terruption to  her  melancholy  thoughts ;  therefore 
he  desired  her  to  go  instantly  for  her  bonnet, 
and  accompany  Mr.  Herbert,  knowing  well 
that  she  would  soon  be  interested,  heart  and 
soul,  in  the  occupation ;  for  lively  were  the 
feelings  of  compassionate  solicitude,  with  which 
she  regarded  the  poor  inhabitants  of  the  village 
of  Elmsdale,  to  whom  she  had  ever  been  the 
kind  and  assiduous  friend. 

Lord  Elmsdale  had  given  her  full  power  to  act 
as  her  judgment  thought  fit;  and  her  judicious 
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mind  and  generous  heart,  rendered  her  fully 
worthy  of  the  trust.  But,  for  the  first  time,  she 
hesitated  to  set  out  upon  the  mission,  although  it 
was  one  of  charity,  from  which  she  never 
shnmk ;  and  slow  and  lingering  were  the  steps, 
with  which  she  obeyed  the  order  of  her  uncle. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

"  Ob  grant  me,  heaven,  some  deep  sequestered  scene, 
Though  calm  not  dull,  and  though  retired,  not  mean ; 
With  affluence  hlest  to  still  the  plaint  of  woe, 
With  health  to  taste  the  pleasures  I  bestow ; 
To  raise  the  opprest,  to  smooth  the  front  of  care, 
The  deep-felt  pang  to  soften  or  to  share. 
Be  mine  the  task  insulted  worth  to  clear. 
To  check  in  pity*s  eye  th'  o'ershadowed  tear ; 
Watch  the  first  sound  of  want's  complaining  voice, 
And  bid  the  mourner's  drooping  heart  rejoice." 

Although  Alice  set  out  on  her  walk  with 
a  reluctant  spirit^  it  was  not  long  before  her 
indifference    melted^  under    the    influence    of 
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the  peculiarly  delightful  manner  and  con* 
eation  of  her  companian.  Gentle  and  sootli 
was  the  tone  of  his  voice ;  and  she  now  remem- 
bered how  forcibly  its  plaintive  accents  struck 
upon  her  ear,  the  Sunday  before,  when  be  liad 
preached  bis  introductory  sermon  to  bis  pa- 
rishioners. She  recollected  how  the  sweetness 
and  pathos  of  its  sound,  had  vibrated  upon  her 
feelings. 

But  it  was  with  a  vivid  blueh  of  shame,  that 
ehe  also  remembered,  that  her  imagioation— 
her  senses  had  been  ^ucbed,  not  her  heart ; 
that  had  been  far  away  from  the  subject  of  her 
devotions;  and  Alice,  naturally  religious,  in  all 
her  views  and  ideas,  began  to  feel,  with  repentant 
sorrow,  that  she  had  erred,  that  she  had  allowed 
an  idol  to  place  itself  in  competition — even 
with  her  God.  She  was  aware  that  since  Re- 
ginald's departure,  she  had  thought  of  nothing 
else — neglected  every  duty,  to  devote  herself 
to  the  morbid  satisfaction  of  indulging  regret^ 
unavailing  as  it  was  weak. 
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These  reflections  quick  as  thought,  ruslicil 
upon  her  mind,  as  she  walked  by  Mr.  Herbert's 
He,  and  beard  him  speak  in  that  mild  per- 
niasivc  manner,  on  subjects  that  had  formerly 
«  deeply  interested  her, — the  sick  and  suficrin};; 
of  the  Tillage. 

How  often  had  she  fervently  longed,  that  the 
puUb  might  have  the  blessing  of  a  pastur,  who 
would  really  feel  solicitude  in  their  concerns, 
ipiritaal  as  well  as  temporal ;  for  the  late  in- 
cumbent had  been  infirm  and  old,  and  for 
tame  time  post,  the  duty  was  but  indilferently 
performed.  Now,  her  most  sanguine  wishes 
seemed  likely  to  be  realized.  Mr.  Herbert 
at  once  enlisted  himself,  heart  and  soul,  in  the 
citnse,  which,  with  solemn  feelings  of  the  awful 
responsibility  of  the  charge,  he  had  undertaken. 

But  at  this  moment  she  was  full  of  apathy, 

and  she  shuddered  when  she  thought   of  her 

coldness,  and    inwardly  lifted   up   her   heart, 

praying  for  strength  to  overcome  a  weakness, 

H  5 
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vhich,  by  thufl   indulging,   had  become  t 
culpable.      But  then  again,  Reginald's   : 
would  intrude  itself.     What  would  she  e 
given  to  see  Mm   in  the  situation  which  ij 
stranger  now  filled  ? 

But  had  he  gone  into  the  church,  t 
not  the  living  that  Lord  Elmadale  deetinei 
him.     It  had  been  long  promised  to  Mr.  ] 
bert,  who  was  the  son  of  an  old  and  est 
friend  of  the  Earl. 

"  What  a  beautifiil — what  a  pictu 
place  this  is  !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Herbert,  i 
pa9se<I  through  the  park,  and  arrived  at  a  b 
where,  through  an  opening  of  the  plantation, 
a  sudden  view  of  lovely  scenery,  burst  upon 
the  sight.  Lofty  mountains,  the  base  of  whidi 
weie  covered  with  woods— a  cultivated  valley 
winding  along — the  bright  variegated  tints  of 
its  meadows  and  fields,  with  here  and  there 
a  little  white  cottage,  embosomed  in  trees ;  all 
these  softer  features,   finely    contrasting  witfi 
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ihe  awful  and  stemer  character  of  the  sur- 
rounding landscape. 

\o  wonder  that  an  unaccustomed  eye  was 
ilruek  by  the  splendour  of  the  scene,  which 
WM  one  of  almost  unequallc»il  beauty  ;  for 
Alice,  who  had  ever  since  her  infancy  beheld 
il,  never  looked  upon  this-  peculiar  view,  with- 
out Bensations  rendered  almost  holy,  by  excess 
of  admiration,  intense  and  fervid  ecstacy. 

An  inconBiderable,  but  impetuoas  river,  rushed 
bom  the  mountains  above,  meandering  through 
the  beautiful  little  valley,  and  continuing  its 
worse  through  the  park.  The  ground  fell 
beautifully  down  towards  it ;  and  on  the  oppo- 
Hte  Bide,  rose  fine  woods  of  birch,  the  boughs 
overhanging  the  river.  A  rustic  bridge  added 
lo  the  picturesque  appearance  of  the  landscape. 
The  river,  after  being  enlarged  by  many  streams 
from  the  neighbouring  hills,  flowed  about  half- 
a-mile  to  the  lake  below,  which,  from  the  front 
of  che  house,  was  seen  in  fidl  beauty.     The 
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mountains  were  covered  with  trees,  some  rocky 
and  barren  to  the  water's  edge ;  while  the  rugged 
Bumniits  of  them  all,  presented  every  variety  of 
fantastic  outline. 

"  But  what  must  this  be,  when  the  leaves  of 
summer  have  covered  those  beautiful  trees !  I 
do  not  wonder,"  Mr.  Herbert  exclaimed,  as  he 
lingered  a  moment,  and  examined  with  attentive 
admiration,  the  shape  and  beauty  of  an  ancient 
oak  of  magnificent  dimensions,  "at  the  strong 
and  unaffected  interest  which  English  country- 
gentlemen  take  in  their  trees.  There  is  cer- 
tainly something,  as  an  author  remarks,  '  august 
and  solemn,  in  the  great  avenues  of  stately  oaks 
that  gather  their  branches  high  in  air,  and  seem 
to  reduce  the  pedestrians  beneath  them  to  mere 
pigmies.  An  avenue  of  oaks  and  elms  is  the 
true  colonnade  tliat  should  lead  to  a  gentleman's 
house ;  as  to  stone  and  marble,  any  one  can  rear 
them  at  once— they  are  the  work  of  a  day  ; 
but  commend  me  to  the  colonnades  that  have 
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grown  old  and  great  in  the  family^  and  tell  by 
4eir  grandeur  how  long  the  family  have  en- 
dared, — 

'A  living  gallery  of  aged  trees.'  " 

**  Lord  Elmsdale,"  replied  Alice,  "  possesses 
that  feeling  to  the  most  enthusiastic  excess ;  it 
is  with  great  difficulty  that  he  can  be  persuaded 
to  have  any  trees  cut  down.  To  some  he  looks 
with  reverence,  as  having  been  planted  by  his 
ancestors;  to  others,  with  a  kind  of  paternal 
feeling,  as  having  been  planted  by  himself;  and 
he  declares  that  ^he  feels  a  kind  of  awe  in 
bringing  down,  with  a  few  strokes  of  the  axe, 
what  it  has  cost  centuries  to  build  up.'  I  con- 
fess I  cannot  but  sympathize  perfectly  in  this 
feeling,  and  I  never  see  a  fine  tree  hewn  down 
without  concern.  As  you  are  also  an  enthusiast 
upon  the  subject,  do  not  those  lines  of  Thomp- 
son please  you  much  ? — they  begin,  I  think,  in 
this  manner, — 
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"Welcome,  ye  shades!  ye  bowery  thicketa,  luilljfl 

Ve  lofty  pines  I  ye  venerable  oaks! 

Ye  ashes  wild,  rcBOunding  o'er  the  steepl 

Delicious  is  your  sbolter  to  the  soul, 

As  to  the  hunted  bart  (he  sallying  spring." 

"  They  are,  indeed,  beautiful,  Miss  Bra 
and  Mr.  Iferbert  was  silent  for  Bome  minttl 
and  then  lie  continued — 

"  It  would  be  diflScult  for  me  to  express  bow- 
happy  I  feel  at  this  moment.  What  a  highly 
favoured  mortal  I  am  I  for  I  have  truly  gained 
the  summit  of  the  wisbea,  which  for  many  yean 
have  been  my  greatest  ambition — my  most  8aii> 
guine  hope.  The  extent  of  my  pictured  felicity 
was  to  have  a  living  of  my  own;  and  if  in  my 
dreams  I  formed  its  structure,  my  most  glowing 
imaginationa  could  not  have  offered  a  result  so 
perfect — so  lovely  as  this.  I  feel  as  if  I  had 
entered  Paradise.  A  life  of  usefulness  —  of 
peaceful  enjoyment,  is,  I  trust,  before  me." 

Alice,  as  she  looked  upon  the  benignant  coun- 
tenance of  her  companion,  now  lighted  up  by 
the  glow  caught  from  the  feeUngs  which  inspired 
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him,  could  not  but  feel  deeply  interceted.  Mr. 
Herbert,  pursuing  the  tntin  of  his  tboughta, 
vent  on  to  say, 

"  My  clerical  life  has  hitherto  been  ^nt 
amidst  the  gloomy  predncts  of  a  college ;  and  to 
find  myself  thus  suddenly  transported  to  scenes 
of  brightness  and  natural  beauty — at  the  same 
tine  whilst  my  eyes  »ie  thus  feasted,  to  inhale 
die  pare  sveet  air  of  the  mouutaiu  breeze — to 
icent  the  balmy  fragrance  of  all  around,  almost 
appears  to  me  too  charming  a  picture  of  exist- 
ence for  reality.  But,"  ho  continued,  after  a 
pause,  which  remained  uninterrupted  by  his 
companion,  "  I  only  trust  I  may  be  sufficiently 
grateful  to  the  source  from  whence  1  derive  all 
this  bliss,  and  endeavour  by  a  conscientious  dis- 
charge of  the  most  important  of  sacred  duties 
that  I  have  undertaken,  to  render  myself  at 
least  not  unworthy  my  vocation." 

The  attention  and  interest  of  Alice  became 
more  and  more  drawn  towards  the  spenker ;  she 
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felt  at  once  confidence,  and  the  assurance,  that 
in  him  she  might  acquire  a  valuable  friend. 

"Would  that  he  had  been  here  before!"  she 
thought;  "what  a  companion — what  an  example 
would  he  have  proved  to  Reginald !" 

And  truly,  what  the  youth  had  lacked  mo&t  in 
the  life  he  had  led  at  home,  was  companionship 
with  more  varieties  of  characters  of  his  own 
age.  He  had  scarcely  ever  associated  with 
those,  whose  society  could  be  of  any  advantage 
to  him,  save  his  two  cousins  j  and  they  were 
both  too  partial  to  be  useful  in  the  improvement 
of  his  mind.  They  thought  him  perfection ; 
therefore  not  seeing  his  errors,  how  could  they 
point  them  out  ? 

£dward  was  a  quiet,  grave  youth,  amiable 
and  good,  but  the  very  reverse  in  disposition  to 
the  impetuous  Reginald.  His  tastes  were  pure 
and  humble,  and  he  had  no  thoughts  of  aspiring 
beyond  the  sphere  in  which  ho  had  lived  so 
hnppily. 

It  was  one  possessing  kindred  sentiments — 
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ideas,  refined  almost  to  verging  on  the  romantic 
—acute  sensibility,  tempered  by  Bound  sense, 
and  »  knowledge  and  experience  of  the  world, 
that  would  have  been  the  friend  to  gain  an 
ascendancy  over  the  mind  of  our  hero,  and 
impart  a  healthy  tone  to  his  feelings. 

Alice  sighed  sadly,  as  she  thoaght  of  all  this. 
Unavailing  regrets  would  intrude  themselves, 
ud  she  felt  more  tlian  ever  oppressed ;  but  after 
valking  some  time  siJcntly  by  her  compaQion> 
»he  remembered  that  she  was  guilty  almost  of 
rudeness  towards  Mr.  Herbert,  and  tried  to 
rouse  herself  to  the  necessity  of  exertion;  and 
it  was  some  relief  to  her  when  they  arrived  at  n 
■nail  gale  that  led  into  the  village. 

There  her  thoughts  were  soon  diverted  into 
the  channel  which  chased  away,  for  a  space, 
every  other  reflection;  for  in  the  midst  of  her 
poor  neighbours,  her  own  selfish  feelings — 
thoughts  and  sorrows,  were  always  forgotten. 
Xlie  time  now  psused  quickly,  and  with  vivid 
satisfaction ;  for  it  was  indeed  delightful  to  find 
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how  completely  Mr.  Herbert  at  once  entered 
into  her  own  views  and  sentiments,  with  regard 
to  many  who  were  suffering,  both  from  mental 
and  bodiiy  anguish.  She  saw  that  he  could 
administer  solace  to  every  variety  uf  sorrow  > 
for  whilst,  with  liherahty  which  sprung  from  the 
dictates  of  a  generous  sou],  assisted  by  the  wel- 
come appendage  of  a  good  income,  he  was 
enabled  to  supply  their  temporal  wants,  at  the 
same  time  he  endeavoured  to  instil  into  their 
minds  that  peace,  which  none  of  the  things  of 
this  world  can  bestow.  His  were  not  specula- 
tive ideas,  of  benevolence,  but  an  active  pria- 
ciple,  flowing  from  his  tieart,  as  from  a  fountain, 
whence  all  the  virtues  of  benignity,  generosity, 
andcompassion  issued,  as  so  many  native  streams. 
Every  moment  that  now  elapsed,  brought  with  it 
delight  to  Alice ;  and  when  she  returned  home, 
after  some  hours  thus  profitably  spent,  her 
feelings  were  re&eshed  and  invigorated.  The 
weakness  that  had  obscured  her  usually  strong 
and  well-directed  mind,  she  had  now  the  power 
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to  shake  off.  She  remembered,  that  even  to  the 
most  insignificant  mortal,  important  duties  are 
assigned ;  and  she  recollected  that  all  hers  had 
been  neglected — forgotten ! 

She  thought  of  her  dear  delightful  uncle,  who, 
in  the  midst  of  all  his  own  regrets,  seemed  to 
think  most  of  those  which  she  endured.  She 
had  been  unmindful  of  his  feelings — selfish — 
weak!  She  would  rouse  her  slumbering  energies, 
she  would  be  herself  again;  the  path  of  duty 
most  be  performed,  and  that  alone.     Duty, 

"I  call  thee:  I tnyself  commend 

Unto  thy  guidance  from  this  hour; 

Oh !  let  my  weakness  have  an  end ! 

Give  unto  me,  made  lowly  wise, 

The  spirit  of  self-sacrifice; 

The  confidence  of  reason  give ; 

And  in  the  light  of  truth  thy  bondman  let  me  live." 

It  was  with  softened  feelings,  that  Alice 
thought  upon  Mr.  Herbert,  as  he  bent  over 
the  bed  of  sickness,  or  endeavoured,  by  words 
that  were  eloquent,  though  simple,  to  comfort 
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some    afflicted    soul  ;    the    expressioii    which 
beamed  from  his  counteDance,  seemed  to  say, — 

"I  come  tu  soothe  the  anguiah  of  your  souls, 

And  tesch  your  steps  to  know  the  patha  of  peace." 

She  felt  assured,  that  all  her  plana  of  beneTfr- 

lence  and  amelioration,  for  which  she  had  so  long 
unavailingly  sighed,  were  about  to  be  accom- 
plished ;  she  had  still  something  to  live  for. 
Compassion  for  the  wants  of  others,  is  truly  thfi 
sun  that  enlivens  and  cheers  the  abodes  of  men. 
Full  of  these  ideas,  Alice  again  returned, 
with  renewed  ardour,  to  the  discharge  of  all 
her  cherished  duties  ;  repeating  to  herself,  as  she 
prepared  to  meet  her  uncle  and  brother  at 
their  noon-day  repast,  these  words,  which  the 
improved  state  of  her  mind,  and  the  occurrences 
of  the  morning,  suggested  pertinaciously  to  her 
imaginatioD, — 

"Say,  shall  the  joy, 

(Pxire  u  the  wcred  source  from  whence  it  ipringi, 
Which  then  exalts  the  aoiil,)  shall  this  expire! 
Forbid  it  Heaven!" 


CHAPTER  XII. 

**  As  early  as  I  knew 
This  town,  I  had  the  sense  to  hate  it  too/* 


"  There  was  a  grace 
Peculiar  to  herself,  ev'n  from  the  first ; 
Shadows  and  thoughtfVdness  you  seemed  to  trace 
Upon  that  hrow,  and  then  a  sudden  burst 
Of  sunniness  and  laughter  sparkled  out, 
And  spread  their  rays  of  joyfulness  about." 

The  letters  which  now  arrived  at  Elmsdale, 
horn  Reginald,  were  most  interesting,  from  the 
naive  descriptions  which  he  gave  of  the  scenes 
around  him.  For  the  most  part,  they  contained 
glowing  accounts  of  his  happiness  ;  although  at 
times  they  were  tinctured  by  feelings  of  partial 
gloom.     But  these  sombre  shadows  became  gra- 
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dually  less  frequent.  He  espatiated  witl 
utmoBt  warmth  upon  tlie  kindness,  both  of  tfis 
Earl  and  his  Countess.  The  family  still  con- 
tinued in  Londoa — their  continental  journey 
had  been  deferred  by  business,  which  still  de- 
tained Lord  Elmsdale  in  England. 

At  first  it  was  a  source  of  regret  to  Regi- 
nald, for  never  having  before  visited  the  great 
metropohs,  this  was  rather  a  trj-ing  moment  to 
make  his  first  appearance.  In  the  noisy  and  tur- 
bulent vortex  of  this  modern  Babylon. 

To  arrive  in  London,  for  the  first  time,  in  the 
height  of  its  season,  must  be  most  striking  to 
the  uninitiated.  The  confusion — the  whirl — 
the  dissipation — even  the  business  of  amuse- 
ment, doubtless  appears  as  laborious  and  Ul- 
tiguing,  as  any  other  description  of  hard  labour. 
Then  the  society  I  so  different  from  that  which 
Begiuald  had  beheved  he  should  find  it,  gave  a 
bouleversemenl  at  once  to  all  the  ideas  which  be 
had  formed  in  his  mind.     In  his  innocence)  he 
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fimded^  that  the  great — the  estimable,  must  be 
the  good — ^the  talented ;  but  now  his  bewildered 
eje,  beheld  in  the  world  of  fashion,  into  which 
he  was  introduced,  persons  courted  and  con- 
sidered, who  possessed  very  different  quahfica- 
tions  to  those  he  had  always  admired — so  ex- 
alting both  to  the  heart  and  head. 

It  seemed  as  if  light  articles  alone  could  float 
on  the  stream  of  fashionable  life ;  the  lighter  the 
more  buoyant,  and  the  more  they  were  upheld. 
And  of  what  use  was  a  cultivated  mind  ?  This 
was  the  idea  that  presented  itself  to  his  surprised 
and  startled  imagination — of  what  avail  infor- 
mation, learning,  strong  sense,  and  great  abili- 
ties, when  such  empty-headed  coxcombs,  whose 
conversation  was  all  froth,  not  one  solid  idea 
interrupting  its  firivolous  current,  and  whose 
sole  merit  seemed  to  consist  in  their  elaborate 
dress — their  well  trimmed  whiskers,  were  court- 
ed and  caressed,  and  considered  the  very  mag- 
nates of  the  London  world  ? 
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Our  myEtified  hero  lUtencil  and  stared,  « 
unfeigned  country  amazement,  tnucli  to  the 
delight  of  the  lively  little  Countess,  who  greatly 
amused  herself,  by  watching  the  astonished  ei- 
pression  of  his  countenance.  And  how  heartily 
would  she  laugh,  when  she  contrived  to  draw 
him  out,  and  elicit  from  him,  remarks  full  of 
naivele,  and  to  which  even  Lord  Elmsdale  could 
not  help  listening,  with  a  degree  of  curiosity  and 
enteitainment- 

The  Countess's  favourite  occupation  now,  was 
trying  to  further  surprise,  and  bewilder  him ; 
and  she  always  endeavoured  to  play  off,  in  his 
presence,  any  persons  wliose  peculiarities  or  ab- 
Gurdities,  she  was  certain  would  strike  his  un~ 
sophisticated  mind.  Lord  Elmsdale  would  fain 
have  endeavoured  to  check  the  vivacious  little 
lady.  He  knew  that  her  heart  was  kindness, 
and  goodncEs  itself;  but  she  was  very  young, 
and  also  very  clever,  and  her  singular  education 
had  given  a  peculiar  bias  to  her  mind,  which 
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ratlier  ioduced  a  coatenpt  for  any  thing  like 
inferiority,  and  a  great  BOflccptibiUty  in  discover- 
ing it  in  those  with  whom  it  was  her  lot  to  asBO- 
ciate.  She  owned  also  a  quick  perception  of 
the  ridiculous,  which  Lord  Elmedale,  who  was 
all  charity  and  benerolence,  was  anxious  to 
curb ;  dreading  that  it  might  engender  a  spirit 
of  satire,  a  habit  which  he  considered  not  only 
illiberal,  but  unchristian-like — nay,  even  un- 
femimne. 

But  still  there  was  so  much  fun  and  frohc  in 
all  that  Lady  Elmsdale  did ;  she  was  so  really 
witty,  and  entered  with  such  hghtsome  glee  into 
all  the  absnidity,  the  minauderies  of  fashionable 
life,  that  even  hei  more  prudent  Lord  could  not 
at  times  resist  participating  in  it ;  but  in  the 
midst  of  a  laugh  which  one  of  her  sallies  might 
have  elicited,  a  cloud  would  come  over  his 
coniiteiiance,  and  he  wotJd  shake  his  head,  al- 
most angry  with  himself,  for  giving  even  tacit 
t  to  a  tendency  which  his  better 
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judgment  told  him  might  in  time  increase,J 
be  carried  too  far. 

One  morning,  as  she  vae  sitting  before  him 
at  their  breakfast  table,  looking,  aa  she  ever  did  i 
at  that  early  hour,  bo  fresh  and  fair,  like 

"The  bright  moTning  star,  day's  harbinger," 

the  Earl  gazed  with  sofliened  pleasure  on  her 
smiling,  happy  countenance,  upon  which  the  Wb 
of  hfe  had  not  yet  left  one  trace — one  cloud. 
He  was  silent  for  some  moments,  with  his  eyes 
fixed  upon  her  speaking  face,  whilst  she  coa- 
tiaued  to  talk  gaily  on,  of  all  her  projects  for 
the  day ;  amongst  which  was  a  dinner  party  that 
she  had  formed  for  that  evening :  but  this  sub- 
ject seemed  to  recal  the  Earl  from  the  very 
pleasant  reverie  in  which  he  had  been  indulging, 
for  he  immediately  looked  more  BeriouB,  and 
said, 

"  By-the-bye,  ray  dear  Nina,  this  is  all  very 
veil  between  ourselves,  but  pray  let  me  beseech 
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pa  to  behave  properly  this  creiiiiig,  and  do  the 
lianouxs  of  your  hoiue  with  dignity." 

"Why  should  you  doubt  it  ?"  replied  Nina, 
hogbing  ;  "  if  you  like,  I  will  wear  my  turban 
Igaia,  and  put  do  an  air  of  pomposity,  that  will 
quite  astonish  you." 

"  I  really  am  not  joking  now,"  continoed  the 
Earl,  grarety.  "  You  know  this  has  been  your 
own  inritation  to  my  aunt ;  I  had  no  hand  in 
entailing  upon  you,  what  no  doubt  you  consider 
u  infliction;  therefore,  you  must  at  least  en- 
deavour to  make  yourself  agreeable  to  the  old 

My-" 

Fear  not,"  said  Nina ;  "  I  am  prepared  for 
erery  thing." 

I  must  confess,  I  think  you  have  asked  a 
most  extraordinary  party  to  meet  her.  Tou 
to  me  to  have  picked  them  out  of  the  most 
(^posite  set«.  They  will  all  look  with  horror 
upon  each  other,  and  vote  the  whole  affair  a 
nuisance.  You  ought  to  learn,  little  lady,  that 
1  2 


the  great  art  in  making  society  agreeable,  is 
by  judicionBly  mixing  people  together.  Nerw 
think  of  asking  those,  who  may  probably  look 
askance  at  the  person  who  chances  to  eit  next 
to  them  at  dinueT,  and  consider  themselTM 
quite  contaminated  by  the  vicinity.  Lady  Gna- 
tham  will  feel  horrified  at  being  obliged  to 
breath  the  same  atmoBphere  as  the  Stapletons ; 
and  the  Stapletons  will  think  they  have  lost 
caste,  by  being  asked  to  meet  the  parvenu*, 
Mrs.  Delagrace  and  her  husband." 

Nina  was  much  amused. 

"  Never  mind,  my  dear  lord,"  she  exclaimed; 
"what  can  it  stgniiy  for  once?  You  know  we 
are  going  abroad,  and  all  my  sins  and  gauckeriei 
will  be  quite  forgotten,  ere  I  return.  To  tell 
you  the  simple  honest  truth,  it  has  all  been 
arranged  with  the  view  to  one  end — and  that  i>, 
pour  vt'amuser.  If  you  knew  how  Be^nald 
entertains  me  I  It  is  better  than  any  comedy, 
to  watch  the  countenance  of  amazement,  and 
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sometimes  of  horror  unfeignedy  with  which  he 
examines  people.  Brought  up  as  he  has  been, 
at  that  primitiye  cormtry  place— drawing  all  his 
ideas  of  human  nature  from  books — haying  seen 
but  one  model  of  a  gentleman,  and  that  one 
much  too  perfect  to  be  met  with  again  in  the 
world/'  and  here  she  looked  proudly  upon 
her  husband,  ''  he  is  utterly  confounded  by  the 
novelty  and  absurdity,  of  the  characters,  with 
which  he  meets  in  every  direction.  Now  I 
wish  to  shew  him  specimens  of  different  kinds  of 
monsters,  and  watch  the  effect  they  will  produce 
upon  his  astonished  senses — of  course,  I  do  not 
include  your  aunt  among  these  bipeds." 

Lord  Ebnsdale  shook  his  head,  half  smiling, 
half  reproachfully ;  and  on  Reginald  at  this  mo- 
ment entering  the  room,  the  subject  changed 
into  another  channel. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


"Oh!  then,  I  tee  Queen  Mnb  hath  been  with  jriMl 


OrawD  with  a  team  of  little  atomies." 


The  hours  were  becoming  bright  ai 
to  our  hero.  Every  day  that  pasBed,  reconciled 
him  more  to  his  new  mode  of  life.  Indeed  it 
would  be  impossible  to  imagine  a  more  delight- 
ful entree  into  the  world.  Lord  Elmsdale,  who 
from  his  infancy  had  regarded  him  with  interest, 
now  treated  him  as  if  he  were  a  young  brother  ; 
and  although  hia  situation  was  ostensibly  that 
of  secretary)  as  yet  his  services  had  been 
little  required,  though  he  was  most  anxious  to 
be   employed  by  his  patron ;    for   it   was  hii 
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Its 


pmidest  ambitioii  to  render  his  talants  ia  any 
viy  osefo).  His  moniingB  be  aJirayB  iatended 
to  pass  m  the  library,  or  in  Lord  EInudale'c 
ttndy,  vbere  a  cterk  was  generally  engaged  in 
inmscribtiig  papers,  and  who  was  deputed  to 
initiate  Iteginald  into  the  basiness  of  his  eecre- 
tUyahip.  But  he  had  oflexi  many  interruptionR 
to  these  studies.  The  window  of  the  room  in 
which  he  worked,  opened  upon  the  terrace 
Indiag  to  the  pretty  garden — a  real  treasure  to 
1  London  mansion,  and  his  thoughts  were  too 
oAen  distracted  by  the  sight  of  Nina  flitting 
bukwaids  and  forwards;  and  not  an&equently 
did  she  put  her  head  into  the  open  window,  and 
call  him  away  to  assist  In  some  scheme  which  at 
ttiat  moment  was  her  bobby. 

She  had  soon  discovered  that  he  was  ex- 
Cremely  clever  in  more  than  one  way.  No  one 
possessed  such  a  profound  knowledge  in  tJie 
management  of  birds,  and  the  various  pets  with 
which  she  had  filled  the  house  and  garden.  And 
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then,  in  the  arrangement  of  her  flowers,  •who 
had  such  exquisite  taste  ? — and  she  had  always 
vases  to  fill,  or  birds  to  instal  in  new  cages,  or 
some  occupation  of  this  sort  with  which  to  em- 
ploy him  :  and  how  could  Reginald  resist  the 
sweet  voice  which  called  to  him,  in  a  playful,  but 
peremptory  tone,  to  put  down  hie  pen,  and 
follow  her  ? 

And  when  graver  pursuits  were  the  order  of 
the  day,  his  services  were  equally  in  requisition. 
If  she  found  any  difficulty  in  her  German  exer- 
cise,  Reginald  was  as  useful  as  a  dictionary.  No 
one  airanged  her  drawing  materials  so  commo- 
diously,  or  mixed  her  colours  with  so  much 
judgment.  Then  again,  iu  her  musical  studies, 
he  was  a  perfect  treasure.  She  soon  discovered 
that  he  was  a  very  superior  musician  to  herself, 
his  voice  so  fine  that  it  was  a  treat  to  listen  to 
it ;  nothing  afforded  her  more  pleasure  than 
to  accompany  him  on  the  piano-forte,  and  it 
required   some   persuasion    to    induce    her    to 
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MDgle  her  voice  in  dueta  nith  bis,  aa  she  loved 
M  listen  lo  the  uninterrupted  cadence  of  the 
splendid  notes,  and  the  singularly  vell-taaght 
msimer  in  which  he  performed  every  song. 
And  then  again,  the  guitar! — he  played  much 
better  than  Nina,  and  he  was  for  ever  called 
upon  either  to  tune  it,  or  to  place  her  pretty 
fingers  on  the  string?  when  some  difficult  pas- 
■age  uccorred. — A  dangerous  occupation,  it  may 
be  imagined,  when  the  youth  of  the  musician  is  ~ 
considered ! 

"  B^inald,"  cried  Lady  Elmsdale,  as  she  one 
morning  suddenly  burst  into  the  study,  in  which 
he  was  writing,  "  my  new  ponies  and  phaeton 
>re  at  the  door.  Such  loves — iuch  exquisite 
tittle  beauties ;  and  is  it  not  provoking? — Ijord 
Elmsdale  was  obhged  to  go  down  to  that  tiie- 
some  Foreign  Office,  and  I  fear  I  shall  not  be 
able  to  drive  them  to-day,  as  he  says  that  I  must 
have   a   gentleman  with  me  the  first  time,  iu 
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case  they  might  not  be  quite  quiet.  How  to^ 
meoting  I  I  wish  all  politics  and  diplomatics, 
and  all  that  stupid  business,  had  fixed  tbem- 
themeelves  upon  any  shoulders,  save  thoee  of 
my  buBband  ;  they  invariably  interfere  with 
everything  that  is  the  least  agreeable,"  and  the 
poor  little  Countess  looked  half  ready  to  cry. 
But  in  another  moment,  her  countenance  cleared 
up,  and  she  exclaimed  :  "  By-thc-bye,  why  caat 
you  go  with  me  ?  Not  that  there  is  the  least 
occasion  for  any  one  to  have  the  slighteGt  fear  of 
my  not  being  able  to  manage  them.  I  hava 
been  accustomed  to  drive  ever  since  I  could  hold 
reins.  I  made  my  first  debul  in  a  goat-cart} 
then  I  was  promoted  to  a  donkey  -  ch  aise ;  and 
afterwards,  to  my  own  httle  pony  carriage  at 
home.  I  can  toll  you  there  is  not  a  better  whip 
in  London ;  and  of  course  you  know  something 
of  the  science,  do  you  not  ?  and  could  assist  mc 
in  case  of  any  dilemma  ? — not  that  there  is  the 
most  distant  chance  of  my  feeling   at  a  lou- 
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However,  at  all  erents,  go  I  must,  and  will,"  abe 
continaed,  as  Reginald  began  to  cndcaronr  to 
pcnuade  her  to  wait  till  Hie  raorroir,  when 
Lord  Elmadale  would  be  at  leisure  to  accom- 
pany her. 

"  It  is  all  very  well  for  you  to  preach,"  she 
coDtinqed ;  "  yoa  may  possess  more  patient 
qoahttcs  than  are  in  my  compoaitioD.  I  can- 
not eodnro  putting  off— suspense  gives  me  a 
perfect  fever :  so  mind  you  are  ready,  Mr. 
Reginald ;"  and  ehe  darted  off,  and  rctnined  so 
quickly,  that  her  movements  might  indeed  have 
been  compared  to  a  flash  of  lightning. 
"  Now,"  she  exclaimed,  "  let  us  be  off." 
Certabily  there  never  was  seen  a  prettier 
tum-oat.  It  was  truly  a  fairy  equipage  ;  every 
put  so  beautifully  appointed:  ponies,  harness, 
outriders,  all  en  suite.  Nina  was  in  perfect 
raptures.  With  the  &esh  and  joyful  delight 
of  a  child,  she  looked  again  and  again  at  her 
beautiful   toy,   stroked   and   patted,   and   even 
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Bt,  wten  m^^ 


Idssed  her  new  pets;  and  at  last,  ^ 
bad  taken  her  seat,  and  in  a  very  scientific  and 
experienced  manner  gathered  up  the  reins,  and 
brandished  the  light  whip,  with  which  she  was 
to  admonish  the  little  animals,  Reginald,  before 
he  placed  himself  by  her  side,  could  not  help 
pausing  for  a  moment,  to  gaze  with  an  eye  of 
admiration  upon  the  tout  ensemble.  She  looked 
tmly  the  little  fidry  queen,  formed  to  guide, 
with  her  small,  but  skilful  hands,  the  tiny  steeds. 
She  wore  a  pale  pink  bonnet,  which  cast  its 
soft  tint  of  rose  upon  her  fair  cheeks,  also  gently 
flushed  by  pleasure ;  lighting  up  her  eyes,  which 
sparkled  &om  the  pleased  emotions  with  which 
her  bosom  was  filled.  Her  mouth  was  dim- 
pled with  smiles ;  never  had  she  looked  sweeter 
— more  fascinating;  and  Reginald  thought  it 
would  be  almost  a  sin  to  spoil  the  effect,  by 
taking  his  scat  by  her  side ;  all  was  before  in 
character,  every  thing  in  minature.  He  ftlt  that 
he  should  belike  a  monster  tn  that  small  vehicle. 
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Ftin  would  he  have  walked,  as  a  captive  iu 
olden  times,  by  the  side  of  her  diminotive 
triumphal  car ;  for  an  instant  he  was  qaile 
lost  in  pleased  contemplation,  from  whi(h 
reverie  he  was  soon  roused,  by  Nina's  exclaim- 
ii^,  impadently,  "  Come,  make  baete,  and  get 
in,  B^inald ;"  and  in  another  moment  he  was 
lealed,  and  giving  a  flourish  with  her  whip,  otf 
tbey  dashed. 

The  ponies,  though  fall  of  spirit,  were  beau- 
tifolly  trained ;  Lord  Elmsdale  had  laboured 
to  make  them  all  perfection,  and  their  education 
had  been  conducted  with  the  utmost  care.  Ever 
attentive  to  the  elightest  wish  of  hie  dearly 
loved  little  wife,  he  had  bestowed  both  time  and 
attention  to  please  her  in  this  instance. 

"  How  beautifully  they  go,"  she  exclaimed,  in 
ecstatic  delight :  "  dear,  kind  Lord  Elmsdale  1 
Reginald,  I  shall  just  drive  them  round  the 
Park,  to  give  them  a  little  trial,  and  accustom  my 
hand,  and  then  we  will  turn  their  heads  towards 
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the  time  wfeen 


Whitehall ;  it  will  be  just  about  the  t 

my  Lord  will  be  leaving  the  Foreign  Office,  and 

we  shall  meet  him.     I  am  sure  you  will  not 

mind  my   asking  you   to   give   him   up   your 

place." 

To  this  proposition  Reginald,  of  course,  readily 
aisented. 

And  now  they  were  in  the  Park,  which, 
although  it  was  rather  an  early  hour,  began 
rapidly  to  fill.  All  eyea  were  soon  fixed  upon 
the  new  turn-out,  which  certainly  was  unique; 
and  many  an  admiring  glance,  a  rude  stare, 
and  glasses  innumerable,  were  turned  upon  the 
elegant  yoimg  Countess. 

Nothing  could  be  more  graceful  than  the 
manner  in  which  Nina  acquitted  herself  in  her 
new  character ;  for  while,  with  skill  and  dex- 
terity unlooked  for  in  one  so  young,  and  delicate 
in  appearance,  she  perfectly  managed  the 
ponies,  there  was  no  trace  approaching  to 
masculine  in  her  mode  of  driving ;  she  was  lady- 


tHB  LrTTLE  WIPE, 


183 


like — feminine  as  ever.  But  little  did  the 
heed  the  flattering  maimer  in  which  hn'  ap- 
pearance was  bailed ;  she  was  entirely  >tl>earbe<) 
in  the  innocent  pleasure  with  which  her  new 
acquisition  had  inspired  her ;  and  perhaps  never 
VBs  there  a  Conntese  bom,  who  so  little 
TBlued  general  adulation,  as  herself.  Perchance 
the  feeling  might  be  all  to  come  :  we  trust 
it  may  never  arrive. 

Her  present  state  was  very  beautiful ;  for  at 
the  period  to  which  we  now  allude,  in  the 
nngleness,  and  peculiar  freshness  and  purity 
of  her  mind,  the  delight  produced  by  admiration, 
arose  from  one  source  alone  ;  sweet,  blessed 
Btream  1  that  which,  as  an  earthly  sentiment,  is 
nM»t  to  be  prized.  To  this  young  being,  her 
husband  was  her  all — her  world  1  her  spotless 
mind  untainted  by  example,  unperverted  by 
the  false  medium — by  which  the  heart  too 
often  is  biassed,  from  the  effects  of  neglected 
education — unguarded  childhood  — companion- 
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HUbiBway  ^yam  to  be  q«iie  gvug  oat  of 

iwiiDO — BoC,  w  tt  used  fotwtBnj  to  w^  ib  nte 

neof  mtme:  in  the  year  1^1,  ia  it  not 

R  OMMdercd  a  regular  barter — a  qaestioa  of  mer- 

Tb*  aflectioa  Nina  felt  bt  her  basband,  was 
fibatte  and  excliuive,  as  the  love  eo  t 
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described  by  Milton — ^tbe  first  bright  flame 
which  ever  wafted  the  fragrant  essence  of  con- 
nubial tendemess^-the  first  which  emanated 
from  the  mortal  soul;  and  trolj^  with  the 
then  spotless  Eve^  did  her  feelings  harmonize 
in  the  sentiments  poured  forth^  in  those  beau- 
tifbl  lines  so  familiar^  probably,  to  every  reader, 
bat  still  from  their  harmony  always  pleasing  to 
the  ear :  with  sincerity  her  heart  could  respond 
to  the  effusion  of  devotion  there  described. 

"  My  author  and  disposer,  what  thou  bidd'st 
Unargued  I  obey  :  so  God  ordains ; 
God  is  thy  law,  thou  mine :  to  know  no  more 
Is  woman's  happiest  knowledge,  and  her  praise. 
With  thee  conversing,  I  forget  all  time ; 
AH  seasons,  and  their  change,  all  please  alike. 
Sweet  is  the  breath  of  mom,  her  rising  sweet, 
With  charm  of  earliest  birds ;  pleasant  the  sun 
When  first  on  this  delightful  land  he  spreads 
His  orient  beams,  on  herb,  tree,  fruit  and  flower, 
Glistering  with  dew :  fragrant  the  fertile  earth 
After  soft  showers ;  and  sweet  the  coming  on 
Of  grateful  evening  mild ;  then  silent  night, 
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With  thU  hor  goleinn  bird,  and  thia  fair  moon, 
Ani  these  the  gems  of  heaven,  her  stany  train : 

But  neilher  breath  of  mom,  when  she  aacenda 
With  charm  of  earlieet  birds ;  nor  rising  sun 
Of  this  delightful  land  ;  nor  herb,  fruit,  aovrer 
Gliitering  with  dew  ;  iiur  fragrance  after  ihoireiad 
Nor  grateful  evening  mild  ;  nor  eilent  night, 
With  this  ber  solemn  bird;  nor  walk  by  moon, 
Orglitlering  starlight,  without  thee  is  sweet." 


But  I  have  made  a  strange  digression, 
Hyde  Park,  to  the  garden  of  Eden — extraor- 
dinary, indeed,  from  its  melancboly  contrast, 
of  perfect  happiness — perfect  innocence — perfect 
beauty — a  contrast  truly  to  the  garden  in  which 
men  and  Tcomen  walk,  in  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury !  The  scale  is  surely  fallen  from  thdr 
eyes;  they  have  indeed  tasted  of  the  tree  of 
knowledge ;  they  can  distingtiish  good  from 
evil — ^hut  how  do  they  use  this  superior  wi§- 
dom  ?  Alas — alas  !  it  does  but  heap  upon  their 
own  heads,  misery  and  destruction  ! 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

"  Rien  ne  pr^  plus  an  ridicule,  que  cette  manie  de 
le  croire  audessus  de  ce  qu'on  est,  de  s'attribuer  un  m^rite 
qu'on  n'a  pas,  de  se  persuader  qu'on  fixe  tons  les  regards, 
que  Ton  sonmet  tons  les  ccenrs;  tandis  qn'on  est  a  peine 
remarqu^  des  gens  senses,  et  que  les  antres  ne  nous  dis- 
tingnent  que  pour  s'amuser  a  nos  d^pens,  et  nous  designer 
comme  Tobjet  de  leurs  railleries,  et  le  jouet  de  la  soci^t^." 
•  •  •  •  • 

"Oh!  wad  some  power  the  giftie  gie  us. 
To  see  oursells  as  others  see  us, 
It  would  frae  monie  a  blunder  free  us, 
And  foolish  notion.'* 

But  to  return  to  the  young  pair,  who  as  yet 
bore  more  resemblance  to  our  original  parents, 
in  their  unmixed  state  of  bliss,  than  the  world 
in  general;  inasmuch,  as  they  had  not  yet  fallen 
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under  tlie  withering  power  of  the  tempter. 
Hence,  happy  and  guileless  in  their  innocence, 
they  drank  freely  of  the  cup  of  enjoyment 
which  was  held  to  iheir  lipsj  and  as  merrily 
they  wended  their  way  through  the  intricacies 
of  carriages,  horses,  and  pedestriana,  the  sweet 
peal  of  Nina's  gay  laugh  might  have  been 
heard  by  those  who  passed  her. 

Beginald's  naivete,  as  we  have  before  said, 
afforded  her  no  shght  amusement :  not  that  he  at 
all  aimed  at  anything  approaching  to  witticisms ; 
he  merely  uttered  his  thoughts  aloud,  and  they 
were  very  original.  From  having  lived  bo  com- 
pletely in  retirement,  everything  he  saw,  strati 
him  as  "passing  strange."  Not  only  was  Nina 
much  entertained  by  his  remarks,  but  there  w» 
a  little  feeling  of  childish  pride,  at  her  own 
superior  worldly  wisdom. 

She  had  learned,  indeed,  to  distinguish  in  a 
degree  between  nature  and  art ;  and  whilst 
Reginald   was  extacising    over   the   extraordl- 
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nary  tint  and  beauty  of  a  complexion,  which  had 
dusled  his  astonished  eyes,  a«  some  fair  lady 
passed  them,  the  deceptive  shade  of  a  crimson 
blind  also  lending  its  infiuence,  to  enhance  the 
effect,  she  could  detect  that  the  roses  and  lilies 
bad  been  booghl.  And  then  the  horrified  ex- 
pression of  his  di^iist,  at  the  appearance  of 
some  well-known  exquisite,  whose  drcsa,  man- 
ners, and  general  lournure,  had  long  passed 
current  53  the  perfection  of  Con,  and  upon  whose 
model  all  the  rising  generation  of  dandies  had 
formed  their  costume  and  address  1  To  his  un- 
accustomed eye,  the  elaborate  attire — the  studied 
air — the  grimace  of  refinement,  of  many  of 
the  men,  who  were  considered  quite  of  the 
"  right  xort"  by  the  London  belles,  were,  to  hia 
untutored  semes,  objects  of  ridicule,  almost 
exciting  his  laughter.  There  was'  something, 
he  thought,  so  unnatural  in  their  appearance 
I  unlike  men! — a  species  of  biped,  which 
had  a  strange  intermingling  of  the  ourang  ou- 
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tang  in  their  nature ;  bo  entirely  did  they 
appear  to  him  disSgured,  rather  than  improredy 
by  the  perfect  distortion  of  the  human  fornii 
which  they  presented. 

But  Reginald  wae  a  complete  "  country  cou- 
sin." He  had  a  great  deal  to  learn.  He  had 
to  discover  that  men  in  London,  and  men  in  the 
country,  are  quite  a  different  genus;  and  in 
the  bewilderment  of  his  ideas,  he  gave  utter- 
ance to  all  his  astonished  thoughts :  this  mu 
delicious  to  Lady  Elmsdale.  But  for  a  few  m^ 
ments,  nothing  had  occurred  to  call  forth  any 
further  exclamation ;  and  Nina  was  fearing  that 
ftll  her  fun  was  over,  when  Eeginald  exclaimed, 
really  in  a  tone  almost  of  concern, — 

"  Do  look  at  that  poor  woman.  Lady  Elms- 
dale,"  at  the  same  time  directing  his  glance 
towards  an  open  carriage,  that  was  passing.  "  I 
always  think  her  so  very  interesting;  and  I  am 
sure  she  must  be  a  great  invalid." 

Lady  Llmsdale  looked  quickly  round. 
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"  I  hare  often  observed  her  before/'  he  con- 
tinaed,  ''when  I  have  been  riding  with  Lord 
Ehnsdaloj  and  always  wondered  who  she  was ; 
the  looks  so  languid  and  drooping." 

^Do  you  mean  Mrs.  Delagrace?"  exclaimed 
Niaa,  staring  with  anything  but  a  sympathetic 


''I  mean  that  lady,"  exclaimed  Reginald^ 
pointing  to  the  same  carriage^  which  had  turned, 
and  was  now  coming  towards  them,  and  dis- 
played to  their  full  view  a  fashionable-looking 
woman,  enveloped  in  the  folds  of  a  splendid 
Indian  shawl,  and  who  was  not  sitting,  but 
almost  lying  her  full  length  in  the  barouche; 
there  certainly  was  an  air  of  languor  overspread- 
ing her  whole  appearance,  which  gave  every  in- 
dication of  petite  sante.  She  was  accompanied 
by  two  most  elaborately  dressed  children;  and 
her  arm  tenderly  encircled  the  waist  of  the 
little  girl  who  was  seated  by  her  side.] 

It  was  really  a  very  interesting  picture;  quite 
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a  vision  of  repose,  after  the  noisy  animation  of 
the  passing  scene. 

"Capital!"  exclaimed  Nina;  and  she  conld 
have  clapped  her  hands,  had  they  not  been  full 
of  reins  and  whip ;  "  she  U  one  of  ray  very  best 
diaracters — my  charming  Mrs.  Delagracel  Her 
absurdities  have  afforded  me  more  amusement 
than  all  the  rest  of  the  people  put  together,  for 
she  is  genuine  in  her  way ;  her  forte  is  the  per* 
BonificatioD  of  a  would-be  fine  lady,  and  she 
acts  up  to  the  role  most  admirably.  I  am  verj 
proud  of  her,"  she  continued ;  "  she  ia  one  of 
my  choicest  of  pet-monsters,  aud  you  will  see 
more  of  her  at  dinner  to-day." 

Whilst  she  was  thus  speaking,  the  carriage! 
had  nearly  approached  each  other;  and  the 
little  boy,  who  was  sitting  opposite  to  his  mam;!, 
attracted  by  the  sight  of  Lady  Elmsdale's  ponies, 
suddenly  jumped  up,  to  take  a  nearer  survey  of 
them.  Mrs.  Delagrace  was  not  aware,  of  who 
or  what  had  called  forth  this  sudden  moTcmenti 
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she  only  felt  that  ihe  child  had  trodden  veiy 
liolently  on  hn  foot,  which  was  rather  tender, 
and  further  tortared  by  a  tight  satin  shoe. 

Xothing  could  hare  happened  more  propi- 
tiously for  shewing  her  off  to  Reginald  ;  for  in 
B  moment  the  delicate  die-away  creature,  was 
restored  to  the  strength  and  animation  of  the 
ndcst  health.  With  a  heightened  colour,  and 
Hidden  start,  she  grasped  with  a  firm  hand  the 
crimson  velvet  dress  of  thi^  luckless  boy,  and 
forcing  him  back  into  hia  &eat,  said,  in  a  voice 
rhicb  sounded  sharp  and  loud,  "  Alphonso,  you 
mught}-  boy,  sit  still!  Have  I  not  always  told 
rou  that  if  you  even  move  in  the  carriage,  you 
■ball  be  well  punished  ?" 

The  discomfited  Alphonso  coloured  violently, 
but  immediately  settled  himeelf,  and  his  crimson 
Telvet;  and  as  quickly  did  his  mamma  fall  back 
into  all  the  pleasing  languor  of  her  former  posi- 
tion; her  countenance  in  a  moment  returning 
to  its  sweet,  placid,  listless  composure — her  veil 
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drooping  over  her  eyes — her  feathers 
ing  mournfully  on  one  side — all  e-n  auitei 
as  a  handsome  man  passed  the  carriage,  and 
gave  an  admiring  stare  into  it,  she  fondly 
pressed  the  little  girl  towards  her^  and  mid 
in  a  voice  "  aweet  as  the  southern  breeze," 
— "  Sweetest  Meliora,  kiss  your  hand  Co  Captain 
Sylvester." 

Reginald  looked  truly  aghast.  He  budljc 
knew  whether  to  laugh,  or  feel  sorry.  Itwu 
such  a  complete  bouleversement  to  the  ratiiar 
romantic  ideas  he  liad  formed  of  the  lady ;  and 
as,  unperccivcd  by  her,  they  glided  past,  he  ex- 
claimed, "  Well !  I  am  surprised ;  I  should  hare 
imagined  that  nothing  could  ruffle  the  placid!^ 
of  hei  mood." 

"  But,  after  all,"  said  Lady  Elmadale,  "  I  be- 
lieve her  to  be  a  very  good  woman,  av  fondt. 
She  is  an  excellent  wife,  to  a  husband  old  enough, 
to  be  her  father ;  she  is  really  devoted  to  her 
children ;  and  were  it  not  for  her  pretence  of 
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orer-wrought  languid  soUaeaa,  there  would  be 
no  sin  in  telling  a  fidgetty  child  to  ut  still ; 
tutore  will  be  nature;  and  we  have  all  our 
irritable  momeots,  I  suppose.  I  only  quarrel 
with  her,  and  people  in  general,  for  wishing  to 
aaeiuue  a  de^ee  of  perfection  that  is  unnatural, 
It  is  a  species  of  hi.'pocriEy,  in  short ;  and  there 
are  various  descriptions  of  this  rice.  One  kind 
we  practise  towards  ourselves,  without,  1  believe, 
any  intention  of  being  deceitful;  I  mean  the 
endeavour  to  appear  what  we  really  are  not. 
People  have  different  objects  in  view,  in  thus 
seeldng  to  deceive  themselves  and  others.  Some 
try  to  Lbinlc  themselves  more  learned — more 
beautiful ;  Mrs.  Delagrace's  ambition  is  to  im- 
press upon  people  in  genera),  the  idea,  that  she 
ia  the  most  refined  of  the  refined." 

"  But,"  said  Reginald,  "  is  she  consistent  in 
this  attempt  at  fine  laihjism,  or  is  it  only  in  the 
Park  that  it  displays  itself  ?" 

"  Oh !  no,*'  replied  Nina ;  "  the  character  is 
k2 
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thoroughly  supported.  I  wish  you  could  see 
her  bouEe  ; — it  really  is  the  palace  of  fine  fur- 
nituTC.  I  must  allow  that  the  taste  of  its  deco- 
rations is  really  good,  but  too  grand  and  gaudy 
— too  much  for  effect ;  not  a  thought  for  com- 
fort ;  though  still  it  is  all  in  tolerable  judgment. 
The  day  I  called  upon  her,  she  expected  me.  I 
had  an  appointment  vitb  her  husband,  to  see  his 
collection  of  fine  pictures,  of  which  he  imagines 
himself  to  be  a  gre&t  connouteur.  When  I  first 
cnteredtheroom.intowbichi  was  ushered,!  was 
quite  struck  by  the  coup  d'ceil;  the  chastened 
light  —  the  wcll-diBposed  arrrangeraents— and 
above  all,  the  lady  herself,  who,  aa  I  advanced, 
at  first,  did  not  seem  sensible  of  my  approach. 
She  was  seated  on  a  low  ottoman,  surrounded 
by  her  beautiful  children.  The  group  waa 
worthy  the  pencil  of  an  artist.  Her  dress,  al- 
though elaborate,  waa  strictly  in  proper  colour- 
ing ;  rich,  tbougk  apparently  simple.  One 
lovely  girl  was   most  gracefully  presenting  a 
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choice  bouquet  to  her  mother;  xnother  little 
lore,  seated  at  her  feet,  leant  her  Iiead  fondly  | 
agaiast  her  knee,  her  dark  curls  lalling  in  wild 
prafkuion  over  the  white  dress  upon  which  she 
reclined.  A  boy,  in  a  sort  of  fanciful  archer's  ! 
dress,  stood  at  a  little  disUnce,  in  a  most  pic- 
turesque attitnde ;  he  held  a  bow  in  hia  hand, 
which  he  playfully  pretended  to  point  at  the 
group.  Your  friend,  the  uDfortunate  Alphonso, 
had  mounted  upon  the  ottoman,  and  was  appa* 
rently  amusiDg  himself  by  playing  with  the 
ringlets  of  his  mamma,  who  ever  and  anon  cast 
back  a  look  of  fond  chiding  upon  the  pretty 
tiifler.  I,  you  know,  who  always  look  upon 
everything  that  is  beautiful,  with  the  eye  of  a 
would-be  artist,  quite  paused  to  feast  my  eye  I 
upon  the  group.  On  perceiving  me,  Mrs.  Dela- 
grace  disengaged  herself  from  the  party,  and 
rose  to  do  the  honours.  Then  immediately  was 
the  charm  dispelled;  her  voice — her  actions 
were  affected — manieree;  the  children  all  ap- 
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peared  to  return  into  ordinary  beings,  I'*| 
soon  obliged  to  follow  old  Mr,  Del^rsce, 
hobbled  off  to  shew  the  way  into  the  next  rootOi 
where  I  found  a  really  splendid  collection  of 
pictures.  Whilst  I  was  examining  them,  a  !o«d 
peal  WB8  beard.  Why,  I  do  not  know ;  but  I 
happened  to  cast  my  eye  through  the  half- 
opened  door,  which  led  into  the  apartment 
where  I  had  left  Mrs.  Dolagrace ;  and  first  I  saw 
this  lady  rush  to  the  window,  and  heard  her 

exclaim:  'LadyC ,  I  declare!'  then  iu  great 

haste  she  resumed  her  seat  on  the  ottoman ; 
and  then,  to  my  ecstatic  amusement,  she  said  to 
the  children :  '  Come,  every  one  of  you.  fall 
again  into  your  places;'  and  in  another  instant, 
like  a  scene  in  a  ballet,  the  well-trained  little 
animals  pat  themselves  into  their  different  posi- 
tions. The  bow  was  bent.  Alphonso  was  wan- 
toning with  the  well-disposed  curls  of  his 
mamma,  which,  however,  he  had  skilfully  learnt 
not   to   discompose   by   his    manceuvres  —  the 
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bouquet  was  offered;  the  little  girl  did  not 
even  forget  to  remore  one  of  her  Icmg  plaits, 
which  was  not  quite  in  its  proper  position, 
and  place  it  gently  over  her  right  shoulder. 
It  was  the  most  perfect  piece  of  dramatic  effect 
ever  witnessed — quite  unrivalled,  I  am  certain* 
Hie  young  performers  roust  have  been  famously 
drilled ;  for  then,  again,  I  saw  the  same  smile 
— the  same  turn  of  the  little  heads ;  all  was 
exact,  even  to  the  position  of  the  pointed  foot; 
and  what  I  had  admired  so  much,  was  com- 
pletely artificial." 

Reginald  laughed  heartily  at  this  most  amus- 
ing description. 

^It  is  almost  too  like  fraud  to  laugh  at," 
continued  Nina;  ''but  still  my  risible  faculties 
are  ever  excited  at  the  remembrance  of  it,  for 
certainly  there  never  was  such  a  droll  sort 
of  conceit;  it  gives  Mrs.  Delagrace  a  claim 
to  the  most  conspicuous  place  in  my  mena- 
gerie of  monsters.      But,  joking  apart,  serious 
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reflections  have  mingled  amidst  all  the  | 
riment  which  this  farce  drew  forth ; 
assure  you,  although  perhaps  you  may  J 
credit  it,  I  can  moralize.  It  is  sad  forj 
poor  pretty  children,  who  are  training  t 
artifice.  They  will  become  either  the  i 
of  aich- deceivers ;  or,  perchance,  all  this  muK* 
mery  may  fortunately  have  the  effect  of  pro- 
ducing quite  a  different  bias,  and  put  them 
66  completely  out  of  love  with  affectation, 
that  they  may  fall  quite  into  the  opposite  ex- 
treme." 

"Butl"  she  exclaimed,  stopping  suddenly 
in  her  speech,  and  turning  rather  red,  "there 
is  Lady  Grantham's  carriage  coming.  Let  ns 
get  out  of  tlie  Park  as  fast  as  possible,  for 
she  is  quite  certain  to  have  some  fault  Co  find, 
if  she  sees  me  here  without  Lord  Elmsdale." 
Thus  saying,  she  made  her  way  rapidly 
towards  Cumberland  Gate,  which  was  the 
nearest    egress    she     could     attain  ;    soon  they 
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were  whirling  through  the  streets^  and  ad- 
vancing towards  Whitehall^  and  Nina's  atten- 
tion was  wholly  engrossed  in  looking  for  her 
lord. 

"Now  Reginald/'  she  said,  '*do  you  not 
see  him  ?  Keep  your  eye  on  that  side  of  the 
street,  and  I  will  watch  the  other.  There  he 
is  I"  she  at  length  exclaimed,  pointing  to  the 
outUne  of  a  %ure  at  a  distance  moving  to- 
wards  them,  whose  identity  perhaps  no  eye, 
save  her  keen  glance,  could  have  detected. 
"  Now  I  must  shew  my  little  beauties  off  to 
perfection,'*  were  her  words,  as  she  reined  the 
ponies  in,  and  touching  them  slightly  with  the 
whip,  accelerated  their  pace. 

It  proved,  indeed,  to  be  Lord  Elmsdale  ;  and 
her  heightened  colour,  and  the  bright  gleam  of 
her  eyes  as  he  approached,  told  truly  the  tale  of 
affection  that  animated  her  heart,  which  was 
full  to  overflowing  with  gratitude  towards  the 
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husband,  who  was  the  author  and  promoter  of 
all  her  happiness. 

Lord  Elmsdale's  countenance  gave  indication 
of  no  less  pleasing  emotions ;  with  pride  and 
delight  he  watched  her  approach)  and  with 
alacrity  sprang  into  the  place,  beside  his  own 
sweet  Countess,  which  Reginald,  on  his  reach- 
ing them^  immediately  vacated. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

**  I  know  that  all  beneath  the  moon  decays, 
And  what  by  mortals  in  this  world  is  brought, 
In  time's  great  periods  shall  return  to  nought." 


(( 


Thorow  earth  and  waters  deepe, 
The  pen  by  skill  doth  passe : 
And  fealty  nyps  the  worldes  abuse, 
And  shoes  us  in  a  glasse, 
The  vertu  and  the  vice 
Of  every  wight  aloye." 


So  far  had  been  written^  when  a  break  oc- 
curred in  the  detail,  and  an  interval  of  some 
time  elapsed^  before  an  opportunity  again  pre- 
sented itself  for  continuing  my  story.  During 
this  space,  I  perused,  for  my  own  edification . 
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eeveral  of  the  new  novels  of  the  day,  and  J 
consequence  has  been,  that  I  am 
-with  the  plan  that  I  had  laid,  for  the  contid 
tion  of  the  narrative.     It  had  been  my  inteoij 
to  give  a  detailed  account  of  the  dinner  pai 
the  guests  which  Lady  Elmsdale  had  selec 
with  such  mischievous  variety,  and  from  wm 
she    bad    anticipated    such    amusing 
I  bad  intended  to  have  given  some  spec 
of  the  society  in  which  she  mixed  ;  but  my  I 
studies  have  altered  the  course  of  my  ideas. 
I  do  not  know  whether  it  has  had  the  i 
effect  upon  my  readers,  but   it  struck    . 
most  pecuharly  wearisome,  to  be  forced  to  n 
through  whole  chapters,  and  long  pages,  i 
only  vrith  the  sayings  and  doings,  of  som 
the  most  tiresome,  and  offensive  of  human  b 
Not  only  are  we  bored  to  death  by  them  in  4 
life,  but  we   are  obliged   to   yawn   over  ibeir  .t 
stupidity,  and    worthlessness,  in   every   novel 
which   we  take  up,   for  the  amusement  i 
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hour.  The  vapid,  insignificant  daody, 
vho  lalka,  aad  tliinks,  and  boasts,  of  nothing 
bat  himseif,  is  oflen-tiiDes  the  most  conspicuous 
character  in  the  plot,  or  some  equally  unsa- 
tii&ctory  personage ;  the  delineation  of  whose 
career,  can  be  productive  of  no  striking  effect, 
citltet  as  to  amusement  or  usefulness,  even 
graoting  that  the  skctcbea  arc  true  to  nature. 
In  my  opinion  as  much  license  ought  to  be 
granted  to  novel  writing,  as  is  allowed  in  poetry. 
Fiction  is  ever  more  attractive  for  being  highly 
coloured.  Bomancc  must  be  blended  with 
exdtemeut,  to  render  the  narrative  piquant  and 
interesting. 

Novel  writing  has  completely  changed  its 
character.  From  its  high-flown,  elaborate 
style,  it  is  now  fallen  into  the  opposite  extreme ; 
'from  improbabilitieB,  always  palpable,  sometimes 
gross,  now,  in  their  place,  we  find  nothing  but 
the  hum-dmmmeries  of  reality.  Novels  now 
are  generally  imitations  of  some  powerful  writer. 
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OT  writera,  whose  masterly  hands  have 
a  new  chord,  with  singular  and  astonishing 
effect ;  but  whichj  when  drawn  by  the  feeble 
hand  of  tlie  copyist,  have  dwindled  into  maw- 
kish attempts,  at  portraying  scenes,  of  which 
many  can  only  form  their  model  by  hearsay^ 
and  others,  with  better  opportunities  perchance 
of  observation,  have  not  the  ability  to  handle 
properly, 

How  seldom  do  we  now — except  in  a  few 
solitary  instances — meet  with  a  novel  whoae 
soul-slirring  interest,  absorbs  and  rivelB  the 
attention.  Who  does  not  remember  the  de- 
light with  which  formerly  they  devoured  one  of 
those  productions,  which  even  now  can  be  read 
with  the  same  thrill  of  excited  interest,  that  in 
younger  days  agitated ,  even  to  ecstacy  ?  Bat  the 
case  is  totally  altered. 

Our  teeming  press,  which  produces  so  much, 
labours  in  vain,  to  bring  forth  food,  which 
will  really  amuse   the   mind ;   and   perhaps  it 
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is  much  better  that  80  it  is.  Novel  readings 
like  dram-drinking,  grows  upon  the  taste^  and 
prevents  the  enjoyment  of  a  more  useful  style 
of  literature ;  the  present  style  of  composition, 
which  inundates  the  reading  world,  will  probably 
at  length  work  out  the  ruin  of  the  trade,  and 
from  sheer  disgust  at  their  vapidity,  perhaps 
people  may  turn  to  something  better.  Should 
such  be  the  case^  the  novel-writers  of  the  nine- 
teenth century,  may  have  written,  at  least,  to  some 
good  purpose. 

After  all,  that  to  which  we  especially  allude, 
the  writing  at  any  particular  vice  or  person,  is  not 
of  the  slightest  use.  The  folly  or  sin  we  aim  at 
humbling,  is  hardly  ever  taken  personally,  by 
the  individual  to  whom  our  shafts  are  directed. 
The  most  cleverly  constructed  cap  seldom  fits 
the  head  for  which  it  is  intended;  therefore, 
we  had  better  choose  some  more  amusing 
theme,  and  keep  our  bitterness  and  verjuice  to 
ourselves. 
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We  fear  it  la  too  often  with  malicioui  ii 
ttat  satirical  works  are  written ;  fl 
to  pick,  either  privately,  or  openly,  at  the  fi 
of  others ;  all,  in  every  grade  and  station— 
the  high  to  the  low — from  the  grave  t< 
— from  the  wise  to  the  foolish! — the  cloven !| 
of  malice  will  creep  out,  even  where  we  I 
expect  to  find  it.  Where  can  we  i 
to  escape  its  poisoaooB  breath? — We  mig 
well  expect  to  live  apon  the  ocean's  edj 
determine  not  to  listen  to  the  breaking  i 
we  must  hear  it,  we  feel  it  constantly, 
I  fear  custom  soon  makes  us  lose  all  idea at\ 
real  guilt,  attached  to  slander; 

"  Whose  edge  is  ^liarper  than  the  sword ;  wboic  to 
Outvenomg  all  tli^wormaof  Nile;  whose  breath 
Hides  an  the  posting  winds,  and  doth  beiie 
All  corners  of  the  world!'' 


In  a  frivolous,  fashionable,  polite  circle, 
attacks   are  more   to  things  external,  suchi 
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the  person — fortune — pedigree  of  their  subject ; 
follies  which  merely  amount  to  nothings  saving 
the  loss  of  time^  and  words,  that  render  the 
satire  of  them  more  idle  than  injurious;  but  in 
society  a  little  more  rational,  as  if  the  rank  weed 
flourished  better,  the  richer  were  the  soil^  it  is 
the  character — the  conduct — the  vital  interests 
of  life,  which  are  invaded;  and  I  am  now 
quoting  some  of  the  sentiments  of  a  writer^  who 
attacks,  with  much  severity,  some  of  what  may 
be  called  the  minor  vices  of  human  nature. 

There  is,  alas !  none  so  prevalent,  as  that  of 
detraction — the  real  gratification  which  people 
seem  to  feel  in  exposing  each  other,  repeat- 
ing every  luckless  word,  ascribing  thoughts, 
motives  and  feelings,  where  the  plain  act  is 
all  that  can  be  really  known ;  it  is  a  fearful  fea- 
ture encountered  in  society. 

This  is  indeed  all  bad,  but  too  true  ;  and  its 
consequence  is  to  loosen  the  bond  of  kindness, 
between  man  and  man — excite  prejudices  and 
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suspicions,  which  wound,  and  then  harden  tbe 
feehngs. 

Thus  have  I  digressed.  I  meant  but  to  have 
said  a  few  words,  hut  I  find  my  thoughts  have 
carried  me  from  one  snbject  to  another — ftr 
beyond  my  original  intention.  I  must  crave 
the  pardon  of  my  gentle  readers.  I  intended 
merely  to  say,  that  I  had  gained  experience 
from  going  over  the  same  ground,  which  they 
probably  also  have  pEissed,  and  would  fain 
save  them  from  the  ennvi,  under  which  I  la- 
boured in  my  progress ;  humbly  endeavouring  to 
amuse  them,  without  &tiguing  their  patience  by 
a  repetition  of  scenes,  occurrences  and  charac- 
ters, which  it  may  be  their  fate  to  stumble  opon, 
in  their  almost  daily  walk. 

In  a  novel,  we  may  expect  extremes  ;  the 
most  vivid  colouring  is  quite  allowable.  "We 
all  make  up  our  minds  to  be  little  astonished : 
and  certainly,  though  wc  may  be  somewhat 
amused   for  a  short  time,  by  the  occurrences 
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of  fishionable  life,  we  all  get  heartily  tired 
of  its  sameness  and  fripperies.  It  would  be 
my  ambition  to  take  a  higher  flight — but  I 
do  not  pretend  to  possess  the  pen  of  an  Edge- 
worth — a  Bulwer — a  James  !  or  many  others, 
whom  I  could  now  name,  whose  writings  are 
my  admiration. 

I  can  only  now  go  on,  and  do  the  best  I  can 
with  my  story,  assisted  by  the  new  light  which 
has  lately  burst  upon  my  perceptions. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

''  See  where  around  the  silent  votaries  sit, 
Tu  radiajit  beauty  blind,  and  deaf  to  wil ; 
Euch  vacant  eye  uppears  with  wisdom  fraught 
Each  solemn  blockhead  looks  as  if  he  thoughtl 
Here  covard  insolence  inaulta  the  hold, 
And  aelfiah  avarice,  boasts  his  lust  of  gold; 
111  temper  venti  her  spleen  without  offence, 
And  pompotu  dulneas  triumphs  over  se 

"  Well,"  exclaimed  Nina  to  Ix>rd  Elms-"^ 
dale,  as  they  sat  at  breakfast,  the  next  day ; 
"  how  do  you  think  our  party  went  off  laat  night  ? 
In  my  opinion  it  was  a  complete  and  total 
fsulure.  You  will,  I  dare  sayi  exclaim,  that  it 
succeeded  admirably  well." 
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"  Certainly,  Nina,  it  was  a  great  relief  to  me 
that  there  were  no  storms  among  such  a  variety 
of  conflicting  elements.  I  expected,  at  least, 
some  thander  and  lightning ;  and  that  by  bring- 
ing such  discordant  people  together,  there 
woold  be  some  painful  jars ;  but  quite  the  con- 
trary, they  seemed  to  keep  each  other  in  order, 
which  enforces  the  truth  of  the  argument,  that 
^discords  well  managed,  often  produce  the 
finest  harmony.' '' 

"  Yes,"  cried  Nina,  laughing  at  the  recollec- 
tion ;  **  Lady  Grantham's  stiffness  and  frigidity 
spell-bound  even  Lady  C — ,  and  kept  Mrs. 
Delagrace  in  such  order,  that  she  was  almost 
lady-like.  Captain  Sylvester  was  himself  as 
usual — as  conceited  and  egotistical  ;  nothing 
will  daunt  him:  but  he  had  nobody  to  draw 
him  out,  and  he  is  never  half  so  delightful,  as 
when  assisted  by  Mrs.  Delagrace's  notes  of 
admiration.  She  was  much  more  sparing  of 
them ;   and  when   they  did  escape,  were  pro- 
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noanced  in  a  less  audible,  and  emphatic 
voice.  Oh  !  I  was  disappointed  !  R( 
hardly  once  opened  his  eyes  wider  than' 
Upon  my  word,"  she  continued,  turning  i 
him,  "  I  shall  be  qaite  sorry,  when  you 
accustomed  to  absardities.  Your  freshne 
been  my  greatest  amusement  lately,  and 
aasisted  in  keeping  me  alive,  amidst  all  this 
uninteresting  confiiaion.  But  most  certainly,  the 
party  waa  dreadfully  stupid,  and  all  my  i>*a 
fault ;  perhaps,  for  my  sins,  I  was  well  punished, 
for  I  arranged  the  whole  affair  in  mischief, 
and  had  not  thrown  in  one  single  soul,  whose 
society  could  have  aSbrded  any  rational  amuse- 
ment." 

"  I  am  delighted  it  has  so  happened,  my  dew 
Nina;  it  is  my  great  desire,  that  you  shoitM 
gain  experience  in  society :  and  I  am  not  at  all 
sorry ,^httle  lady,  that  you  should  obtain  it, 
at  some  slight  cost  and  sacrifice.  There  is 
nothmg  like  gentle  discipline,  for  thoroughly 
opening  the  eyes." 
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"  Upon  my  word,"  cried  the  Countess,  shrug- 
ing  up  her  shoulders ;  "  I  have  some  difficulty 
is  keeping  mine  open,  in  what  is  called  the  elite 
o(  London  society;  it  is  to  me  so  insupportably 
dull  and  heavy,  I  really  sometimes  long  to 
^t  up,  and  jump  over  the  ottoman,  and  invite 
my  guests  to  do  the  same,  just  thoroughly  to 
awaken  them.  I  really  am  thinking  seriously 
of  setiding  for  Bob  Short,  and  learning  to  play 
It  whist.  Lady  L —  and  Mrs.  H — ,  and  all  the 
young  married  women  I  meet,  sit  down  to  their 
rubber,  regularly,  every  night ;  and  certainly,  it 
18  to  have  the  effect  of  keeping  them  on 
the  qui  vke,  to  judge  by  the  animation  of  their 
cotmtenances." 

Lord  Elmsdale  shook  his  head. 

"  No !  no,  Nina,  for  mercy's  sake,  fall  asleep 

itUDp   over  the  ottoman — do  anything,  but 

I  beseech  yon,  put  off  the  evil  day  of  systematic 

leanl-playing.     I  cannot  describe  to  you,  how  I 

dislike  to  see  a  woman,  most  particularly  a  young 
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one,  sit  down  to  play  with  a  regular  i 
performers.  It  appears  to  me,  almost  as 
mtnine,  as  if  she  vrere  to  appear  booteda 
spurred,  with  coat,  waistcoat  and  etcs.  In 
opinion,  there  cannot  be  a  more  unpleastoi 
B^ht,  than  to  watch  the  proceedings  of  a  card 
table,  where  there  are  women  concerned.  You 
see  a  pretty  creature,  all  smiles  and  sofhiess, 
take  her  seat ;  watch  her  as  the  game  procectts. 
If  she  happen  to  have  winuing  cards,  all  well 
and  good — the  smile  continues,  but  the  excdte- 
ment  unnaturally  flushes  her  cheek,  and  there  is 
a  feverish  sparkling  in  the  eye.  But,  should 
she  lose,  then  the  reverse  is  painful.  The 
brow  contracts — a  look  of  anxiety  succeeds,  aad 
the  smile  now  is  forced,  to  hide  the  disappoint- 
ment, and  too  often,  the  annoyance,  not  only  of 
losing  her  money,  but  frequently  of  being  taken 
to  task  by  her  partner,  rudely  and  harshly; 
and,  extraordinary  to  say,  in  a  manner,  in  which 
Ke  would  have  blushed  to  indulge,  at  any  othet 
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-undergoing  all  the  perplexed  changes, 
have  watched  with  pity  in  many  a  fair  &oaJ\ 

Nina  was  much  amused  at  the  disgust 
Lord  ElmBdale  seemed  to  entertain,  upoBJ 
subject  of  lady-whist -players,  and  was  still 
80)  when  she  heard  Iteginald  aUo  add 
much  eameatnesE,  "  I  assure  you,  my 
Ttry  same  ideas  struck  me,  as  I  stood  c 
card-table  last  night.  I  could  not  help  tl 
how  rude  the  gentleman,  who  wore  the  star, 
was  to  Lady  C — .  I  quite  felt  for  her,  she  looked 
so  hot — so  unlike  uhat  she  was  when  she  fint 
sat  down ;  her  very  hair  seemed  to  come  out  of 
cuil,  with  agitation.  I  thought  how  httle  I 
should  like  to  see  any  one,  in  whom  t  ma 
interested,  in  such  a  situation ;  it  certainlf 
places  ladies  too  much  on  an  equality,  and  in 
the  power  of  those  with  whom  they  play ;  at 
least,  as  lar  as  the  faculty  of  annoyance  seems 
to  extend." 

"  Yes,  Reginakl."  replied  Lord  Elmsdale, 


i 


THE    LITTU:    WIFE.  2|9 

u  he  roac  ff om  the  breakfast-table ;  "  let  men 
Jiky  mid  Ggkt  it  out  atnongst  theouelves,  if 
they  dioose ;  bat,  I  trust,  no  »!&  of  mine,  will 
erer  subject  herself,  to  be  a  partaker  of  the 
icerbitiea,  of  the  far-famed  gome  of  vluUt. 
Indeed,  if  ladies  could  only  see  how  very  un- 
becoming is  tbc  occupation — bow  unlike  tbcm'- 
Klves  they  look  while  thus  employed)  1  am  sure 
they  would  soon  cease  to  exhibit  themselvea 
thiu  in  public.  It  will  be  all  ?ery  well  in  a 
qoict  manner,  at  home,  when  you  are  a  dowager, 
but  you  can  amuse  yourself  better  till  then." 

"I  see  that  you  are  both  against  me,  and  that 
I  most  give  up  Bob  Short,"  exclaimed  Nina, 
laughing,  as  Lord  Elmsdale  left  the  room  ;  "  it 
u  very  hard  upon  me.  The  only  prospect  that 
I  had  formed  as  a  relief  against  my  ennui  f 
And  then  she  paused  for  a  moment,  as  if  reflect- 
ing i  and  when  Bbe  again  spoke,  her  coun- 
tenance wore  a  more  serious  aspect  than  it  did 
before.  "  The  fact  Is,"  she  continued,  as  if 
L  2 
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pursuliig  aloud  the  train  of  bci  ideas,  "  the  life 
I  lead  in  Londou  does  not  suit  my  taste  in  any 
way.  I  dare  say,  you  will  scarcely  credit  it, 
Beginald;  for  I  make  no  doubt,  the  opinioa 
you  have  formed  of  me,  is  that  I  am  a  friroloos, 
little,  foolish  creature,  more  in  the  butterfly  line 
than  any  other,  and  that  my  mind  is  as  light  as 
my  actions." 

Reginald,  ^hoclfcd  at  such  an  imputationt  so 
foreign  from  his  thoughts,  in  vain  endeavoured 
to  interrupt  her;  but  she  said, 

"  Never  mind  fine  speeches, — you  must  think 
me  rather  childish  sometimes ;  but  I  should 
be  quite  different,  if  I  were  in  the  sphere  for 
which  I  pant  —  my  own  boautiful  country 
home !  There  I  feel  I  might  really  be  of  some 
use.  I  should  be  in  a  conapicuoua — a  respon- 
sible situation ;  the  eyes  of  many  would  be 
upon  me,  looking  to  me  for  example,  as  well  as 
for  support  and  aasistance.  I  should  i 
the  morning,  my  htart  beating  with  the  h 
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bfing,  at  least,  the  power  of  being  able  to 
pethrm  my  dntjr.  My  home  at  ElmxUle,  is 
nif  le^timate  post ;  here  1  feel  but  as  a  etrangec 
—a  Bojoumer.  Oace  established  in  the  coan- 
Iry,  yoti  irould  see  what  a  different  person 
I  thoold  become.  I  do  not  mean  to  infer  that  I 
should  be  less  guy  in  spirits  than  I  am  now ; 
cm  the  conO-ary,  1  am  sure  that  my  grateful 
happiness,  would  render  me  even  more  joyfa!. 
I  Gfacmlil  be  Ught-beaited  as  the  htik,  when  it 
fijst  wings  its  musical  flight,  ap  into  the  mom- 
aky. — I  feel  that  I  should  be  better — wiser 
than  I  am  here.  I  am  aware  that  all  the  worst 
frailties  of  my  nature,  are  being  nurtured  in 
the  atmosphere  of  the  society  in  which  I  now 
breathe.  I  know  I  am  becoming  uncharitable, 
catirical ;  and  that,  with  all  your  politeness,  I  am 
feure  you  cannot  deny." 

A  little  original  and  droll  in  your  estimate 
of  human  nature ;  uncharitable  you  cannot  mean 
Co  be.  Lady  Ehnsdale." 

Obj  do  not  smooth  over  my  failings.     I 
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know  it  is  very  wrong.  I  suppose  i 
fectionfl  are  peculiarly  alive  to  the  ridin 
and  unfortunately,  I  do  not  eufficienily  kec 
mind,  the  parable  of  the  Mote  and  the  ] 
I  am  always  looking  round  for  subjects, ' 
my  imagination  may  caricature ;  il  is  my  g 
amusement — a  bad  habit,  to  use  the  : 
terra.  I  often  feel  ashamed  of  myt 
this  very  niorning  cast  my  eye  over  this  p 
of  Bouilly,  which  made  me  blush  ;  if  I 
check  myself,  I  may  in  time  be  able  t 
it  to  my  own  case.  I  will  read  it  to 
though  you  will  say  that  it  is  rather  sevet 
you  are  all  upon  the  soothing  system ;"  andf 
read  the  following  sentence. 

"  On  ne  rencontre  que  trop  souvent  d 
Bociete,  de  ces  esprits  malfaisants,  qui  di 
par  instinct,  mordent  par  habitude ;  et  q 
un  bon  mot,  se  font  un  jeu  cruel  de  trai 
confiance,  d'outrager  I'amitie,  de  critiqw 
pouToir,  et  d'insulter  au  vrai  merite." 
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'  Yoa  have  indeed  met  wiA  dte  nxy  ex- 
■e  of  tbe  vice,"  exdaioMd  BrgriwH.  "t™"** 
t  ahe  iboalil  have  thw  suRcpcr- 
';  "  jaa  apeak  of  ifaoM  eaaei  wbere 
—a  delibeme  deabe  aC  pnaf  fma — 
■  wiali  to  depredue  wfau  ther  caoaot 
I  ilielf  is  biOcr  md  iaSieaaBi- 
;  mdh  iBwdiicf  a*  ;««  bare  de- 
I  fron  &e  deptlu  of  a  maEgBaat 
beart — not  from  sucb  a  one  ai  jooiBt  ieat  Ladj 


Miiia  Mened  k>M  in  tbo^fat ;  dming  wkid 
time  B^iaald'a  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her  cotm- 
aace.  Feiiiaps  is  hii  gaxe  there  was  a  d^ree 
I  of  intentfty— of  ferroor,  which  o^ht  hare 
[  Martled  Nina,  had  ahe  eocoantered  it ;  bu! 
I  she  Berer  looked— nor  scarcely  thcnight  of  him : 
'  ber  miad  wu  fall  of  another  fiubject. 

"Oh,  this  odious  fore^n  embusr,"  she  ez- 

claiiiied;<'hOTr  Idodetest  theideaof  it  [   Why 

I   did  my  dear  Lord  accept  it  ? — and  the  proToking 
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part  of  the  business  ia,  that  lie  aaye,  it  was  e: 
on  my  account — in  order  to  give  me  an 
into  the  world  1 — I,  who  want  to  have  a 
to  do  with  the  world  as  possible.  My  j 
of  happiness,  is  a  beautiful  place  in  the  con] 
with  the  power  of  drawing  round  me, 
whose  society  is  really  desirable.  I  am  ool 
of  those  who  think  that  '  for  want  of  compi 
welcome  trumpery ;'  in  my  opinion,  thei 
no  time,  so  thoroughly  and  miserably  ' 
as  the  moments  that  are  squandered,  with.^ 
who  are  indifferent,  and  wearisome  to  our  tai 
But  of  course  it  is  all  right,  and  I  must  i 
with  a  good  grace.  Lord  Elmsdale  must  h 
beat.  And  now  come,  Keginald," 
springing  from  her  seat,  her  countenance  flgaUi 
assuming  a  totally  different  character,  from  pen- 
sive reflection  to  child-like  vivacity,  "  let  us  go 
into  the  garden, — a  cart-load  of  new  flowers 
has  arrived,  and  I  have  quantities  for  yoit 
do." 
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And  what  were  Reginald's  reflecdons  ? — ^Per- 
cliance  he  thought  that  there  might  be  many 
women,  who  were  in  reality  more  perfect  than 
Nina,  for  she  was  very  young — ^rery  inexperi- 
enced ;  bat  no  doubt^  if  thus  he  argued^  he 
added  this  codicil  to  the  remark^  '^  With  aU  her 
Httle  faults^  may  she  never  change — may  she 
ever  be  as  charming^  in  innocence  and  candour, 
as  she  is  at  this  moment !" 


L  5 
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"  She  loves  him,  with  that  excellenH 
That  angela  love  good  men  witli." 
"  Such  a  man 
Might  be  a  copy  to  these  yuutiger  time; 


Perhai 


1   the  s: 


a  theli 


on,  generally  sees  the  best  of  the 
reader,  casting  ids  eye  of  prudence  with  an  an- 
(teipative  glance,  over  the  future  events  of  the 
story,  may  think  that  the  present  was  rather  an 
imprudent  position  for  two  such  very  young 
creatures ;  and  that  it  was  hardly  consistent 
with  Iiord  Elmsdale'e  good  sense,  to  expose 
them  to  dangers,  which  might  ensue,  from  h^ng 
thus  so  intimately  thrown    into   each  other'B 
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naetj.  Pmdence  migkt  suggest  that  it  mtuld 
have  been  as  veil,  bad  he  remembered  the  ex- 
treme jouth  of  Ills  wife,  and  the  somewhat 
disparity  of  tkeir  ages  ;  but  bis  own  miad 
wa»  so  completely  free  from  guile — ao  beoeTO- 
lent  and  exalted,  that  evil  thoughts,  especial^ 
if  those  whom  he  loved,  were  slow  to  find  an 
entiaaee  iota  it ;  and  we  rejoice  to  say,  as  far 
as  Nina  was  concerned,  there  wna  little  of  peril 
to  ^tidpate. 

Her  ideas  of  the  human  species,  called  n 
were  verj-  exalted,  and  highly  wroughu  Her 
tsste  had  been  formed,  from  the  first  dawning  of 
reason,  by  her  &ther,  who  was  a!mo§t  unequalled 
in  his  gentleman- like  feeling,  and  ex<]uisitely 
cultivated  mind  ;  thus  did  ehe  learn  to  fix  her 
itandard  of  perfection  on  a  very  elevated  ] 
nacle.  She  bad  mixed  but  little  in  the  society 
>f  young  men;  and  as  chacun  a  son  gout,  it 
was  certainly  not  hers,  to  admire  many  of  those 
whom  she  had  met|  in  her   short  experience 
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of  life.  Somehow  or  other,  she  had  always 
looked  upon  them  as  inferior ;  and  Reginald, 
much  as  she  liked  him,  she  considered  as  some* 
thing  even  younger  than  he  really  was.  In  the 
purity  and  childishness  of  her  heart,  he  filled 
the  vacant  place  of  her  sister,  Clara.  This 
sister  hud  ever  been  her  kindest  and  moet  useful 
companion,  devoting  herself  to  her  dearly-loved 
Xina;  who,  from  the  smallness  of  her  stature, 
and  the  sweetness  and  playfulness  of  her  ways, 
seemed  even  younger  than  the  graver  girl,  who 
was  her  junior,  though  only  by  one  year,  and 
regarded  her  with  a  degree  of  tender  considera- 
tion, as  well  as  affectionate  attention. 

And  even  when  in  the  school-room,  during 
thcii'  study  of  history,  whilst  her  two  sisters 
were  rapturous  in  their  admiration  of  some  of 
the  young  heroes,  whose  deeds  of  glory  had 
attiacted  their  youthful  fancies,  Nina's  enthu- 
siastic fervour  was  ever  excited  by  some  graver 
—  more    matured  character;    and   whilst    the 
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hemty  of  an  Aldbiadea,  or  an  Alexander — the 
iieroisiQ  of  a  Gaston  de  Foix — the  devotion  of 
a  CymoD,  fired  their  imagiDations,  and  elicited 
energetic  commendation,  it  was  amu&ing  to  hear 
Nina,  with  all  her  sprightlincss  and  fun,  which 
reodered  the  contrast  of  her  ideas  sti!l  more 
jtriking,  choose  her  pattern  for  perfection,  in  a 
far  more  stern — a  grander — a  more  imposing 
Kale. 

She  lued  to  say,  "  I  can  never  admire,  where 
I  do  not  deeply  venerate.     Give  me  such  a  man 

Aristides;  one  act  of  his  alone,  dictated  by 
a  mind  bo  just — so  powerful,  eclipses  in  my  ima- 
gination all  the  impetuous  deeds  of  your  Alci- 

ides — your  Alexander !      How  I  could  glory 

being  the  wife  of  such  a  man  as  Coriolanus 
— the  Nina  of  a  Rienzi;"  and  her  expressive 
countenance,  lighting  into  all  the  enthusiasm 
■with  which  the  idea  inspired  her,  imparted  to 
it  a  character,  noble  as  the  feelings  which  dic- 
tated her  words. 
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Unlike  the  generality  of  human  beings,  Nina 
had  really  found  that  which  had  ever  been  the 
object  of  her  young  desires.  She  had  uiarriod 
the  man,  in  her  estimation,  the  very  counterput 
of  one  of  her  favoured  models.  She  looked  up 
to  her  husband,  with  that  degree  of  aSection  and 
admiration,  rendered  still  more  intense  from  the 
natural  enthusiasm  of  her  disposition.  She 
considered  him  perfection,  and  no  one  could 
wonder  that  she  did  so.  Though  there  wu 
certainly  a  difference  of  age  between  them,  it 
never  struck  the  beholder.  Nina  might  eom»- 
times  be  thought  too  young — too  childish,  to 
have  taken  upon  herself  so  serious  an  engine- 
ment  as  matrimony ;  but  it  would  have  been 
impossible  to  have  said,  that  the  Earl  was  too 
old  for  her;  for  although  seven- and-thirty,  he 
did  not  look  it.  It  was  bard  at  first  to  tell  what 
to  admire  most  in  him — his  noble  and  exalted 
countenance,  or  his  manners,  always  so  cosclUa- 
torj',  at  the  same   time  so   high-bred ;  and  n 
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fflimi  embellished  and  ctdtivsted  to  the  very  ut- 
jnost  extent.  But,  on  a  bmiliai'  acquaintance, 
thoae  irho  knew  him  intimately  in  bis  domestic 
cirde,  soon  learned  to  love  and  admire,  above 
all,  thoee  feelings  which  flowed  from  his  noble 
heart;  and  it  was  in  private  life  that  be  shone 
forth  «nperior  to  every  other  person. 

Nina,  therefore,  was  safe  ;  her  heart  guarded 
by  a  ebield,  which  rendered  her  invulnerable  to 
ercry  other  feeling — her  eyee  covered  by  the 
wil  of  affection,  which  made  all  appear  in  an 
obscored  light,  when  compared  to  tht;  husband 
whom  she  ibonght  truly  incomparable. 

Would  that  we  could  say  as  much  for  Regi- 
Qtld  1 — But,  unfortunately,  the  bias  of  the  soul 
of  man  is  not,  like  the  softer  sex,  devoted — con- 
ttant,  in  weal  or  in  woe ! — At  least,  such  is  their 
oatore  when  all  u  right  within.  I  do  not  mean  lo 
«y  there  are  not  many  sad  exceptions.  ^Ve  have 
often  to  sigh  over  failures  in  tlie  character  of 
those,  whom  we  had  imagined  patterns  of  female 
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excellence.  But  man  is  evermore  the  slave  of  im- 
pulse ;  Lis  passions  more  impetuous — more  easily 
excited.  He  is  ofttimes  wild  and  intractable  in 
his  nature.  Education  rectifies,  in  a  great  mea- 
sure, this  inherent  corruption.  Should  he  have 
been  so  fortunate,  as  to  receive  early  lessons  of 
piety  and  religion,  these  valuable  auxiliaries 
may  further  soften  and  subdue — refine  and  exalt 
his  mind. 

Still  he  ifl,  in  general,  too  open  to  receive  the 
temptationB  with  which  his  position  as  a  man 
Burrounds  him.  Hifcareer  is,  indeed, a  vortex; 
snares  and  trials  encompass  him  on  every  side; 
:e  launched  on  its  tempestuous  current, 
with  what  insidious  steps  does  he  advance  to- 
wards forgetfiilness  of  all  the  virtuous  principles 
inculcated  in  his  early  youth — unless,  indeed) 
he  manfully  clings  to  the  assistance  of  refiec- 
tion,  of  self-denial,  and  of  firm  integrity. 

Keginnld  ought  to  have  been  guarded  from 
much  evil,  for  virtue  had  been  the  image  pre- 
sented to  his  mind,  ever  since  he  could  distin- 
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goish  goodness  from  vice.     And  had  he  not  also 

lore  to  add  to  his  safeguard? — had  he  not 

plighted  his  faith  ? — ^breathed  vows  of  constancy 

to  one  most  deserving  of  his  devotion  ? — Her 

image  ought  to  have  been  his  guardian  angel. 

To  do  him  justice^  far  was  it  from  his 
thoughts,  poor  youth,  to  be  untrue  to  Alice. 
Could  he  have  imagined  that  such  an  event 
was  even  within  the  verge  of  possibility,  that 
such  a  presumptuous  feeling  as  now  began 
to  agitate  him,  could  have  found  entrance  to 
his  heart — that  such  a  fatal  passion  could  in- 
sidiously have  crept  into  it,  gladly  would  he 
have  sacrificed  his  every  hope  and  expectation — 
flown  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth — hid 
his  guilty  head  from  every  eye ;  any  act  of 
self-devotion^  would  he  have  performed,  rather 
than  expose  himself  to  a  snare,  which  was  even 
worse  than  death  itself. 

But  truly  the  tempter  walks  abroad  with 
subtle  and  noiseless  steps,  ^^  seeking  whom  he 
may  devour,"  and  preying  too  successfully  on 
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the  unfortunate,  nhose  mind  is  Tacillating,  or 
not  £rmly  fenced  against  the  inroads  of  his 
attacks,  by  that  stability  of  principle  which 
Rlone  has  pover  to  repel  his  machinations. 

Of  what  avail  are  the  most  shining  and  at- 
tractive qualities,  unless,  combined  with  them, 
is  that  mental  fortitude,  which  is  like  the  castle 
built  on  the  rock,  defying  the  attacks  of  sur- 
rounding waters — that  moral  courage  which  b 
connected  with  precept,  nnd  founded  on  religion  ? 
This,  and  this  only,  erects  that  brazen  wall, 
which  we  can  oppose  to  CTery  hostile  attack ; 
it  clothes  even  a  young  man,  in  the  vortex  of 
worldly  temptation,  with  an  armour  c 
its  fascinations  will  spend  its  shafts  in  vain. 

To  the  absence  of  this  mental  courage,  we" 
may  trace  the  disappointments,  which  blast  the 
hopes  of  many  an  anxious  friend  and  parent, 
whose  anticipations  have  been  bright  and  san- 
guine for  the  child  of  their  affections.  To  9 
on  the  tranquil  unruffled  lake,  and  to  1 
safe    course  through    a  troubled  and  : 


THE   LITTLE  tVIFE.  235 

ocean,  require  different  talents ;  and,  alas !  hu* 

man  life  tax  oftener  resembles  the  tempestuous 

sea,  than  the  smooth  water.      Unless  we  be 

well-armed  and  fortified  against  the  tempest, 

how  can   any  frail  mortal,    hope  to  struggle 

through  the  waves  and  shoals,  that  are  for  ever 

impeding  our  progress  ? 

And  thus  it  is  in  life ;  unless  armed  by  the 
breastplate  of  firmness  and  principle — however 
good  may  be  our  hearts,  and  our  intentions — 
how  can  we  expect  but  to  fall,  when  assailed  on 
all  sides,  as  we  ever  are,  by  the  temptations  of 
**  the  world,  the  flesh,  and  the  devil  ?" 

Had  Keginald  been  obliged  to  describe  his 
feelings,  it  would  have  been  impossible  for  him 
to  date  accurately,  the  period  from  which  he 
first  began  to  regard  Lady  Elmsdale  with  any 
sentiment,  save  that  of  the  most  respectful  re- 
gard. His  Secluded  life  had  prevented  his 
seeing  much  of  female  society ;  and  the  Countess 
was  so  diSbrent  from  any  woman  he  had  ever 
before  beheld,  that  at  first  he  was  not  particu- 
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larly  fascinated  by  her.  She  seemed  to  him  to 
want  the  repose — the  placidity  which  charac- 
terized AUce.  He  looked  upon  her  as  a  mere 
child — engaging  and  sweet,  but  still  a  child ;  ud 
although  her  kind  manner  soon  Eoftened  the 
painful  effect,  which  the  grimace  of  disgust  lie 
had  detected  on  the  announcement  of  his  arriral 
had  produced  on  his  mind,  slill  its  recollection 
would  now  and  then  recur;  and  sensitive,  uod 
alive  to  any  thing  approaching  to  a  slight,  an- 
couscioufily  had  the  volatile  Nina,  planted  a 
thorn  in  his  mind,  which  it  waa  some  time 
before  even  hei  kindness  could  extract;  and 
ever  and  anon,  as  circumstances  occurred,  con- 
tinued to  give  him  a  momentary  pang. 

But  there  was  something  about  this  young 
being  certainly  most  irresistibly  fascinating — s 
charm  quite  indescribable ;  for  it  was  not  her 
beauty  or  her  grace.  Others  might  be  far  more 
lovely,  as  to  form  and  feature,  and  yet  not  have 
possessed  her  peculiar  attraction.  There  was 
an  enchantment,  we  may  say  a  romance,  about  - 
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her,  wUch  by  degrees^  and  on  a  nearer  ac- 
qaaintance,  forced  itself  upon  the  imagination  of 
the  young  secretary ;  and  he  felt  surprised  and 
aogry  with  himself^  when  he  remembered  that 
die  first  time  he  had  seen  her^  he  did  not  think 
iiereven  pretty.     Indeed^  although  Nina  was 
considered  by  those  beautiful  who  loved  her, 
it  was  not  the  beauty  to  attract  a  stranger,  for 
she  was  so  pale — so  delicate ;  and  the  contrast 
of  her  gaiety  and  volubility,  with  her  coun- 
tenance, at  times  so  full  of  feeling  and  deep 
thought,  rendered  her  almost  an  enigma,  and 
produced  a  singular  impression  upon  the  mind. 
Bat  as  her  various  attractions  developed  them- 
selves,   Beginald   was,    insensibly   to   himself, 
surprised,     bewildered  —  then    charmed    and 
fiisdnated ! 

But  still,  for  some  time,  it  was  as  an  amiable 
diild  that  he  admired  her.  However,  soon  he 
discovered  the  deep  feeling  which  actuated  her 
nature — the  womanly  tenderness — the  ardent 
devotion,  with  which  she   could  love. — And, 
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theo,  the  bright  flashes  of  her  wit — her  talent 
quite  dazzled  her  astonished  senses,  and  her 
eweetness ;  and,  again,  hei  kindness  to  all  she 
loved! 

This  was,  indeed,  most  bewitching ;  and 
though  her  elastic  spirits  did  lead  her  into 
excessive  giiiety,  and  her  lively  imagination 
carry  her  to  the  perilous  verge  of  satire)  a 
graver  shade  upon  the  countenance  of  her  hus- 
band, would  check  her  in  the  midst  of  the  most 
exuberant  glee  ;  for  to  please  him  was  h^ 
dearest  law. 

Soon — too  soon,  Regiuakl's  admiratioi 
come  exalted.  No  longer  did  he  regard  1 
as  at  first,  merely  as  a  fair  marble  statue, 
which  the  art  of  the  sculptor  had  formed  pleas- 
ing to  the  eye,  and  on  whose  contemplation 
our  senses  love  to  dwell ;  he  now  began  to 
gaze  upon  her  in  the  light  of  a  charming  wo- 
man, one  replete  with  every  perfection  mcAt 
attractive  to  a  man. 


itioB^^^H 
;ard  Bw^j 


CHAPTEE  XVIII. 

"  Trusting  affectioD,  coaAdeQct;, 

The  holy  and  the  itep; 

FerlingH  which  rained  sweet  influence; 


tliiforth><: 


Maiden.  I  pity  thee;  thy  trvial 
Too  ihoit  a  life  hath  Icnovo! 
Too  soon  thy  temple  is  in  dust, 
Thy  first  fond  faith  o'erthrown," 

lone  did  B«giaald  exist  unconscious  of  the 
iflmclion  which   the  contemplation  of  Lady- 
's attractions,   was  but  too  certain  to 
hia  happiness.     But  if,  at  this  mo- 
i&e  had  admonished  him  to  beware, 
indignantly  would  he  have  shrunk  from 
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the  bare  idea  of  such  a  reeult !     Nina,  I 
gincd,  was  so  completely  enveloped  hy§ 
of  ^spect  and  veneration,  as  the  wife  < 
best  and  most  honoured  friend,  that  hel 
have  considered  it  profanation,  worse  thi 
to  have  dreamt  that  it  was  even  possible,  j 
being  could  exist,  so  presumptuous  as  to  d 
raise  his  eyes  towards  her,  with  any  feelij 
that  of  reverential  admiration.      He  i 
himself  that  the  pleasure  he  felt  in  doiq 
mage  to  her  attractions,  arose  solely  &oinl 
tribute  to   her   merits,   and   the  kindw 
evinced  towards  him.     But  the  letters  v 
addressed  to  his  home,  began  to  assume  | 
rent  tone;    rarely   did   they  now   conUj 
formerly,  expressions  of  regret  and  ( 
bis   separation   from  the   dear   friends  < 
childhood.      Hie  epistles  were  now  virf 
scriptions  of  the  gay  scenes  winch  dally  j 
in    his   existence,    and  which  seemed  t 
tonstant   pleasure  and  excitement;   andi] 
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Jiaif  fijlecl  with  the  perfections  of  Lady  Elms- 
dale. 

But  still,  strange  W  say,  these  letters  were 
generally  adressed  to  Alice,  At  first  their  pe- 
nual  continued  to  afibrd  pleasure  to  her  afiec- 
tiotiate  heart.  She  rejoiced  that  be  was  happy, 
ud  that  every  one  about  him  was  kind  to  him ; 
but  at  length  a  feeling,  which  in  its  early  exist- 
ence she  could  not  define,  rendered  her  restless 
and  uneasy,  after  the  receipt  of  one  of  these 
eagerly  desired  despatches.  How  tenacious  is 
the  heart  that  loves — how  soon  it  begins  to 
Ihrob  with  doubts  and  fears !  It  was  difGcult 
enu  to  herself,  to  understand  what  it  was  that 
catued  the  painful  sigh  to  heave — the  cold, 
damp  feeling  of  despondency  which  seemed  to 
paralyse  her  whole  frame,  or  which  crept  with 
painfal  sbudderings  over  her  sensesj  after  the 
perusal  of  one  of  Reginald's  letters. 

It  was  whilst  sitting  on  her  favorite  seat — 
that  cherished  bower  which  his  own  hands  had 
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helped  to  construct,  in  her  days  of  hap] 
that  she  read  over  for  the  twentieth  time,  a 
which   she  had   received    that    day   JtoaI 
cousin.     It  ran  thus, — 


'*  At  length  it  is  decided,  dearest  Alice, 
we  are  to  leave  England  next  week.  I 
not  how  to  account  for  it ;  but  my  feelings  have 
certainly  undergone  a  great  change,  and  I  haidtf 
know  whether  to  hail  the  alteration  with  Bat»- 
faction,  or  not.  I  almost  fear  I  am  growing 
lukewarm  as  to  ambition.  The  life  of  pleasnre 
and  luxury  I  am  leading,  is  not  a  strengthenii^ 
stimulant;  I  now  view  the  idea  of  quitting 
England  with  comparative  indifference,  How- 
ever, when  I  get  out  of  this  enervating  town, 
I  e:(pect  that  my  enthusiasm,  and  thirst  for  in- 
formation and  adventure,  will  return. — How  we 
all  change  in  this  world !  Girouettes,  indeed, 
we  may  well  be  called.  When  I  first  came  to 
London,  how  I  panted  to  get  out  of  it ;  how 
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ancoogenial  was  all  around  to  my  every  taste 
and  feeling ;  hqw  completely  out  of  my  element 
did  I  feel! — Every  moment  I  considered  wasted, 
spent  far  from  Elmsdale,  and  its  loved  inhabi- 
tants.   But  the  case  is  altered;  for,  though  I 
love  you  all  dearly  as  ever,  I  have  not  that 
Teaming  towards  home,  which  made  the  first 
hours  that  I  spent  here  so  very  wretched.    I  am 
contented — almost  happy,  in  my  new  situation. 
Indeed,  I  should  be  worse  than  ungrateful  were 
I  otherwise — did  I  not  estimate  the  advantage 
of  my  present  position,  and  acknowledge   the 
unvaried    kindness    and    indulgence   of   Lord 
Ehnsdale,  and  his  charming  lady. 

"Alice,  I  think  with  shame,  of  the  blindness, 
to  use  the  mildest  term,  the  obtuseness  which 
rendered  me  insensible  to  her  attractions,  when 
I  first  described  her  to  you.  For  pity's  sake, 
bum  all  the  memorials  of  my  ignorance,  and 
hardness  of  heart,  in  not  at  once  perceiving 
that  she  was  perfection.     I  actually  blush  with 
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shame  and  confusion,  when  I  lemember  the 
cold  and  criticising  manner  in  which  I  described 
her.  Dear  Alice !  I  wish  you  could  see  antl 
know  this  sweet  little  creature.  At  £rst,  I  think 
I  told  you,  that  I  hardly  thought  her  pretty- 
now  I  pronounce  her  to  be  beautiful;  and  yoa 
would  perfectly  agree  with  me ;  for  she  ia  jost 
what  your  pure  and  refined  taste  must  ofteiif 
in  your  imagination,  have  embodied  as  mart 
lovely  and  attractive  in  a  young  girl. 

"  You  will  Binile,  perliaps,  at  what  I  am 
now  going  to  say,  and  perchance  you  will 
smile  in  disdain,  at  what  you  may  deem  fri- 
volity. I  never,  till  now,  could  imagine  that 
I  should  have  been  able  to  appreciate,  and 
to  acknowledge,  the  great  advantages  of  dreas. 
Certainly,  it  improves  even  natural  beauty, 
and  casts  a  glow  of  refinement  over  the  wearer; 
it  just  creates  the  difierence  which  the  exotic 
claims  over  the  garden  fiower. 

"  I  cannot  enumerate   how  often,   my  dear 
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^ce,  I  long  lo  see  you  attired  as  Lady  Elmt- 
dile;  indeed,  I  bare  pleased  myself  by  choos- 
ing a  few  dressei  for  you,  which  I  shall  shortly 
despatch.  I  wish  yon  could  sec  Lady  Elms- 
dale's  exquisite  little  foot ;  but  I  make  no 
doubt  it  is  greatly  improved  by  the  beautiful 
form  of  the  chaussure.  I  often  smile  when 
I  thinlc  how  perfectly  satisfied  you  have  always 
been,  dear  good  Alice,  with  the  clumsy  per- 
fonnance  of  the  village  shoemaker-  Before 
I  came  here,  I  never  thought  of  the  shape  of 
a  foot,  and  have  no  accurate  remembrance  of 
jours ;  but  I  am  sore  it  mtist  be  small.  Send 
me  your  measure,  and  you  shall  have  some 
shoes,  with  the  dresses,  from  Lady  Elmsdale's 
own  artUte. 

"  But  I  am  dwelling  too  long  on  what  you 
may  deem  folly  and  vanity  ;  and  after  all,  the 
personal  attractions  of  Lady  Elmsdale  are  of 
little  consequence  —  a  mere  matter  of  taste. 
But  I  could  dilate  for  ever  ou  the  beauty  of 
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her  very  peculiar  mind — the  excessive  . 
bility  of  her  diapoeitdon,  and  the  real  goodnea 
of  her  heart.  The  UvelineBS  of  her  Imsgins- 
tion  may  sometimes  carry  her  away ;  and  lead 
her,  with  the  unrestrained  freedom  of  thought 
and  speech,  of  one  who  has  ever  been  indulged^ 
to  broach  opinionsj  and  form  conclusions,  whicb 
are  too  near  the  verge  of  satire,  to  be  quite 
within  tlie  pale  of  Christian  charity ;  but  she 
has  that  within  her,  which  is  certain  to  cocreti 
this  tendsncy,  ev«n  were  she  unchecked,  by 
the  fear  of  offending  the  sensitive  bencvolenoe 
of  all  Lord  Elmsdale's  ideas.  She  longs  to 
be  settled  at  the  Castle,  and  sighs  for  the 
innocent  enjoymentA  of  a  country  life;  truly, 
in  all  her  purity  and  sweetness,  she  would 
seem  like  a  second  Eve  in  that  terrestrial 
Paradise. 

"  What  a  friend  and  companion  would  you 
find  in  her '. — indeed,  you  would  be  a  mutual 
improvement,   one  to  the   other.     She   would 


THB   LtTTLB  IttTS. 

ifitu  from  you,  my  amiablo  coosia,  that  su- 
bility  of  character,  which  perhaps  she  rtill  oeeiU. 
Your  pmdeacG  and  discretion,  would  be  a 
nre«t  lesson  to  her ;  and  bom  the  Coontess 
joa  might  acqtiire — I  scarcely  know  how  to 
expiesB  it — for  why  should  I  wish  you  difie> 
rent? — How  could  you  be  improved  in  good- 
sen — in  amiability  ?  [f  I  were  to  say  what 
jtut  glanced  across  my  mind,  you  might  think 
ue  foolish — trifitng ;  and  in  scorn,  perchance, 
yoo  might  exclaim, '  Reginald  has  learnt  to  value 
ihe  empty  vanities  of  the  world,'  so  I  will  change 
ibc  subject. 

"  No  one  could  surpass  you,  dear  Alice, 
in  excellence,  and  I  will  pay  you  a  great  com- 
pliment. I  think  you  could  render  Lady  Elms- 
<lale  even  more  perfect  than  she  is,  and  that  is 
wying  a  great  deal,  I  can  assure  you;  but  I 
cannot  add  any  more  at  present.  I  hear  her 
vuicc — she  calla  me ;  and  when  can  I  ever  resist 
her  s 
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And  why  did  Alice  feel  pain  after  the  pe- 
rusal of  this  letter?  —  why  did  her  eyes  at 
one  moment  fill  with  teara,  and  in  the  next 
a  bright  fiush  difftiae  itself  over  her  pale 
cheeks  ?  There  were  many  expressions  in  it 
that  were  BOOthing  toK-ards  herself;  stiU  she 
did  feel  an  acute  sense  of  anguish,  as  she  sat 
deep  in  absorbing  meditation ;  and  if  we  coolt) 
have  read  them,  her  thoughts  ran  very  mudi 
thug,— 

"  Well  do  I  know  Reginald — too  accurately 
for  my  peace  of  mind ;  for  did  I  not  possess 
tJiat  knowledge,  I  might  still  dream  on,  and 
retard  the  moment  of  awakening. — But,  no! 
the  vision  has  already  vanished ;  and  though 
J  feel  overwhelmed,  it  was  not  unexpected. 
He  knew  not  his  own  heart,  when  he  told  me 
that  he  regarded  noe  with  more  than  the  love 
of  a  brother — he  knew  not  his  own  feelings. 
In  this  retirement,  he  had  hitherto  seen  no 
one  whom  he  considered  superior  to  myself; 


THE   UTTI^    WIPE, 


249 


bm  now,  as  I  foresaw,  the  case  is  totally 
illfred ;  he  has  beheld  many  who  surpass  me 
'n  sttractions — in  beauty.  The  indescribable 
^>um,  with  which  I  have  ever  heard,  fashion 
^<i  elegance  surround  a  female,  must  be  a 
linking  contrast  to  a  simple  girl  like  my- 
«!/."  And  here  poor  Alice  smiled ;  but  it 
•fis  ■  bitter  smile,  for  mortified  affection  was 
mingled  in  the  feeling,  from  which  it  was  pro- 
duced. 

"  He  remembers  me  in  my  countrified  attire, 
ud  compares  me  in  bis  mind  with  the  graceful, 
<reU-adomed,  form  of  this  high-bred  Countess. 
He  recoUects  even  my  poor,  lU-made  shoes,  with 
contempt,   while  gazing  with    delight   on  her 
Cinderella  slippers," 
Again  Alice  sighed  deeply. 
"  My   prophecy   is  accomplished.  —  I    told 
him  Go^but,  oh!"  she  thought,  as  she  pressed 
her  hands   tightly  over  her  throbbing  heart, 
"  for  myself  I  care  npt  what  I  suiFer.     I  can 
M  5 
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tutor  my  feelings  to  be  ever  submisBive  to  tKe 
decrees  of  Providence ;  bat,  poor  Reginald ! 
how  I  tremble  for  him  I — Well  do  I  Itnow 
how  uncontrollable  is  the  nature  of  his  feel- 
ings—  how  little  of  self-control  be  bas  ever 
'posEcsaed.  God  grant  he  may  never  be 
tempted,  to  commit  the  sin  of  placing  his 
sffectiona,  whore  love  would  be  indeed  a 
crime." 

Her  thoughts  were  becoming  too   overpow- 
ering,— 

"  InJiffBreticL,  dreaded  powerl      •         •         • 

"Who  CBD  describe  the  hopeless,  silent  pang, 

With  vhich  the  gentle  hcurt  tirst  marks  her  swaytj 

"Too  foithful  heart!  thou  never  canst  retrieve 
'ITiy  withered  hopes ;  conceal  the  cniel  pwji ! 
O'er  thy  lost  treasure  atUl  in  silunce  grieve; 
But  never  tu  [he  unfeeling  ear  complaiu: 
From  fniilloBs  straggles,  ilenrlj  bought,  refrain '. 
Submit  at  once — the  hitter  task  resign, 
Xurwolch  und  fan  the  expiring  finme  in  vain; 
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Patience,  oonioling  maid,  may  yet  be  thine, — 

^1  seek  her  quiet  cell,  and  hear  her  voice  divine." 

Fearful  of  the  approach  of  her  uncle,  who 
would  have  been  alarmed  at  the  appearance 
of  her  agitation^  Alice  flew  to  the  shelter  of 
lier  own  little  room ;  and  there^  on  her  knees, 
she  prayed  for  the  safety  of  one,  whom  she 
loved  with  feelings  as  tender  and  disinterested, 
as  ever  found  a  resting  place  in  the  devoted 
heart  of  a  woman. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

"  Her  cheek  is  pale ;  her  mouth  is  wrought 
With  lines  that  tell  of  care  and  thought; 
But  sweet,  and  with  a  smOe,  that  seems 
To  hrood  above  a  world  of  dreams. 
And  with  an  eye  of  that  clear  Uue, 
Like  Heaven  when  tears  are  shining  through ; 
The  pure,  the  spiritual,  the  clear. 
Whose  light  is  of  another  sphere." 

Whilst  Reginald  was  creating  for  hinnBelf 
an  idol^  in  the  form  of  the  truly  elegant  and 
attractive  little  Countess,  there  was  one  who 
looked  upon  the  quiet,  unobtrusive  ^*  garden 
flower,"  with  a  degree  of  interest,  which  in- 
creased, the  more  her  humble  merits  developed 
themselves.      Mr.  Herbert   had  lived  in  the 
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world;  hw  accustomed  eye  had  rested  on  every 
rtjle  of  beauty — he  had  mixed  in  rnious  sets 
ofwcietj — fashionable  life  was  not  strange  to 
''in ;  imd  hie  perceptions  had  become  steady — 
deu-tighted.      He   had  looked  on  loveliness, 
■"  his  first  youthful    days — had   admired    its 
ciiomu,  with  all  the  fervour   of  a  young  and 
vileai  mind.     Station  had  its  delights,  plea- 
sure its  passing  triumphs ;   but  the  first  vivid 
dream  of  life  was  gone,  and  though  still  young, 
te  had  gained  experience   from   the   world — 
the  gaudy,  shallow  world — unsatisfying   ever! 
Drink  of   its  fill  ever   so    freely,  unless  the 
■Iraoght  be  mixed  with  other   hopes,  how  fa- 
mished is  he  who  quaffs  it,  even  if  he  drain  it  to 
ihe  very  dregs ! 

Mr.  Herbert  had  discovered,  that  those 
pleasures  which  are  even  the  most  attractive 
to  the  senses,  have  no  link  which  connects 
them,  with  anything  like  permanent  felicity, 
hut  generally  prove    but   a   transient    glow — 
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an  evanescent  gratification,  which  leaves  tiw 
heart  feeble — cxhauBted — unsatisfied!  He  had 
long  sighed,  for  the  very  exietCQce  which  it  had 
been  his  favored  lot  to  attain ;  but  still  there 
was  one  desire  unfulfilled,  and  when  be  first 
looked  round  on  liis  new  home,  he  felt  that 
he  must  have  a  partner,  to  share  it  with  him. 

And  where  was  he  to  look  for  her,  whom 
he  had  seen  in  his  dreams,  as  the  ideal  image  of 
the  wife  whom  he  should  choose,  as  the  partaker 
of  his  happiness?  It  was  here,  in  this  wild, 
sequestered  spot  of  loveHness,  that  he  found 
all  that  he  imagined  perfection,  embodied  in 
the  gentle  Alice.  lie  marked  her  tender, 
affectionate  natuio  —  at  the  same  time,  tiw 
strengthened  culture  of  her  mind ;  he  disoo> 
vered  that  her  education  had  been  well  regu- 
lated, her  pure  and  excellent  heart  well  di- 
rected ;  and  no  doubt,  to  all  this  he  added 
personal  attractions.  But  his  ideas  of  beauty 
were  simple  as  bis  tastes.     He  thought  more 
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ft  l}ie  mild   radiaoe^   of  the   raind,  kindling 
»D  c^ipresBion   of  countenancei   of  far  greater 
^uc  i&  his  eyes,  than  the   most  perfect  re* 
pilaiity  of  feature  and  symmetry  of  fonu.    And 
1SV,  indeed,   did   Mr.   Herbert  think  tiimself 
noii  fortunate;   for  here,   amidst  flowers  and 
anet  ehnibe,   in  this  most  bcantiful  and  pic- 
turesque   of  all   places,   far    distant  from   the 
general  hauntfi  of  men,  he  had  discovered  truly 
»  gem,  in  the  sweet  fair  being,  in  whose  dove- 
lib  eyes,  and  soft  smile,  he  identified  the  very 
personification  of  her,  whom  in  his  wishes  he 
had  prayed  to  find. 

There  was  something  in  the  thoughtful,  quiet 
grace  of  her  countenance,  a  degree  of  pensive 
iweetoess,  which  had  made  a  deep  impression 
On  him,  from  the  first  moment  he  had  seen  her. 
On  a  nearer  acquaintance,  how  did  the  charm 
merease  I  he  was  indeed  enchanted — surprised. 
Here  did  he  find  a  forest  flower,  adorned  with 
all  its   native  simplicity  ;  but  strange  were  the 
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EAos^  vUdi  hmdKd  ta  the  modot  t 

fafbernaL     He  hecdndmit  the  want  of  lasiai^ 

i  — of  tamnmn,  vUch,  to  a  crilkiw'ng  eye,  ibn 

KxAmet  have  h^ed;  he  only  saw 

s  hioked  k^r-Hke,  aad  acrapnloiHlj 

t  in  her  anple  attire ;  and  wheo  he  gaaed 

I  iqK>D  thit  lofty,  mtdlectail  bcow,  and  marked 

I  Jhe  bright  flmh  vhich  occaaoaally  animated  her 

[  eomplexioD,  when  a  CeeUug  of  admiration,  or 

cnlhnsMsm,  agitated  her  hejtit,  Mr.   Herbert 

thought  that  oeTcr,  in  the  most  courtly  circles, 

had  he  seen  one,  vho  in  his  o[Hnion  vas  more 

attractive. 

What  a  happy  life  was  now  his — too  happy ; 
for  alas  I — alas ! — well  we  know,  that  it  is  not 
for  us,  miserable  descendants  of  Adam,  to  expect 
a  paradise  on  earth.  We  must  be  content  to 
catch  such  fleeting  moments  of  joy,  as  may  be 
within  our  reach,  in  this  ever^chequered  ex- 
istence ;   grateful  ought  wc  to  feel,  that  it  is 


THE  LITTLE  WIFE.  257 

80  ordained^  and  that  we  do  not  whoUj  chain 
oor  fcoUsh,  wilful,  hearts  to  such  an  unstable 
^or.  Bather  let  us  thank  God  that  so  it  is, 
^  that  we  arc  brought,  though  ofttimes,  sad  to 
^J,  unwillingly,  to  look  higher  for  substantial 
^piness. 

"On  earth 
There  is  nor  certainty,  nor  stable  hope. 
As  well  the  weary  mariner,  whose  bark 
Is  tossed  beyond  Cimmerian  Bosphorus, 
Where  storm  and  darkness  hold  their  drear  domain, 
And  sunbeams  never  penetrate,  might  trust 
To  expectation  of  serener  skies. 
And  linger  in  the  very  jaws  of  death. 
Because  some  peevish  cloud  were  opening, 
Or  the  loud  storm  had  bated  in  its  rage  : 
As  we  look  forward  in  this  vale  of  tears, 
To  permanent  delight — from  some  slight  glimpse 
Of  shadowy  unsubstantial  happiness." 

For  a  short  space,  bright  and  joyful  were  the 
hours,  which  flew  so  swiftly  to  Mr.  Herbert. 
His  abode  was  merely  separated  by  a  plantation, 
from  the  dwelling  of  Mr.  Stanley;  and  very  soon 
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he  found  hituBelf  almost  a  daily  guest,  mihu 
the  walls  of  the  cottage.  In  the  old  mani 
there  waa  a  kindred  spirit,  assimilating  w^ 
his  own;  and  he  -wafl  immcdiatolj  able  to  ap> 
predate  those  qualities,  which  had  laid  hold, 
so  strongly,  on  the  affections  of  all  who  knew 
him. 

Mr.  Stanley  was  not  slow  in  returning  the 
good  opinion  of  his  new  acquaintance.  It  wa« 
a  great  delight  to  find  in  this  retirement,  one 
whose  enlightened  mind,  could  enter  with  him 
upon  topics,  BO  full  of  intense  interest.  Hence 
the  new  rector  became  almost  domesticated  in 
the  steward's  family ;  and  as  Alice  every  morn- 
ing looked  forth  from  the  latticed  window  of  the 
breakfast- parlour,  to  inliale  the  sweet  scent 
which  the  morning  air  wafted,  from  the  rosea 
and  honey -suckles,  which  flourished  in  pro- 
fusion on  the  walls  of  tlie  cottage,  she  generally 
had  to  welcome  the  approach  of  their  early 
visitor,  who  always  came  with  some  application 
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to  herself;  either  to  beg  that  she  would  ac- 
company him^  upon  some  visit  of  charity  and 
usefulness,  or  to  perform  some  act,  in  the  ac- 
complishment of  which;  she  alone  could  aid 
him. 

The  first  shade  which  obscured  the  brightness 
of  his  present  content^  arose  from  observing, 
on  a  more  intimate  acquaintance  with  Alice, 
that  her  spirits  were  very  uncertain  ;  indeed, 
that  sometimes  they  were  weighed  down,  by 
melancholy;  and  after  a  period  of  anxious 
observation,  he  felt  convinced,  that  some  pecu- 
liar subject,  must  have  saddened  her  young  life ; 
and  the  more  his  feelings  became  engrossed 
by  an  attachment,  which  was  hourly  gaining 
a  powerfrd  ascendancy  over  his  heart,  the 
stronger  his  curiosity  became  excited,  as  to  the 
cause  of  her  depression. 

Week  after  week  succeeded;  and  whilst 
he  daily  felt  that  she  was  dearer  to  him,  he 
marked,  with  sorrow  and  disappointment,  that 
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her  cheek  grew  still  paler — her  coQnteiiaace 
more  aad.  He  redoubled  hia  kind  attentioas. 
How  he  watched  her  every  look — how  he  longed 
to  ask  her  to  reveal  to  him  the  secret  of  her 
grief!  But  he  dared  not,  for  gratefully  as  she 
looked  upon  Herbert,  though  her  manner  plainly 
evinced  how  much  she  respected,  nay,  even 
admired  the  virtues  of  his  character,  still  he 
felt  that  there  was  a  calmness — an  ease,  in  her 
intercourse  with  him,  which  did  not  at  all  as- 
similate with  the  more  ardent  feelings  which 
beat  in  his  breast ;  and  in  the  timidity  of  his 
growing  love,  he  feared  that  she  might  deem  it 
presumptuous,  were  he  to  endeavour  to  sound 
the  inward  recesses  of  her  mind. 

But  whence  arose  this  evident  disquiet  ?  All 
around  her  seemed  smiling.  Her  excellent 
uncle  looked  upon  her  with  the  fondest  aifection ; 
her  brother  anticipated  her  slightest  wish — every 
object  appeared  to  love  her  ;  her  birds — her  pet 
animals,  all  seemed  to  hail  her  approach  with 
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joy;  she  appeared  to  have  no  cares,  but  those 
which  carried  with  them  a  sweet  compensation. 
The  air  of  her  garden^  was  heavy  with  the  per- 
fume of  her  cherished  flowers ;  her  poor  neigh- 
bours received  from  her  own  kind  hand,  every 
solace,  which  she  was  empowered  so  freely  to 
bestow  I    What  then  could  make  her  sad  ?  And 
Mr.  Herbert  felt  his  heart  throb  painfully,  as 
tlie  thought  crossed  his  imagination — ^  Can  it 
be  that  she  loves  another^  and  that  I  must  relin- 
quish my  bright  project  of  bliss  ?" 


CHAPTER  XX. 


•*'  Oh,  let  me  entreat  thee * 

«  •  «  •  • 

For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  world  itself. 
With  every  several  pleasure  in  the  world ; 
And  where  thou  art  not ." 

"Nina,"  said  Lord  Elmsdale,  as  he  en- 
tered in  haste  her  dressing-room^  where  she 
was  standmg,  aheady  dressed  for  dinner;  "I 
have  been  detained  by  business,  which  makes 
me  so  late;  very  annoying  intelligence  has 
just  reached  me.  Mr.  A — ,  the  member  for 
E — ,  has  died,  poor  fellow !  very  suddenly ; 
?.nd  I  shall  have  to  go  down  to  Elmsdale  for 
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the  election, — there  is  to  be  a  fierce  contest 
for  the  county.  There  is  no  help  for  it ;  but 
'tis  most  maUorpropos  just  at  this  moment, 
vhen  we  are  on  the  very  eve  of  our  continental 
expedition." 

Nina  flew  towards  him^  and  threw  her  arms 
round  his  neck. 

"  Then  take  me  with  you^  dearest,  I  beseech 

you/'  she  exclaimed,  in  the  most  persuasive 

accents.    ^*  Tou  know  not  how  miserable  I  am 

when  you  leave  me — and  do  let  me  have  a 

sight  of  that  beautiful  Elmsdale,  about  which 

you  talk    so  much,    and   which    Reginald  is 

always  describing  in  so  rapturous  a  strain.     I 

shall  then   have  something   to  think  of,  with 

pleasure,  when  I  am  abroad — a  home  to  which 

I  can  picture  my  return.     Now,  I  pray  you, 

do  not   say    *  No,' "    she  continued,  playfully 

pQttmg  her  hand  on  his  mouth,  to  prevent  him 

continuing  a  speech,  which  was  prefaced  by  a 

portentous  shake  of   the  head ;    "  I  behaved 
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very   well  Ihe   last  time   you  went — mad^^ 
complaints,  because    you  asked  papa  and 
Eistcrs  to  stay  with  me,  and  I  tliought  it  mi^ 
appear  unkind  and  ungracious  towards  tlie: 
but  I  can  tell  you,  I  did  not  like  it  at  all,  bD^ 
almost  cried  myself  ill  with  vexation  at  beiBff 
left  behind." 

"My  dear  Nina,"  Lord  Elmsdale  began,— 
but  Lady  Etmsdale,  not  liking  the  tone  of 
voice,  in  which  he  commenced  his  speedy 
interrupted  him ;  saying,  with  rather  a  petolant 
air,  something  between  determination,  coaxing, 
and  entreaty,  "I  ivill  not  be  refused! — And 
poor  Reginald — we  can  take  him  with  us,"  she 
added)  seeing  that  Lord  Elmsdale  was  evidently 
giving  way  to  her  importunity ;  "  it  will  be  M 
delightful  for  him  to  see  his  lather,  poor  fellow  I 
and  hifi  lady-love ;  for  I  know  his  affecdons 
are  all  fixed  on  Alice  Bruce,  whom  you  praise 
so  highly ;  so,  my  dear  Lord — my  darling  hus- 
band— don't  refuse  your  own  little  Nina,  and 
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let  me  go  with  you/'  she  continued,  in  a  most 
pathetic  tone  of  voice,  tears  half  filling  her 
eyes. 

**  My  sweetest  Nina,  nothing  would  give  me 
more  pleasure,  than  to  take  you  with  me,  for 
well  you  know,  that  I  am  always  wretched  when 
I  am  away  from  you ;  but  I  do  dread  the  fatigue 
—the  long,  hasty  journey  !     Remember  you  are 
not  very   strong,  notwithstanding  your   elastic 
spirits,  which  make  you  forgetful  of  yourself; 
recollect  to  what  you  have  to  look  forward — how 
many  a  weary  mile  you  have  to  journey,  before 
you  reach  Naples;    and  I  know  that  if  you 
were  at  Elmsdale,  no  little  bird  would  be  wilder. 
Never  for  a  moment   at  rest,  perching  here 
and  there,  and  every  where,  climbing  moun- 
tains, and  scaling  rocks  ;  and  then  you  would 
block  yourself  up,  and  I  should  be  nervous  and 
wretched,   at  the  idea  of    taking  you  out  of 
England,   weak   and  languid.      If  I  were   to 
let  you  go,  I  must  have  all  the  ponies  unshod, 

VOL,  I.  N 
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^ir-  joac  ;akea  oiF  :he  river,  tor  von  would 
.irccirc  iTerr  -nirr-.^      You  wxrald  be. 


r!iop:u:;!i  'xsiu  thoroush  briar. 
■  'T^r  -siirk.  jrer  pai«* 
rrior.'u:£ii  diUMX.  diurouiEti  lire.  ' 

*  Xonsesse.  iear  :  vqu  toik  to  me,  as  if  I  were 
:v*jilr  X  aabv/'  Slid  die  Countess,  half  offended ; 
JUT  she  ^cn  smocrhed  her  roified  &athers»  and 
-••jntinned* — 

••  I  iareiid  rj  be  very  prudent — ^very  wise, 
I  a:«<are  jou.  ir  Elmsdale*  I  mean  to  assume 
•j'oite  d  di:E?renc  character,  iind  become  quite 
t^'jnined  jnd  solenm."* 

-Vnd  now  that  the  little  lady  saw,  by  her 
husband's  countenance*  that  he  was  relenting, 
and  that  she  had  the  <rame  nearly  in  her  own 
hands,  she  rattled  awav  with  increased  con- 
fidence. 

"  I  can  assure  you,  it  is  my  intention  to  pack 
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up  aU  my  follies  in  a  parcel^  before  I  set  off, 
and  send  them  directed  to  Lady  Grantham  ; 
so  you  will  grant  my  request — will  you  not  ?" 

And  now  she  detected  a  smile,  a  look,  which 
at  once  told  her,  that  she  had  gained  her  point ; 
and  the  happy  girl,  after  haying  given  him  two 
or  three  warm  embraces,  flew  out  of  the  room, 
rushed  down  the  staircase,  and  in  another  in- 
stant, had  gained   the  apartment,  where   she 
bew  she  should  find  Reginald,  waiting  for  her 
appearance  before  dinner,  and  throwing  hastily 
open  the  door,  exclaimed, 

"  Such  good  news ! — such  delightful  news  ! 
We  are  all  to  go  to  Elmsdale  to-morrow,  for 
a  fortnight !" 

Strange  inconsistency  ! — There  was  a  time 
when  Reginald  would  have  hailed  this  intel- 
ligence with  unmixed  satisfaction  ;  but  now, 
how  was  it  that  a  feeling,  which  at  first  he 
mistook  for  surprise,  seemed  to  interfere  with 
his  joy  ? 

N*2 


"  Is  it  not  charming?"  Lady  Elmsdale  coa- 
tinued;  "I  shall  see  that  beautiful  place,  snd 
yon  will  introduce  me  ta  your  excellent  {athsTf 
vhom  1  long  so  much  to  know." 

Here  Beginald's  eyes  sparkled  with  the  feel- 
ing of  affection,  which  this  idea  excited. 

"  And  alsoi"  she  added,  looking  at  him  side- 
ways, with  a  sly  glance  of  intelligence,  "  I  dull 
be  able  to  form  my  own  opinion  of  your  Alice.-^ 
Dear  Reginald,  you  need  not  blush  and  look  so 
confused,"  she  added,  in  a  sweet  tone  of  encou- 
ragement ;  "  why  be  ashamed  to  own  so  natural 
— so  lovely  a  feeling?  I  honour  you  for  it 
Lord  Elmsdale  has  often  told  me  much  of  the 
amiability  of  the  chosen  of  your  heart ;  and  the 
very  knowledge  of  your  attachment,  has  greatly 
(ended  to  increase  the  interest  I  have  for  you.  I 
know,  by  my  own  feelings,  the  intensity  of  the 
love,  which  can  glow  in  a  young  heart ;  I  trust 
mine  has  been  softened  and  improved,  since  the 
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sentiment  has  gained  an  entrance  into  it.  Rather 
be  proad  of  loving^  as  the  object  is  so  estimable." 
But  still  her  words  did  not  reassure  Reginald. 
He  turned  his  eyes  away,  that  they  might  avoid 
the  bright  enthusiastic  radiance  which  flashed 

from  those  of  Lady  Elmsdale. 
He  felt  that  in  that  glance^  there  was  peril  to 

himself  which  as  yet  he  could  scarcely  define  ; 

and  it  was  an  inexpressible  relief^  when  the 

entrance  of  Lord  Elmsdale^  put  an  end  to  the 

conversation. 


CHAPTER  XXT. 

*' What  a  goodly  prospect  spreads  around, 

Of  hills,  and  dales,  and  woods,  and  lawns,  and  spires. 
Happy  Britannia !  where  the  Queen  of  Arts, 
Inspiring  vigour,  Liberty  abroad 
Walks,  unconfined,  even  to  the  farthest  cots, 

And  scatters  plenty  with  unsparing  hand." 

« 

The  next  morning  all  was  delightful  hurry 
and  confusion.  Nina,  too  happy  to  sleep,  was 
up  with  the  lark,  the  true  emblem  of  her  young 
and  joyful  heart. 

Lord  Elmsdale  was  pressed  for  time;  and  ever 
watchfiil  of  his  precious  little  wife,  he  judged 
that  it  would  be  less  fatiguing  for  her,  to  travel 
early,  and  finish  the  day's  journey  in  good  time, 


THE   LITTLE  WIFE.  271 

SO  that  she  might  have  a  long  nighf  8  rest,  to  re- 
cruit her  for  the  next  day*8  travel. 

It  was  a  lovely  summer's  morning,  and  Nina 
was  in  the  wildest  spirits.  Light  was  the  bound 
with  which  she  sprung  into  the  carriage,  which 
the  anxiety  of  her  attentive  Lord,  had  rendered 
stiD  more  commodious,  by  every  description  of 
cushion,  at  all  which  luxuries  she  laughed  in 
scorn. 

"Why  should  I  have  all  these  unnecessary 
comforte  ?"  she  exclaimed ;  *^  because  I  am  little, 
you  think  that  I  am  not  strong,  which  I  can  as- 
sure you  is  a  very  great  mistake." 

Reginald  had  also  his  place  in  the  britscha, 
and  a  dangerous  one,  methinks,  for  it  was  oppo- 
site to  Lady  Elmsdale;  his  eyes  could  rest  upon 
her  unceasingly,  and  never  did  she  look  more 
attractive  than  in  this  her  moment  of  perfect 
happiness.  It  seemed  as  if  Cupid  and  all  the 
little  loves,  nestled  in  the  dimples,  which  her 
smile  created,  round  her  pretty  mouth. 
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Away  they  flew,  with  all  the  agreeable  speed 
of  four  horses ;  not  as  Mr.  Weller  describee  it, 
in  the  way  we  are  feted  to  travel  on  the  very 
same  road,  "  in  a  harm  cheer,  lookin'  at  brick 
walla,  or  heaps  o'  mud — never  comin'  to  a  public 
bouse — never  scein'  a  glass  o'  ale — never  goin' 
through  a  pifcc — never  meetin'  a  change  o'  no 
kind,  (horses  or  othervise)  but  always  comin'  to 
u  [iluco,  vcn  you  come  to  one  at  all,  the  werry 
picler  o'  the  last,  vith  the  same  p'leese  men 
standing  about,  the  same  blessed  old  bell  a  lin- 
gin',  the  same  unfortunate  people,  standing  be- 
hind the  bare,  a  waitin'  to  be  let  in  ;  and  every 
tWn'  the  same,  except  the  name,  vich  is  wrote 
up,  in  the  same  sized  letters  as  tlic  last  name, 
and  vith  the  same  colors," 

llieir  broad  highway,  led  through  some  of 
the  finest  scenery  in  England,  Let  us  traverse 
the  wide  world  over,  and  we  shall  find  that  wc 
can  easily  meet  with  grander,  and  n 
dous  features  of  landscape — our  s 


d  more  sCupo^^^J 
senses  maj^^^^| 
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bewiidered,  our  imaginations  aire-struclc,  by 
tlie  more  majestic  forms  which  nature  often 
chooKs  to  assume;  but  where,  but  in  England, 
"^  »e  find  scenes,  upon  which  the  eye  and 
ll*»n,  equally  rest,  with  such  placid  —  such 
Rratefu]  contentment — from  which  we  can  trace 
causes  and  effects,  so  soothing  to  the  feelings,  as 
ill  (inr  own  loved  country  ?  No  wonder  ihai 
poetry  hae  breathed  over,  and  sanctified  the  land, 
the  very  air  of  which,  ia  laden  with  the  balmy 
scent  of  pasture,  and  the  honey-suckled  hedge. 
With  all  the  delightful  freshness  of  youth,  to 
those  perceptions  everything  seems  new,  Nina, 
wd  the  young  Secretary,  regaled  their  eyes,  by 
dwelling  upon  all  the  varied  scenes  they  passed ; 
bom  the  lordly  repose  of  stately  groves,  ant! 
magnificent  parks,  ttl^the  humble  straw- thatched 
cottage,  its  little  garden  and  clustering  wood- 
^line;  they  hailed  with  pleasure  the  sweetness 
»ail  freshness  of  the  country,  which  seemed  ab- 
•olutely  carpeted  with  verdure. 
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Thus  luxuriously  they  sped  along,  in  the  dajrt 
when  travelling  was  a  real  holiday,  lo  tbooe 
vha  had  not,  by  constant  habit,  been  eurfeitcMl  of 
'  Ita  pleaiures^-days  that  arc  all  well  nigh  over  ! 
The  commencenienl  of  every  journey  now,  may 
be  compared  to  setting  off  in  a  BteaIn-packe^— 
the  same  odious  noise,  bustle,  confusion  and 
Eincli.  The  rail-road  is  certainly  a  most  admira- 
ble, important  invention ;  but  to  poor  stay-at- 
homes,  who  travel  rarely,  the  little  agremtmi 
of  an  expodition,  are  entirely  at  an  end  ;  the 
feeling  of  peace  which  one  might  experience,  to 
leaning  back  iji  a  comfortable  carriage,  leaving 
behind,  for  a  brief  space,  all  home  cares  and  vex- 
ations, and  the  sensation  of  passing  through  the 
nir,  with  the  rapid,  though  soothing  pace  of 
four  horses,  the  heart  becoming  lighter  at  every 
mile,  is  nearly  done  away  with,  by  the  different 
nature  of  an  excursion  in  these  days. 
Is  it  not  a  grievance,  too,  to  think  o 
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abodes  of  comfort,  yclept  Jnns,  once  the  ani- 
raalcd  scenes  of  life,  and  cheerful  bustle,  but 
nof  dtserted  ? — the  half-closed  windows,  the 
mBlancholy  stillness,  aSbiding  a  striking  con- 
tiui  to  the  gay  Iiilatity,  the  hospitable  stir  of 
lormer  times. 

And  who  is  there  who  cannot  enter  into  the 
ihc  vords  of  our  mach-admired  and  often- 
tjuoted  xathor,  who  speaks  of  the  delight  of 
ths  feelings  of  something  like  independence, 
and  territorial  consequence,  which  occur,  when, 
after  a  weary  day's  journey,  the  traveller  stretches 
liimself  before  an  inn  fire  ?  "  Let  the  world  go 
on  as  it  may,"  he  continues ;  "  let  kingdoms 
riae  ftnd  Jail ;  so  long  as  he  has  the  wherewithal 
to  pay  hif  bill,  be  is  for  the  lime  being,  at  least, 
the  Tery  monarch  of  all  he  surveys.  The  arm- 
chair is  his  throne,  the  poker  is  his  sceptre ;  and 
the  parlour,  whether  large  or  small,  bis  undis- 
puted empire.  It  is  a  morsel  of  certainty, 
matched  from  the  uncertainties  of  life — it  is  a 
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ly  on  a  douiif     I 


sunny  moment,  gleaming  out  kindly  o 
day ;  and  he  who  has  advanced  some  way  on 
the  pilgrimage  of  existence,  knows  the  import- 
ance of  husbanding  eren  morsels  and  momenta 
of  enjoyment," 

Mast  we  not  almost  become  pathetic  in  out 
lamentations  on  a  subject,  which,  though  the 
boast  of  the  age  in  which  we  live,  threatens  so 
surely,  the  extirpatioa  of  the  olden  style  of  tn- 
veiling?  Soon  shall  we  see  no  more  of  those 
well-appointed  stage-coaches,  which  seem  always 
to  carry  animation  along  witli  them,  and  pat  the 
world  in  motion,  as  they  whirl  along ;  the  horn, 
«-ith  its  cheerful  sound,  creating  expectation  in 
almost  every  bosom.  In  short,  do  we  not  again 
enter  most  fully  and  tenderly,  into  the  outraged 
feelings  of  the  redoutable  Mr.  Wellcr,  when 
he  exclaims  ? — 

"  As  to  the  Aonour  and  dignity  o'  travellin', 
vere  can  that  be  vithout  a  coachman ;  and  wol'a 
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tbe  rail  to  sich  coachmen  and  guards  as  is  some- 
tunes  forced  to  go  by  it,  but  a  outrage  and  a 
insult?  And  as  to  the  ingein — a  nasty  wheezin', 
creakin',  gaspin',  puffin/  bustin'   monster,  al- 
ways out  o*  breathy  yith  a  shiny  green  and  gold 
back^  like  a  unpleasant  beetle  in  that  ere  gas 
magnifier.     As  to  the  ingein,   as  is  always  a 
poorin'  out  red  hot  coals  at  night,  and  black 
smoke  in  the  day;  the  sensiblest  thing  it  does,  in 
my  opinion,  is,  yen  there's  somethin'  in  the  vay, 
and  it  sets  up  that  'ere  frightful  scream,  vich 
seems  to  say,  'Now,  here's  two  hundred  and 
forty  passengers  in  the  wery  greatest  extremity 
o'  danger»  and  here's  their  two  hundred  and 
forty  screams  in  vun.' " 

Ought  I  not  to  crave  my  readers,  to  grant  a 
thousand  pardons,  for  having  thus  so  long,  left 
the  beaten  track  ;  particularly  when  every  one 
agrees  in  considering,  that  nothing  is  so  tiresome 
in  a  novel,  as  digressions.     All  must  approve  of 
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the  rail-road  fashion  in  writing,  if  not  in  travel- 
ling :  a  novelist  ought  therefore  to  go  straight 
on,  without  making  any  unnecessary  stoppages, 
or  deviating  from  the  regular  line  of  road.  To 
make  up  for  lost  time,  my  narrative  shall  proceed 
without  any  further  delay. 


CHAPTER  XXII 

"The  stately  Homes  of  England, 

How  beautiful  they  stand ! 

Amidst  their  tall,  ancestral  trees, 

O'er  all  the  pleasant  land. 

Tlie  deer  across  their  green  sward  bound, 

Through  shade  and  sunny  gleam ; 

And  the  swan  glides  past  them  with  the  sound 

Of  some  rejoicing  stream." 

It  was  on  the  evening  of  the  third  day,  that 
the  admiring  and  happy  trio,  found  themselves 
fast  approaching  the  splendid  domain  of  Lord 
Elmsdalc.  It  was  situated  in  ^one  of  the  most 
picturesque  parts  of  the  country. 

As   they  descended   a  hill  of    considerable 
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steepness  and  length,  a  prospect  of  extraord 
beauty  burst  upon  tteir  view.  A  w 
pursued  its  silver-tracked  way.  In  the  1 
ground,  rose  the  grand,  majestic  mouot^ 
bold  and  rugged  in  their  splendour ; 
their  base  were  woods  and  dales,  and  t 
anon  a  bright  spot  of  cultivation — a  i 
hamlet !  The  curling  smoke,  sending  t 
shadowy  form  from  the  lonely  cot,  relievet 
scene,  from  the  sterner  grandeur  of  » 
features.  Lord  Elmsdale  bade  the  drivers  ij 
that  he  might,  with  a  heart  swelling  with  { 
and  pleasure,  introduce  this  fair  scene  t 
upon  whom  with  such  delight  he  bestowet 
and  as,  with  the  young  wife  he  so  fondly  li 
he  gazed  upon  this  magnificent  prospect, 
could  say,  "All  this  is  thine,"  his  emotions 
were  sweet — were  overpowering.  And  again, 
when  his  eye  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  own  fine, 
old,  castellated  mansion,  what  a  train  of  by-gone, 
but  ever  returning,  feelings,  gushed  upon  his 
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memory!— In  one  quick  thought^  it  darted  back 

to  childhood,  **  singing  of  boyhood  back — the 

voices  of  his  home."     And  then  rapidly  it  flew 

on  to  his  present  moment  of  happiness.     He 

had  returned  to  his  cherished  home,  prosperous 

— ftll  of  joy,  and  not  as  formerly — alone !  and 

this  conviction  made   every  object  appear  to 

shine  forth  with  greater  lustre;  all  nature  seemed 

U>  look  even  more  beautiful — ^more  green  the 

verdure,  brighter  the  leafy  foliage  of  the  woods; 

never  had  he  so  proudly  valued  his  princely 

possessions.     With  those  we  love,  a  desert  may 

be  robbed  of  its  gloom ;  then  can  it  be  wondered, 

as  Lord  Elmsdale  looked  on  all  that  surrounded 

him,  that,  with  Nina  at  his  side,  it  did  indeed 

seem  a  Paradise  ? 

And  she  gazed,  and  almost  wept,  with  that 
mixed  feeling  which  will  always  thrust  itself 
between  our  perfect  joy.  With  ecstacy  she 
contemplated  all  that  was  before  her,  and  she 
could  have  wept  to  think  that  she  was  so  soon 


again  to  leave  it — merely  lo  be  a  brief  visitor. 
where  she  felt  she  could  never  be  weary  of 
living  for  ever. 

"  This  is  sublime,  as  well  aa  beautiful !"  she 
exclaimed,  as  with  an  eye  of  taste  and  scieiioe 
she  marked  the  features  of  the  prospect ;  uid 
whilst  proceeding,  she  went  on  to  say  :  "  If  yoo 
would  let  me  live  here,  my  dear  Lord,  yon 
would  find  me  soon  a  different  being — no  longer 
foolish  and  Mvolous.  Here  I  feel  I  ehonld 
become  both  wise  and  good,  for  I  should  be 
happy  i  and  depend  upon  it,  happiness  ia  veiy 
often  the  support  of  goodness.  Ungrateful — 
unnatural  as  it  may  appear,  I  am  unsatisfied 
with  the  world  in  which  I  have  lived  lately; 
the  existence  is  to  me  an  artificial  one.  If  I  do 
right,  whilst  in  its  vortex,  I  only  act  meo^ni- 
cally ;  here,  I  know  I  should  be  virtuous,  from 
feelings  of  religious  duty.  My  love  for  my 
God  would  be  daily,  hourly  increased,  by  con- 
stant  adrairntion  of  the  beauteous,   bounteous 
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works  of  his  creatiDg  hand. — But  here  we  are !" 
she  exclaimed,  as  the  carriage  stopped  at  the 
^i  gates.    Lord  Elmsdale's  journey  had  been 
80  sudden,  that  the  announcement  of  his  arrival 
could  only  have  preceded  him  by  the  morning's 
post,  and  Nina  had  entreated  him  not  to  write. 
h  mn  he  told  her,  that  it  would  be  the  death 
o{  Mrs.  Wilson,  the  housekeeper,  if  they  came 
upon  her  thus  suddenly.     She  had  lived  in  the 
femily   for    generations,    and    well    did    Lord 
Elmsdale  know  every  turn  of  her  ideas  ;  all  her 
agonies  on  the  subject  of  taking  off  covers — 
bringing  forth  the  best  china — dismantling  the 
mirrors  of  their  temporary  coverings — making 
everything  look  the  very  best ; — the  tortures 
she  would  endure  at  the  idea  of  the  bed-hang- 
ings having  been  taken  down,  and  the  carpets 
taken  up — and  this,  too,  on  the  first  arrival  of 
a  bride  !     He  anticipated  a  fit  of  apoplexy,  or 
the  jaundice,  at  least. 
But  Nina  begged  so  hard   that  she   might 
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have  her  own  way  this  time,  and  anticipated 
with  such  mischievous  glee,  the  astonishment 
and  consternation  they  would  create,  that  as 
usnal,  he  gave  in  to  her  will ;  therefore,  we  may 
imagine  the  astonishment  of  the  old  woman  who 
issued  from  the  lodge  to  give  them  ingress. 
Completely  mystiBed  was  she  when  she  beheld 
her  Lord,  who  nodded  kindly  to  her;  and  when 
she  saw  seated  by  his  side,  one,  whom,  we  con- 
clude, instinct  at  once  told  her,  was  the  new 
Countess. 

Tliey  were  soon  before  the  entrance  of  the 
Castle.  The  bell  was  rung ;  and  after  a  little 
delay,  the  housekeeper,  accompanied  by  another 
domestic,  slowly  and  con  sequentially  opened 
the  door,  little  dreaming  whom  she  had  to  wel- 
come, and  supposing  they  were  only  some  occa- 
sional visitors,  who  often  solicited  to  see  the 
place.  It  was  with  something  approaching  to  a 
scream,  that  she  recognized  her  Lord;  and  then 
her  countenance  depicted  a  strange  mixture  of 
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flight  aad  vexaUon :  but  as  her  eye  fell  upon 
tiie  Countess,  the  Utter  feeling  seemed  to  pre- 
ponilerate  —  she  was  immoveable   aod  speech- 

haul  and  Liidy  Elmadale  descended  from  the 
raniage,  and  the  former,  taking  Xina  under  his 
um,  advanced  towards  the  good  woman,  whom 
he  shook  cordially  by  the  hand. 

"Well,  Mrs.  Wilson!"  he  exclaimed,  "you 
lion'l  seem  the  least  glad  to  see  us  I — Are  you 
displeased  that  wc  should  have  stolen  a  march 
upon  you  V 

"  Oh,  my  Lord !"  she  answered,  still  looking 
unappeaacd,  *'  you  aie  the  master,  and  at  liberty 
to  do  what  you  think  fit, — but — " 
^  Here  Lord  Elmsdale  stopped  short  her  speech; 
flaying,  in  almost  a  deprecating  tone:  "  1  wna 
obligi:d  to  come  down  to  the  election ;  and  Lady 
Eimsdale  was  so  anxious  to  see  all  her  friends 
in  th«  country,  that  she  insisted  on  accompany- 
ing me.     And  now  I  must  present  her  to  you. 
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— My  good  Mrs.  Wilson,  you  must  promise  to 

love  your  new  young  lady,   even  as  you  did 

her,  in  whose  honoured  steps  I  trust  she  will 

follow." 

Tears  filled  Mrs.  Wilson's  eyes ;  she  sighed, 

and  shook  her  head,  and  then  murmured,  "  In 

time — in  time,  perhaps !" 

Nina,  with  a  grace  that  dignified  the  action^ 

kindly  taking  her  by  the  hand,  said,  with  her 

sweet  voice,  which  ever  found  its  way  direct  to 

the  heart, — 

"  Mrs.  Wilson,  I  already  feel  that  I  know 
you  well;   for  Lord  Elmsdale   has  long  since 

introduced   you  to  me,   in  the  most  flattering 
manner.    Do  not  be  distressed ;  I  am  come  pre- 
pared to  be  delighted  with  everything  at  EltDs- 
dale;    I    am    only  too   happy  to  find  myself 
here." 

Tears  again  sparkled  in  the  eyes  of  the 
attached  creature,  but  they  were  now  those  of 
pleasure ;  she  fixed  her  sensible  gaze  on  the  fair 
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young  creature,  as  if  she  would  fain  read  her 

inmost  character.     She  had  heard  of  her  ex* 

treme  youth ;  she  had  feared  she  might  be  too 

childish  for  her  beloved  and  revered  Lord ;  but 

there  was  something  in  the  expression  of  the 

countenance   of   the   young  Countess,    in   the 

manner  pervading  her  whole  demeanour,  which 

seemed  at  once  to  reassure  her ;  and  scarcely 

could  she  refrain  ejaculating,  from  her  relieved 

heart,  "  Thank  God,  if  her  looks  do  not  belie 

her,  she  is  worthy  even  of  his  love." 

But  then,  again,  the  fussy  anxiety  of  her 
calling,  rushed  with  full  force  upon  her  mind,  as 
she  ushered  them  into  a  drawing-room,  and  the 
dismantled  state  of  her  beautiful  apartments 
flashed  upon  her  recollection — and  then  the 
overwhelming  idea,  that  there  was  no  dinner 
prepared ! 

It  was  really  hard  upon  Mrs.  Wilson ;  it  was 
like  taking  a  beauty  by  surprise,  before  she  had 
pulled  out  her  curl-papers  ;  or  drawing  up  the 
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curtain,  when  a  piece  is  about  to  bc'repreae 
ftiid  the  arrangements  of  the  stage,  in  ord 
create  effect,  not  concluded, 

"  Indeed,  my  Lord,"  she  said,  vith  the  { 
dom  of  an  old  and  privileged  servant,  ' 
could  yon  be  ao  cruel  as  to  come  upon  me4 
miawarea  ? — and  the  first  time,  too,  that  d 
bring  your  Lady  down  to  Elmsdale — such  N 
honourable  way  of  Creating  your  bride — noti 
prepared!  For  your  own  credit,  I  woni 
you,  my  Lord !"  she  added,  again  waxing  ^ 
wroth.  "  Not  a  bell  rung — not  a  ung^ 
roasted — half  the  carpets  up— not  a  ■ 
curtain  in  its  proper  place — the  hangin] 
what  are  to  be  her  Ladyship's  apartments,  i 
one  downl  It  was  only  on  Saturday  evtt 
that  I  said  to  Martha,  the  head  housemaid^ 
is  of  no  mortal  use  to  let  the  sun  eat  the  colour 
out  of  those  beautiful  blue  damask  curtains  in 
my  Lady's  rooms  ;  we  must  just  on  Monday 
begin  to  have  them^all  taken  down ;  and  more's 
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the  pity/  I  said !  '  and  why  my  Lord  goes  into 
those  foreign  parts,  it  is  beyond  my  poor  igno- 
rant head  to  fathom !  And  sure  enough,  on 
Monday  they  began,  and  a  pretty  state  the 
rooms  are  in,  I  can  tell  you ;  and  so  beautiful 
as  they  are  when  in  order,  just  fit  for  my  young 
lady." 

"Oh!  never  mind,  my  good  Mrs.  Wilson," 
said  Nina ;   "  if  you   could  only  imagine  how 
charmed  I  am  to  find  myself  here,  in  any  way, 
you  would  know  how  little  I  care  for  such  minor 
inconveniences.  Everything  that  meets  my  eye, 
looks  so  beautiful — so  far  exceeds  my  anticipa- 
tions, that  I  feel  I  shall  never  be  able  to  tear 
myself  away." 

Mrs.  Wilson  seemed  a  little  comforted;  but 
again  she  appeared  ruffled,  when  the  idea  of 
dinner  rushed  before  her  startled  imagination. 

"  But  dinner,  my  Lord — what  am  I  to  do  about 
dinner  T' 

VOL.  I.  o 
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"There,  agaio,"  said  Nina,  coming  forward  as 
mediatrix,  "  you  mny  set  your  heart  at  rest ;  for 
Lord  Elmsdale,  fearing  that  we  might  discom- 
pose you,  proposed  that  we  should  dine  at  the 
last  stage." 

"  Therefore,  Mrs.  Wilson,"  interposed  the 
Earl,  "  you  must  give  us  a  magnificent  tea,  1 
know  well  how  femous  you  ai'e  in  your  arrange- 
ment of  that  meal." 

Smiles  were  beginning  to  return  t»  the  per- 
turbed countenance  of  the  old  lady,  when 
Reginald  entered,  and  whs  warmly  greeted 
by  her. 

"  Mr.  Reginald,"  she  said,  "  you  are  really 
very  much  altered  in  a  short  time. — What  a 
place  Loudon  is  for  changing  people !  How 
pleased  your  father  will  be  to  see  you,  and 
Miss  Alice,  and  Mr.  Edward ;  they  are  all  tbtt 
lonesome,  and  a  sight  of  you  will  do  thera  a 
power  of  good." 

And   away  ahe   bustled,  to  make  her  i 
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preparatioiis  for  the  comfort  of  the  party — to 
lament,  and  to  rejoice — to  scold^  and  to  order ; 
and  on  the  whole^  not  knowing  whether  to  be 
very  angry,  or  very  much  pleased. 


o  2 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

**  And  light  alike  of  heart  and  step,  she  bounded  on  her 

way, 
Nor  dreamed  the  flowers  that  round  her  bloomed  would 

ever  know  decay ; 
She  had  no  winter  in  her  note,  but  evermore  would  sing 
(What    darker  season  had  she  proved?)  of  spring,  of 

only  spring." 

Nina  had  made  Reginald  promise^  not  to  go 
down  to  the  cottage,  until  she  was  ready  to 
accompany  him  :  she  longed  to  witness  the  sur- 
prise and  pleasure  which  his  unexpected  appear- 
ance would  create,  and  she  had  some  little 
curiosity  to  see  the  meeting  between  the  lovers. 

Reginald  fain  would  have  had  it  otherwise  : 
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he  iFould  Lave  preferred  going  alose — but  how 
could  he  contradict  any  wish  of  the  Conntess  ? 
Ami  ihe  Earl  would  rather  have  seen  his  little 
ladv  resiing  quietly  npoo  one  of  her  luxurious 
sofw,  after  the  fatigue  of  bo  long  a  journey.  But 
in  Mia  he  hinted,  that  it  would  be  belter   to 
iUoir  her  young  friend  to  go  alone  to  tht-  cot- 
tage; she  had  set  her  mind  upon  her  little  plan, 
and  fortunately  for  the  accompli^bmetit  of  her 
wish,  at  that   moraeal   a  gentleman,  to  whon\ 
t>ord  Elmsdale  had  written,  arrived,  on  businest^ 
CDonected  with  the  event  that  had  brought  him 
•0  suddenly  into  the  country ;  so  she  made  her 
escape,  promising  to  bring  back  the  party  from 
tite  cottage  to  tea. 

How  happy  was  this  fair  young  creature,  aa 
^e  glided  through  this  splendid  specimen  of 
one  of  the  lordly  domains,  justly  the  glory  of 
England,  and  which,  for  beauty,  extent,  and 
•CTupulous  good  keeping,  are  not  to  be  met  with 
in  any  other  countrj- !  The  one  we  now  mention 
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posseEsed  all  the  attractions  of  park  scenery, 
added  to  its  own  natural  adrantages.  All  exis- 
tence seemed  animated ;  every  object  breathed 
of  sweetness  and  repose. 

To  a  lover  of  the  country  as  enthusiastic  as 
Nina,  we  may  imagine  the  feeling  of  liberty — of 
perfect  ecstacy,  which  danced  at  her  heart.  And 
her  companion — he  had  his  throbs  of  joy.  Jle 
felt  that  it  was  to  hia  home — his  own  childhood's 
homo, — that  he  was  returning ;  and  the  idea 
brought  with  it  a  rush  of  all  his  best  afiections. 
But  he  was  nervous  and  excited ;  and  Nina 
remarked,  as  they  drew  near,  that  his  cheek* 
flushed,  and  his  voice  trembled. 

The  cottage  stood  within  the  park,  and^ 
its  picturesque  appearance,  added  to  the  beatity 
of  the  general  effect.  It  was  partially  screened 
by  a  few  magnificent  trees,  which  spread  their 
broad  branches,  as  if  in  protection,  as  well  aii 
affording  nn  embellishment  to  this  b 
ing.    The  building  was  low ; 
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Diidsl  of  ft  gaiden,  which  could  acmrcely  be 
equalled  in  the  beauty  of  its  airangemenU,  and 
the  choice  and  luxuriance  of  its  flowerB,  which 
DOW  bloomed  in  all  the  pride  of  summer. 

iiiej  came  upon  it  rather  abruptly,  at  (he 

termiMiion  of  a  shady  walk,  aud  a  gate  led  at 

once  into  this   little   jMradise  of  sweet*.     The 

Connless  paused  in    del^hted    surprise ;    she 

iardly  expected  to  see   the   air  of  refinement 

vliicti  met  bei  eye ; — it  was  indeed  like  fairy- 

Jatid.    Beginald  seemed  rapidly  to  traverse  with 

a  glance  the  whole  scene.     He  looked  for  the 

moviiig  objects  that  were  wont  to  enliven  the 

picture.     All  at  first  was  still  and  tranquil ;  hut 

in  another  instant,  a  form  was  seen  to  issue  from 

the  open  dooi  of  the  cottage. 

It  was  Alice !— she  held  a  basket,  wilb  gardening 
scissars,  in  her  hand,  and  stood  for  a  brief  mo- 
ment, as  if  in  admiration  of  the  spot,  which  her 
a  cative  baud  had  helped  to  make  so  lovely,  and 
then   approached  to  where   they   stood,  paitly 
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concealed  by  the  foliage  of  a  tree.  She  was 
even  close  to  them,  nnd  etill  unconscious  of  their 
presence,  when  a  voice,  which  pronounced  her 
name,  made  her  start  violently.  The  poor  girl 
gazed  round  her  with  a  bewildered  air ;  ttnd 
when  at  last  she  saw  from  whence  the  sound 
proceeded,  her  first  impulse  was  to  throw  her- 
self into  Reginald's  arms.  But  the  surprise  was 
too  sudden — too  much  for  her.  She  had  not 
been  well,  was  weak  and  languid  ;  and  the  un- 
expected reaction  of  her  feelings  was  more  than 
she  could  bear — she  had  fainted.  And  now  a 
hceiie  of  confusion  ensued  :  an  affrighted  scream 
from  Nina,  when  she  saw  the  pale  face  of  the 
insensible  girl,  was  heard  through  the  casements 
of  the  cottage  ;  and  Mr.  Stanley,  followed  by  a 
stranger,  immediately  joined  the  group.  What 
an  unexpected  vision  met  liis  eyes  !  Hia  son — 
his  dear  and  only  boy,  for  a  sight  of  whom  Iiis 
heart  had  so  ardently  yearned ! — and  the  joy 
which  he  would  have  otherwise  fcU,  damped  by 
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the  Spectacle  oT  poor  AHce,  whose  doath-like 
countenance  presented  itself  to  his  startled  view. 
"  Dear  father  I"  exclaimed  the  agitated  Begi- 
■utld,  "  I  ought  not  to  Lave  done  this." 

.'\jid  poor  Nina  felt  that  she  had  been  the 
cause  of  this  sad  finale. 

Mr.  Stanley  seemed  overpowered  betweeo 
joy  and  anxiety ;  while  the  other  individual,  who 
had  joined  the  party,  helped  to  raise  the  fainting 
girl,  and  laid  her  on  the  seat  of  her  favourite 
bover.  Nina  followed,  and  kneeling  by  her 
side,  lifted  the  drooping  head  upon  her  bosom, 
and  with  her  own  hands  bathed  her  temples 
with  water. 

This  was  a  sad  frustration  of  the  little  drama, 
which  with  such  delight  she  had  arranged.  The 
actors  and  actresses  had  all  fallen  into  disorder. 

Alice  soon  opened  her  eyes,  and  fixed  them 
with  a  bewildered  stare  on  the  trembling  Coun- 
tess.    Stanley  had   been   bo   absorbed   by  the 
surprise,  which  all  these  unexpected  events  had 
o  5 
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^iUt  W  bd  tcandv  heeded  Vu^ 
»Mv  Am  •  fisHle  fans  WH  aopputtiiig  h^i 
m;  but  W  fwl^^^frd.  if  be  Ohm^  mt  alV^ 
*  It  WW  a  yooBg  Mqwantaaec  of  Alice,  whcM 
1  ksd  htefyracM  b  fire  iadie  ndgMwwiriMiod  ; 
I  aad  it  «aB  aot  mdl  he  fettoved  her  mrprised 
f  ^Mtoe,  that  be  also  looked  npoa  her,  in  whmc 
tan  ibe  head  of  Ahce  was  mdng,  and  he  wa> 
indeed  amazed.     Sorai  the  mTstery  was  aolTed : 
AHce   eoddenly  raised   berselC  and  casting  ta 
nnaeuled,  wild  glance  around  her,  again  fixed 
her   eyet  npoa   Nina,  and   exclaimed   "  Lady 
Elmsdale  V    Her  portrait  had  been  too  well 
dewribed  by   Reginald,   to  be  for  a   momeot 
doubted. 

It  ia  easy  to  imagine  all  tbat  followed.  The 
little  ConntcM  bad  bungled  the  business  com- 
pletely, and  her  abrupt  arrival  hod  produced  n 
strange  mixture  of  grali£ca[ion,  embarrassment, 
and  mortifieation.  Mr.  Stanley  began  to  tear 
that  h^  hod  been  wanting  in  respect — incourtMy* 
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^  lady  of  his  beloved  patroD,  in  haying  thus 
so    1 

^^  totally  disregarded  her  presence ;  she, 

^^  lie  longed  to  love  and  honour,  for  the  sake 
of  1.. 

^im  whose  name  she  bore :  and  Alice  felt 
^^bled  and  distressed,  that  she  should  have 
^pQsed  so  completely  the  hidden  secret  of  her 

K^inald  had  also  his  vexations  and  heart- 

WDiiig8,and  Nina  saw  them  all.  With  the  grace, 

^  sweetness,  which  no  one  had  the  art  of  using 

more  skilfully  than  herself,  she  did  much,  in  a 

Tery  short  time,  to  remedy  in  some  measure 

what  her  inadvertence  had  occasioned ;  and  with 

an  amiable  candour,  which  won  for  her  every 

heart,  blamed  herself  bitterly  for  what  she  had 

done.     She  looked  so  lovely,  as  she  pressed  with 

real  affection  Mr.   Stanley's   hand  in  both  of 

hers,  that  the  good  man  felt  tears  of  pleasure 

fast  rising  in  his  eyes. 

With  the  freedom  of  a  sister,  she  threw  her 
arm  round  the  waist  of  Alice,  kissed  her  pale 
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cheek,  and  begged  her  not  to  blame  Eeginald, 
taking  upon  herself  the  sole  cause  of  his  abrupt 
appearance.  Id  short,  she  had  a  kiad  word,  t  , 
sweet  look,  for  every  one,  and  all  soon  began  to  i 
feel  the  influence  of  her  irresistible  manner. 
Truly  may  we  declare,  that  manner  is  the  moral 
grace  of  the  mind  and  of  life  ;  and  surely  it  is 
one  of  the  most  valuable  of  external  graces — far 
more  lastingly  attractive  than  the  most  exquisite 
beauty.  Like  civility,  it  "  costs  nothing,  and 
buys  everything." 

But  where  was  Heginatd,  during  this  scene  I 
He  was  standing,  with  his  arms  folded,  leaning 
against  a  tree,  his  countenance  very  pale — and 
to  the  casual  observer,  there  was  not  much  of 
joy  in  it ;  but  that  might  be  attributed  to  the 
agitation  of  the  preceding  moments.  His  eyes 
were  generally  bent  to  the  ground ;  but  when  he 
did  raise  them,  they  were  not  fixed,  as  Lady 
Elmsdale  supposeil,  with  fondness  upon  j 


ml  Wandered  with  a  peculiar  expression,  now 
upon  herself,  and  then  upon  his  cousin. 

"nhtps  indeed  he  was  contrasting  their  sevc- 
i^' merits,  and  we  fear  at  this  moment  particularly, 
tne  comparison  wae  invidious ;  for  Lady  £hns- 
"*Ie  ffas,  by  the  fete  of  chance,  looking  her  very 
oea.    \a  air  ditlingue  was  peculiar  to  her  at  all 
nWb.   She  had  commcBCed  her  journey  so  sud- 
'ksAy,  that  no  time  was  allowed  for  her  to  make 
any  alteration  in  her  usual  recherche  style  of  Lon- 
don dress.   She  was  therefore  in  all  the  elegance 
ofa  Hyde  Park  toilette.  One  of  Carson's  prettiest 
little  bonnets  decorated  her  head  ;  her  delicate 
tinted  silk  dress  was  made  after  the  last  fashion, 
and  fitted  beautifully  to  her  figure.     She  was 
interested  by  the  passing  scene,  and  excitement 
had  lent  the  brightest  roses  to  her  usually  colour- 
less complexion.     Her  eyes  sparkled  with  the 
feelings  which  she  wished  to  express ;  and  her 
mouth,    which   was    ever   decidedly   her    beat 
feature,  smiled  softly  and  sweetly,  as  with  kind- 
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ncBB  mingled  with  rcspoct,  she  endeavoured  to 
propitiate  his  father. 

And  Alice — poor  Alice !  how  did  she  look  I 
With  pale  cheeks,  languid,  downcast  eyes,  and 
countenance  perplesed,  her  fair  hair — ^for  they 
had  removed  the  garden  bonnet  to  give  her 
air,  wlien  she  faiatad — dishevelled,  and  not, 
as  a  huroine's  ought  to  have  been,  in  becom- 
ing ilifiordcr :  her  dress  was  plain  and  un- 
adorned— to  use  the  proper  term,  unfashionable, 
and  from  the  force  of  contrast,  certainly  did 
not  look  its  best!  and  Alice,  though  possessing  a 
greater  share  of  natural  beauty  than  Lady 
Elmsdale,  at  this  moment  must  indeed 
been  obliged  to  relinquish  the  palm. 

We  are  not  one  of  those,  whodeclare  that  beaoty 
unadorned  is  always  most  adorned ;  on  the  con- 
tiary,  we  assert  that  there  is  a  certain  radiance 
wliich  refinement  casts  over  its  object,  which  is 
dazzling  and  captivating  to  the  eye,  however 
stable  and  evanescent  it  ma)'  prove  ;  and 
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of  Reginald,  whilst 
ieweighed  in  bis  mind  the  several  merits  of  the 
two  fair  gttia  before  him,  wore  not  fiivorable  to 
'lie  canie  of  his  poor  cousin. 

Tlic  pbdn  truth  was,  that  he  had  nerer  loved 
her,  but  with  the  calm  kind  feeling  of  a  brother 
*"SMster,  one  whose  peculiarity  of  disposition 
ffindered  her  more  like  an  elder  sister.  He 
^id  not  in  the  least  understand  hb  own  heart, 
<>J  ha  own  sendmcnts,  when  he  had  rashly 
piigfited  TOWS  of  constancy  to  her.  Poor  boy  I 
we  cuinot  but  pity  him,  even  whilst  we  blame. 
His  bad  been  a  fearful  ordeal.  Unaccustomed 
to  any  sphere,  save  the  contracted  one  of  his 
0*0  home — unused  to  the  experience  of  female 
Utractiona — without  preparation,  he  was  nt  once 
plunged  into  scenes  which,  to  a  youthful  mind, 
ire  generally  deemed  those  of  enchantment  and 
pleasure-  He  was  thrown  completely  and 
entirely  into  the  society  of  a  young  creature, 
possessing  fascinations  which  might  have  moved 


304 


TUE    LITTLE    WIFE. 


n 


a  stronger  mind.  The  poor  father!  well  might 
be  tremble  when  he  gave  up  his  child, 
when  he  allowed  him  to  wander  from  that  path 
which,  although  it  led  to  no  great  eminence — no 
wide-spreading  lordly  viewB,  might  have  con- 
ducted him  assuredly  to  a.  prospect  of  smiliiig 
peace — of  calm  and  tranquil  happiness.  Oh! 
if  we  could  bear  ia  mind,  that  elevation  in  life 
is  no  security  against  the  severer  evils  of  the 
world,  but  rather,  in  most  cases,  a  fearful  in- 
crease of  their  bitterness,  we  might  perhaps 
save  ourselves  and  others,  from  many  unneces- 
sary strivings  and  disappointments  1 

We  do  not  wish  to  censure  Mr.  Stanley 
harshly;  his  had  been  an  amiable  weakness, 
founded  on  his  own  humility  of  heart ;  for  it 
was  his  patron,  to  whom  he  looked  up  as  the 
wisest  and  best  of  men,  that  had  proposed  this 
plan  for  his  son;  and  although  his  judgment 
pointed  out  the  defects  of  it,  still  he  thought 
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it  must  be  well,  as  Lord  Dlmsdale  liaJ  formed 
i[. 

But  I  am  now  alluding  to  parents  who  make 
n  an  object — a  parsuit — or   even  a  desire,  to 
bring  up  their  children  above  their  birthright, 
ud  who  seek  advantages  for  them  in  a  higher 
'pliere,  totally  forgetful  of  that  first  principle 
of  their  profesaion,  the  renunciation   of  "  the 
pompe    and    vanities"    of    this    world.        Yet 
daUy,  to  obtain  this  perishable  object,  do  we  sec 
principles  sacrificed — peace  of  mind  disregarded 
— contamination  risked — usefulness  abridged — 
duties  neglected — doubtful  practices  connived 
at — selfish    expenditure    encouraged,   iind    the 
bosom  harassed  with  perpetual   struggles   be- 
tween  oppoebg  fortunes  ! — And    why  do  we 
ambidoQ   all   this? — Only   to   obtain   for  those 
for  whom  we  would  lay  down  our  very  lives, 
a  place  in  this  short-lived  world,   which  may 
jtrobably  lead   them  into   the  midst  of  perils, 
and  very  likely  lay  the  foundation  of  sins,  which 
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may  draw  upon  tbem  the  awfal  sentence, 
eternally  excluding  them  trom  happiness  ia  the 
world  to  come. 

Tlicre  was  another  of  the  party  from  irhose 
eyea  the  scales  had  fallen,  which,  until  this 
moment,  had  shaded  from  them  every  prospect, 
but  that  of  smiling  happiness.  It  was  Mr.  Her- 
bert, who  had  helped  to  bear  Alice  in  his  arms 
— whose  very  soul  sickened  at  the  sight  of  her 
pale,  lifelceG  countenance ;  and  who  now.  In  the 
person  of  the  young,  handsome  Beginald, 
beheld  the  development  of  the  secret  which 
be  had  so  long  wished  to  fathom.  It  waa  with 
a  sharp  pang  at  his  heart,  that  he  felt  fae  had 
now  dived  into  the  mystery  of  the  sorrow,  which 
had  clouded  the  mild  countenance  of.  her  whom 
he  had  learnt  so  deeply  to  love.  He  had  dreamt 
his  short  dream  of  happiness,  and  as  quickly  bad 
it  rani^hed. 

Now,  having   done  as   much  mischief  a 
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^38  p08sible,  Nina  began  anxiously  to  endea- 
vour to  mend  the  business :  taking  Mr.  Stanley 
by  the  arm,  she  said, 

'*Now,  my  dear  Sir,  we  must  return  to  the 
Castle.  Lord  Elmsdale  will  be  all  impatience 
to  see  you — and  you  also/*  she  continued,  turn- 
^  to  Mr.  Herbert,  to  whom  she  had  been 
presented.  **  I  trust  you  will  accompany  us. 
I  can  answer  for  the  anxiety  my  Lord  feels,  to 
renew  his  acquaintance  with  you.  Reginald, 
I  shall  leave  you  with  your  cousins.  My  folly 
bas  spoilt  the  pleasure  which  I  had  anticipated, 
for  this  evening,  in  making  you  all  return 
^th  me  to  Elmsdale ;  but  Miss  Bruce,  I  see, 
^  be  all  the  better  for  a  little  tranquillity,  and 
quiet  talk  with  you." 

Then,  taking  kindly  the  hand  of  Alice,  she 
hid  her  good  night ;  and  begging  her  to  be  with 
her  early  the  next  morning,  pursued  her 
'^^y  with   Mr.  Stanley,  who,  pleased  and  gra- 
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tified,  suffered  himself  to  be  led  off  by  his  lovely 
conductress. 

Mr.  Herbert  followed  them  through  the 
shrubbery^  and  then,  making  some  excuse,  took 
his  leave  and  returned  to  his  home. 


END   OF   VOL.    I. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


"The  morning  time — 
The  summer  time,  how  beautiful  they  are! 
A  buoyant  spirit  fills  the  natural  world, 
And  sheds  its  influence  on  humanity; 
Man  draws  his  breath  more  lightly,  and  forgets 
*"«  weight  of  cares  that  made  the  night  seem  long. 
How  beautiful  the  summer  and  the  mom, 
"ben  opening  over  forest  and  green  field, 
*^aking  the  singing  birds ;  till  every  leaf 
^'Wes  with  music,  and  the  flowers  unfold. 
Heavy  and  fragrant  with  their  dewy  sleep!" 

It  was  a  glorious  morning,  though  so  early 
"**t  the  sun  had  scarcely  driven  the  grey  tint 

VOL,  II.  B 
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ling  from  lur  I 
ecus  prospect    I 


iVom  the  skies,  when  Nina,  sptinging 
bed,  looked  forth  on  the  beauteous 
prcseoted  from  the  window,  which  she  opened^ 
that  she  might  luxuriate  every  sense  of  sight 
and  smell.  The  delicious  air  came  laden  with 
all  the  scents  of  herb  and  flower,  from  the  wild 
mountain  plant,  to  the  choicest  exotic.  The 
view  which  burst  upon  her,  was  rendered  doublj 
beautiful  from  the  mountain  scenery,  so  change- 
ful in  its  loveliness — ever  varying  its  forms  and 
shadows. 

Lady  Elmsdale  gazed,  her  heart  swelling 
with  rapture  and  grateful  admiration;  the  scene 
brought  to  her  mind  many  poetic  associationa, 
and  her  thoughts  might  have  been  embodied  in 
these  beautiful  words, — 

"Niglit  wanei — the  vapoun  round  Ihe  mokintnins  curled. 

Melt  into  mom,  and  light  awakes  the  world. 

Mun  has  another  day  to  swell  the  paaf. 

And  load  him  near  to  liltlc  but  Ills  last ; 

But  mighty  Nature  buiinda  as  from  her  bjrth,^ 

The  sua  is  in  the  heavens,  and  light  on  the  earth: 
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lowers  in  the  valley,  splendour  in  the  beam, 
"ealth  on  the  gale,  and  freshness  in  the  stream." 

^-^r  young  heroine   had  gone  to  bed  very 

^^^d,  and  a  little  disappointed.     Her  schemes 

^'  producing  general  happiness  had  not  suc- 

^^^^ded,  and  she  could  not  but  confess^  that  the 

*^ure  had   been  brought  about  by  her   own 

childishness,  and  wilful  opposition  to  the  wishes 

^^   others.       fiut    a    night  of   sound,    undis* 

^^hed,  unvexed  repose,  such  as  only  the  young 

^d  happy  can  sleep,  had  set  all  to  rights.    Her 

taking  feelings,  were  foil  of  joy,  hope,   and 

^^ticipation. 

She  had  written  a  note  to  Alice,  by  Mr. 
^nley,  repeating  her  request  that  she  would 
^  at  the  Castle  in  good  time ;  so  she  began  in 
^ht  earnest,  early  as  it  was,  to  arouse  every 
^^^)  and  to  set  about  the  business  of  her  toi- 
^^tte.  She  longed  to  be  flying  about  in  all 
'^ifections — for  what  quantities  had  she  to  see, 
and  do — how  much  to  enjoy! — the  day  woiJd 
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not  be  half  long  enough  for  all  her  schemes; 
and   the  fortnight  1 — how   quickly   would  Ae 


It  was  at  last  completed,  the  tiresome  opera- 
tion of  dressing,  wtich  Ma'amselle  Lisette,  who 
was  rather  in  an  ill-humour,  from  having  been 
thus  disturbed  at  so  unusual  au  hour,  would 
pertinaciously  insist  upon  as  elaborately  per- 
forming, as  if  she  were  attiring  her  Lady  for  a 
London  teumon.  In  vain  Nina  begged  thlt 
she  would  make  haste, — What  did  it  signify 
"here,  amongst  these  dear,  delightful,  countrified 
people,  whether  her  hair  were  braided,  plain^ 
or  hung  in  ringlets  ?  The  first  would  be  much 
more  convenient,  and  much  more  quickly  per- 
formed. But  Lisette,  who  was  a  privileged 
person,  and  had  lived  with  her  lady  ever  since 
she  was  a  child,  and,  with  all  her  little  follies 
and  defects,  was  an  attached,  faithful  creature, 
was  determined  that  "  MUedi"  should  look  to 
the  best  advantage ;  and  that,  she  considered, 
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innst  depend  principally  upon  her  being  bien 

^»e;  for  she  possessed  all  that  loye  for  dress^ 

▼Uch  seems  inherent  to  every  nature,  most 

especially  to  that  of  a  French-woman.     True  it 

^1  indeed,  that  we  are  all  prone  to  imbibe  at 

least  the  disposition,  or  why  should  the  savage, 

v1h>  cares  not  how  rude  is  the  shelter  that 

covers  his  head — how  coarse  the  food   of  his 

voracious  meal,  yet  will  delight  to  deck  his  hair 

with  feathers,   and  ornament-  his  sable  bosom 

with  gaudy  beads. 

The  Frenchwoman  remonstrated  with  all  the 
freedom  her  long  servitude  had  rendered  haU- 
toal,  and  ejaculated,  in  her  own  energetic  lan- 
guage,— 

^^  Miledi  must  appear  comme  ilfaut;  there  is 
nothing  like  a  first  impression.  I  want  you  to 
briUer  amongst  all  these  strangers."  Certainly, 
and  she  shrugged  her  shoulders,  from  the  speci- 
mens she  had  seen,  she  did  not  suppose  there 
were  many  there  who  would  be  able  to  appre- 
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date  the  merits  of  a  recherchS  toilette;  how- 
ever, it  was  as  well  at  least  to  aEtonish  them — 
to  shew  the  poor  ignorant  creatures,  for  once, 
what  i[  really  was ;  and  she  continued  to  bestow, 
greatly  to  her  Ladyship's  impatience,  as  much 
time  as  ever,  in  malting  every  glossy  ringlet  fall 
ill  the  manner  she  judged  to  be  the  most  be- 
coming. Whilst  thuB  employed,  she  went  on 
chattering  forth  her  remarks,  and  descanting  on 
the  want  of  tourntire  of  all  the  femnles  she  had 
yet  seen  at  the  Castle.  "  Poor  Madnmf  Wil- 
son's" antiquated  attire,  seemed  to  elicit  a  tnii- 
turc  of  compn^sion,  mingled  with  contempt- 
Upon  this,  Nina  fired  up,  and  advocated  the 
cause  of  her  country  establishment,  saying,  rather 
angrily,  "that  she  was  delighted  witli  their  sim- 
plicity — that  she  admired  it!  It  was  really  a 
relief  to  see  servants  dressod  tike  servants,  and 
not,  as  they  were  always  now,  caricatures  of  their 
masters  and  mistresses." 

In   reply  to  this,  Liactte,  nothing  daulri 
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looUng  at  her  pretty  piquant  little  countenance 

in  the  glass^  over  tbe  Countess's  head^  said^  with 

aH  tke  tolerated  pertness  of  her  Yocadon :  '^  Per* 

bps,  MUedi  would  wish  me  to  adopt  Madame 

Wilson's    costume;^  and    Nina   was   obliged 

to  langh^  when  she  thought  of  the  coquettish 

Aendiwoman,  with  her  smart  little  cap^  just 

resting^  as  if  by  magic^  at  the  back  of  her  head, 

decorated  with  the  huge  edifice  which  coTcred 

the  grey  locks  of  the  venerable  housekeeper. 

But,  at  length,  the  infliction  under  which 
Nina,  in  her  impatience,  actually  writhed,  was 
coi^leted  ;  and  extricating  herself  from  the 
still  exigeante  hands  of  lisette,  as  if  she  were 
yet  fearful  of  her  continuing  to  pursue  her  with 
a  last  pin,  she  made  her  escape,  and  flew  down 
the  great  staircase. 

Certainly,  when  Lady  Elmsdale  walked  into 
the  room,  where  breakfast  was  prepared,  which 
was  the  large  Gothic  library,  the  only  apartment 
always  left  thoroughly  comfortable,  whether  the 
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family  were  there  or  not,  Alice,  who  was  await- 
ing her,  almost  Btart«<l,  as  she  beheld  the  Coun- 
tess, ^nth  her  radiant  morning  iace.  She  looked 
so  young — so  fair  and  firesh,  and  pure;  so  unlike 
anything  she  had  ever  seen  before.  She  could 
baldly  think  that  she  looked  Uku  the  mistress  of 
this  lordly  mansion ;  rather  could  she  imagine 
her  the  spirit  of  the  castle ;  aUd  as,  mth  looks 
of  keen  and  anxious  scrutiny,  she  bent  her  eyes 
upon  her,  as  gracefully  ahe  movpd  across  the 
spacious  apartment,  the  stain  of  the  coloured 
c^lass  throwing  their  mellowed  tints  over  her^ 
even  softening  still  more  every  charm,  Alice 
felt  her  heart  yearn  towards  the  young  Nina 
with  tenderness,  as  well  as  admiration ;  and  then 
it  sunk,  when  she  remembered  the  almost  iueiit- 
able  peril  to  which  Keginald  bad  been  exposed. 


CHAPTER  11. 

*'  Dear  is  the  hallowed  mom  to  me, 
When  Tillage  hells  awake  the  day ; 
And  hy  their  sacred  minstrelsy, 
Call  me  from  earthly  cares  away. 
And  dear  the  rustic  harmony, 
Sung  with  the  pomp  of  village  art; 
That  holy,  heavenly  melody, 
The  music  of  a  thankful  heart." 

We  may  imagine  the  busy  happiness  of  Lady 
Eknsdale^  as^  accompanied  by  her  young  friends, 
she  explored  every  nook  and  corner  of  the 
Castle^  and  its  surrounding  beauties.  Lord 
Elmsdale  was  obliged  to  spend  the  greatest 
part  of  every  day  at  the  neighbouring  town, 
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jccTxpieii  -TTxh.  'in:  jirarnpag  it  ate  sppcoaeiiii^ 
-iletrtiini :  mc  lis  xl*^:!.'?^  Tsok  cxre.  befeve  he 
▼^ic  Ai  «e  •jiiit  «iii  VIS  ^jcri^iiiisi  wih  ponies, 
imi  nrrfiure*^.  iir  Jjer  ^fxZTxrsuns  ;  snd  he  espe- 
iiaUr  Tiacsil  ier  innier  tie  eharze  of  Mr. 
H^rtzen.  ixil  'vhaes  iceoiSses  he  ccHiId  rdj 
wici  nicre  -^citidfatre.  iftarr  cc  Besxz&ald^s,  who 
WIS  j;:i:  i^c  :s  ig«:t:u»ih  to  e^ery  vinhr  expressed 
CT  :Lie  fkiicsrudes  5rie  !a£T. 

6odi  Lcri  and  ladr  Elfludsle  weie  imme- 
diacelx  w>:c  bi-  d^e  izzisLUe  ELiaaen.  and  cold- 
ntiai  zizi'I.  Jt  the  niev  Rector.  It  took  no  time 
t:7  dccc^rlcare  him,  ^unEixarlv,  amongst  them ; 
^nd  is  !ii5  tx^n,  he  became  interested,  with 
all  his  heart,  and  soul,  in  the  two  delightfol, 
though  toLillT  opposite  chancters,  of  the  Earl 
and  Coonteas.  It  was  a  toaching  sight  to  his 
mindy  which  was  snscepdble  to  every  soft, 
as  well  as  noble  feeling,  to  watch  the  influence 
of  love,  upon  a  being  so  great — so  exalted; 
it  was  touching  to  behold  one,  on  whom  the 
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world  looked  with  a  degree  of  awe — of  almost 
fear,  from  the  superiority  of  his  talents — his 
elevated  sitoation,  pliant  and  tender,  oompljiog 
to  the  slightest  wish  of  this  fiur  young  girl  : 
who,  whilst  she  locked  up  to  him  with  respect, 
as  to  a  being  of  a  superior  order,  and  would 
have  died,  rather  than,  faj  wmd  or  deed,  do 
that  which  he  mi^t  blame,  yet  her  easy  and 
unrestrained  manner,  befine  him,  proved  that 
she  shrewdly  guessed  the  power,  which  hl« 
fendness  for  her,  exercised  oyer  him.  But 
her  ready  tact  shewed  her  how  £ear  she  could 
venture.  She  was  very  young,  her  spirits 
habitually  gay  in  their  exuberance ;  she  might 
be  sometimes  giddy,  volatile  ;  but  not,  to  gain 
the  world,  would  she  have  hazarded  a  point, 
did  her  quick  eye  detect  upon  the  EarPs 
countenance,  an  expression,  bordering  on  real 
dissatisfaction.  She  never  forgot,  in  the  moment 
of  her  greatest  excitement,  that  careful  watch 
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over  it,  which  wns  ever  to  her  i 
n  safeguard. 

The  contemplation  of  these  two  ch; 
possGSfied  great  charms  for  Mr.  Herbert,  ^ 
thoughtful  mind  delighted  in  the  stud^ 
human  nature ;  and  in  this  wilderness  ' 
where  so  much  that  seems  fiur  and  brip 
to  the  eye,  is  deceptive — where  light  sad 
shade,  are  so  blended,  the  colours  of  virtue  and 
vice,  mingling  in  such  &  manner,  that  we  can 
scarcely  distinguish  where  one  ends,  and  the 
other  begins — it  was  a  relief  to  his  benevolent 
feelings,  to  be  able  to  look  upon  those,  whose 
open  natures,  displayed,  as  in  a  crystal  vase,  the 
inward  purity  and  excellence  of  their  heart. 

What  an  accumulated  load  of  delightful 
occupation  crowded  upon  Nina ! — She  had  so 
much  to  see — so  much  to  do  !  She  had  to  vi«t 
her  schools,  and  the  inhabitants  of  the  villaj^,  to 
make  acquaintance  with  all — to  look  with 
pleasure  on  those  who  were  thriving  and  happy. 
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to  express  her  ssitisfaction,  at  their  well-doings 
or  to  administer  relief  to  the  distressed^  and 
sympathy  to  the  afBicted.  Her  kind  heart 
was  open  to  every  sorrow,  and  melted  at  the 
sight  of  human  misery  ;  prosperity  had  not 
induced  within  her  a  spirit  of  sellSshness,  which 
crashes  and  nips  the  kindly  affections,  in  the 
bad ;  with  true  Christian  feeling,  she  rejoiced 
that  it  was  her  blessed  lot  to  be  able  "  to  deliver 
the  poor  that  crieth,  the  fatherless,  and  him  that 
hath  none  to  help  him." 

It  was  with  wondering  admiration,  that  the 
primitiye  inhabitants  looked  upon  this  bright 
young  being.  They  had  known  what  it  was 
to  have  a  "  Lady  Bountiful"  at  the  Castle , 
one  whom  they  had  loved  and  reverenced, 
in  the  late  Countess;  but  she  was  advanced 
in  life,  and  delicate  health  gave  her  the  ap- 
pearance of  greater  age,  than  she  had  really 
attained.  And  now,  to  see  this  fair  child, 
they   might  almost  call  her,  gliding   amongst 
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them,  dispcDGuig  with  judgment  and  even 
dignity,  her  favonrs,  and  bounty,  and  wiUi 
looks  of  such  kind  compassion,  and  interest; 
it  quite  astonished  their  minds,  that  one  so 
yonng  cotdd  be  so  good — so  wise ;  and  as  she 
passed,  the  old  people  looked  after  her  with 
overflowing  eyes,  and  fervent  ejaculations  of 
"God  bless  her !"  The  young  ones  also  blessed 
her,  and  it  lightened  their  hearts,  to  hear  the 
sound  of  her  voite,  and  to  gaze  upon  a  coud- 
tenance  so  full  of  encouragement. 

When  Sunday  came,  it  further  pleased  and 
edified  the  good  vill^era,  to  see  the  Countese, 
accompanied  by  her  Lord,  attend  both  the 
services  in  the  quiet  little  village  church.  It 
was  delightful,  to  notice  the  devotion,  with 
which  they  both  poured  forth  their  praises 
to  the  Throne  of  Grace-  And  truly  pious 
were  the  feelings  of  the  young  Nina.  Her 
excellent  father  had  studied  to  bring  up  his 
children,  in   the   love  of  God;  and   with  all 
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br  gaietf ,  Hio  worship  was  one  of  her  dearest 
delights.  luiecling  by  the  side  of  her  liusband, 
she  raised  her  heart  to  heaven.  Deeply  did  she 
feel  the  happiness  of  her  position, — she  wne 
iware  of  the  innamerable  blessings  whicli  were 
showered  apon  her,  and  she  was  grateful  to 
the  source,  from  whence  they  were  derived. 
With  all  ihe  stumbling-blocks,  which  the  world 
places  in  the  shape  of  idols,  most  paiticulnrly 
to  the  rich  and  prosperous,  it  is  a  blessed 
light,  to  find  some  few,  tasting  the  full  cop 
of  God's  blessings,  and  remembering  from  whose 
hand  their  prosperity  is  derived.  Surrounded 
by  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  the  world,  so 
flattering  to  the  senses — revelling  in  all  that  can 
Btinmtate  and  giatify  the  desires — too  often  do 
we  find  the  claims  of  the  heavenly  Giver  for- 
gotten, neglected  ;  and  we  tremble  when  we  see 
the  rich  man,  luxuriating  in  all  the  lleeting 
enjoyments  of  his  state,  sporting  amongst  the 
most  imminent  of  lasting  dangers,  and  making 
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costly  eacrifices  of  immorlai  happiness,  to  the 
shrine  of  levity,  vanity,  and  folly.  Sach  a  pic- 
ture is  fearful — is  sorrowful ;  but  how  blessed, 
how  beautiful  ia  the  reverse ! — when  we  can  con- 
template riches  and  station  diifusing  a  beneficial 
influence,  shedding  light  and  lustre  over  the 
sphere  in  whichjbeir  radiant  beams  are  cast) 
and  by  the  example  of  those  in  elevated  lifi9> 
drawing  many  humbler  and  less  highly -gifted  to 
the  one  only  lasting  source  of  happiness.  Hie 
miserable  fly  naturally  to  Kim,  whose  anna 
are  ever  open  to  receive  the  sorrowful  ;  but  sad 
it  is,  though  true,  that  as  men  become  prosper- 
ous, so  in  proportion,  do  they  often  retreat  from 
God ;  but  not  the  really  well-directed  heart, — 
that  will  incline  to  Hiin  the  more  it  receives  nt 
his  hand.  How  well  would  it  be  for  the  mighty 
to  remember,  that  it  is  for  them,  whom  His 
power  has  exalted,  to  proclaim  loudly  and  boldly 
that  name — to  recollect,  with  IrembUng,  the 
heavy  responsibility,  which  an  abundance  of  His 
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rich  gifts  brings  along  with  them ;  where  much 
is  given^  much  indeed  is  required.  The  highly- 
&Tored  by  fortune,  are  intended  to  be  a  shining 
light,  to  draw  others,  who  are  but  too  ready  in 
all  things  to  copy  the  manners,  and  follow  the 
examples,  of  their  superiors. 

The  Countess,  young  as  she  was,  thoughtless 
as  she  might  have  appeared  to  the  casual  ob- 
server, had,  in  some  points,  advanced  beyond  her 
years.  She  was,  by  nature  and  education,  \xn* 
affectedly  religious ;  and  here  her  best  feelings 
of  piety  seemed  to  be  called  forth.  In  the  quiet, 
unostentatious  country  church — the  fine  voice  of 
}ii.  Herbert  rendering  still  more  impressive  the 
beautiful  words  of  the  liturgy — ^her  husband 
mingling  his  prayers  with  hers — surrounded  by 
their  own  people,  hearts  which  she  knew  were 
all  beating  with  devoted  affection  towards  them 
— then  did  her  feelings  seem  to  expand  more 
than  ever,  with  gratitude  to  Godf  for  the  abun- 
dance and  value  of  the  blessings  He  had  thus 
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her  head ;  W^^ 


poured  upon  her.  The  sun  of  p 
felt,  was  shining  brightly  over  her  I 
ihost  favourable  gtile  was  carrying  her  gently 
through  the  stream  of  life;  and  thia  feeling 
made  her  look  up  with  thankfulness,  and  jet 
with  timidity,  to  the  awful  hand  of  Providence, 
which  was  stretched  so  bcnignantlv  over  her 
head. 

Why  should  she  be  bo  favoured  ?  And  for- 
tnnately  retaining,  through  all  this  smiling 
prospect,  the  remembrance  of  the  instability  of 
human  happiness,  she  inwardly  aspirated,  "Oh 
may  I  continue  virtuous,  in  the  flowery  path  in 
which  I  am  now  walking ;  and  which,  though 
at  present,  is  assuredly  one  of  pleasantness  and 
peace,  I  must  ever  keep  in  mind  may  slill  ab- 
ruptly teiminate !" 

Woidd  that  such  feelings  predominated  more 
generally,  in  the  minds  of  the  young  and  highly- 
gifted  !  Then  would  there  be  a  greater  coopera- 
tion in  virtue ;  charity,  goodness,  and  benevo- 
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lence,  would  oftener  walk  side  by  side^  hand  in 
hand ;  and  these  graces  would  bring  forth  more 
abundant  fruits,  springing,  as  they  would  then 
do,  from  cultivated  soil,  attaining  the  Christian 
growth— plants  from  the  garden  of  God  ! 


CHAPTER  III. 

"  What  lonely  magnificence  stretches  around ! 
Each  sight  how  sublime  !  and  how  awful  each  sound ! 
All  hushed  and  serene,  as  a  region  of  dreams, 
The  mountains  repose  'mid  the  roar  of  the  streams ; 
Their  glens  of  black  umbrage,  by  cataracts  riven, 
But  calm  their  blue  tops,  in  the  beauty  of  heaven/* 

Nature^  as  well  as  every  advantage  arising 
from  wealth,  seemed  to  combine,  to  gratify  the 
senses  of  our  heroine.  The  scenery  which  sur- 
rounded the  park,  on  every  side,  was  bold  and 
beautiful  in  the  extreme.  Accompanied  by  the 
young  Bruces  and  Mr.  Stanley,  mounted  on  a 
sure-footed  pony,  with  Reginald  always  at  its 
head — a  post  which  no  consideration  would  have 
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^^^^ptiil  Li:::  t.?  reliz'i'iis'i. — hi-r   ^zl^'.    LizI::: 
"^^2:iet  exchanged  for  a  coriage  stri^.  t]!::-  jie 
"^^  purchased  in  the  \-lllage..  :he  :i:-*:zLilt    :: 
^'^^^   cne  worn  by  Alice,  bu:  up:-  which  Mi"n- 
sexl^  Lisette,  w::h  manv  zriniace*  mi  •ix/.in-.- 
^^^s  of  ccntemp:.  had  twisted  a  rihh::::  i-I 
^*^^orated  wi:h  a  little  cap.  en  Ladv  Eln*!-^-:*? 
*^^^d,  completely  Jtered  i:*  orIz:-?-lly  hini.r 
'Appearance.      Through    vallies   she    -^^Anl-irri. 
^th  her  train:  between  mountaii:*.  t:<^-:  :  ::• 
S^ther  in  everv  wild  and  mszed  mir.n-rr  ir.L3.ri- 
^ble,  with  innumerable  cascade-?  d.\ihinz  frini 
their  summits,  and  formins  a  beaurltul  -ake  a: 
the  bottom.     With  what  ferrent  admirr.icr.  -lid 
her  eye,  which  had  never  before  leokel   :.n  s-j 
gtind  a  style  of  scenery,  watch  the  offcc:  of  the 
fight  and  shade  on  the  hills,  the  brilliant  form^ 
die  son-beams  created  bv  their  ravs  :  and  when 
they  departed,  how  she  loved  to  note  the  pro- 
gress of  the  clouds,  hiding  the  tall  heads  of  tlie 
numntain^i  descending  half  way  over  them,  and 
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someciincs  entirely  blotting  them  out  of  the 
Untlscape  ;  then  breaking  away  by  degrees,  and 
ascending  to  the  heavens,  like  a  cloud  of  smoke. 
"  Reginald  !"  exclaimed  Nina,  one  day,  after 
having  gaxed  with  silence  on  the  spectacle  of 
sublimity ;  "  I  could  never  before  appreciate 
what  Ossian  meant,  by  the  thick  mists  of  tie 
valloy,  and  thf  ragged  skirts  of  a  cloud,  as  it 
sails  slowly  over  the  dark  heath.  I  can  now 
fancy  I  see  the  very  grey  cloud  of  which  his 
father's  robe  is  made.  My  taste  has  undergone 
a  complete  change.  I  used  to  love  the  idea  of 
the  flowery  meadows,  and  murmuring  streams  : 
but  henceforth  give  me  the  rude  mountain — the 
roaring  torrent,  and  rocky  precipices :  not  but 
that  I  could  still  wander  with  delight  in  that 
sequestered  vale ;"  and  she  pointed  to  a  fair 
spot  of  cultivated  beauty,  in  the  valley  below, 
which  formed  a  striking  feature  in  the  land- 
scape ;  "  but  here,  on  this  mountain-top,  my  soul 
feels  more  elevated — more  exalted,  when  I  look 
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round  upon  this  scene  of  magnificent  gran- 
deur." 

Lord  Elmsdale's  business  made  it  impossible 

for  him  to  accompany  his  young  wife  in  her 

rambles^  detained  as  he  was,  each  day,  at  the 

scene  of  action^  the  Election.     This   was   the 

only  drawback  to  her  perfect  happiness.     The 

whole  of  the  day  was  spent  by  the  young  party 

abroad — a  cold  repast  always  followed  them, 

and  the  cloth  was  laid  anywhere  their  fancy 

prompted. 

AVhat  health   and  happiness   shone   in   the 
countenance  of  the  youthful  Nina !     Her  com- 
plexion seemed  hourly  to  gain  a  more  glowing 
tint — ^her   eye  shone  brighter,   under   the   in- 
fluence of  the  invigorating  air  which  blew  upon 
her;  it  was  a  life  so  natural  to  the  young.    How 
gaily  did  her  spirits  rebound  1     She  seemed  to 
tread  on  air,  so  light  was  her  heart. 

"Oh  that  Lord  Elrasdale  could  always  be 
with  me  !"  was  the  only  murmur  that  passed 
her  lips. 
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But  then  again,  meeting  witb  him  on  her  re* 
turn,  was  a  pleasure  iu  anticipalion.  To  fiacl 
him  Gtanding  oa  the  steps,  awaiting  her  ap- 
proach— his  smile  of  welcome  ! — and  then  hei 
delight  in  teUiog  him  all  she  had  seen  and  felt. 
And  as  he  sat  on  his  large  carved  oak  chair, 
cushioned  with  crimson  velvet,  and  she,  on  a 
low  stool,  nestled  at  his  feet,  her  head  resting 
upon  his  knee  for  lepoee,  aAer  the  fatigue  of 
the  day,  her  eyes  lifted  up  to  meet  those  ivhich 
were  bent  upon  her,  with  an  expression  of 
charmed  interest,  whilst  she  gave  a  vivid  re- 
cital of  her  adventures — her  feelings — her  hap- 
piness !  Ob !  it  was  a  pleasant  sight — one  upon 
which  the  eye  could  rest  with  repose,  as  well  as 
pleasure  ! 

The  noble,  commanding  countenance  of  the 
Earl — his  lofty  brow — his  dark,  intellectual  eye  1 
— ^he  looked  indeed  a  mortal  in  the  pride  of 
manhood  and  of  station  ;  and  he  sat  in  his  own 
proud  halls,  the  lord  of  all  1 
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There  was  Bometfaing  imposing  in  the  air 
of  the  Gothic  apartment,  they  now  inhabited ; 
every  object  around  seemed  to  tell  of  the  great- 
ness of  the  owner.  But  to  read  his  countenance, 
as  at  that  moment,  with  looks  of  pas^onate  fond- 
ness, he  gazed  on  the  sweet  eyes  which  were 
with  such  perfect  confidence  fixed  upon  him — at 
o&ce  it  might  have  been  discovered,  what  he 
deemed  hia  best — his  most  precious  treasure. 
Lands— fortune — rank— station — all  were  slight 
joys,  compared  to  the  delight  which  he  tasted, 
in  loving,  and  administering  to  the  happiness  of 
his  much-loved  wife ;  who,  with  all  her  child- 
like simplici^,  was  replete  with  ardent  feeling, 
and  looked  up  to  him,  with  intense  love  and 
gratitade,  for  having  made  her  the  most  bleat  of 
mortBle.  Like  those  sacred  vases  of  the  an- 
cients, the  purity  and  delicacy  of  whose  white- 
ness, astonished  the  eyes,  there  emanated  from 
her  boeom,  as  from  their  centre,  a  fiame  evrr 
Tirid  and  brilliant,  as  it  was  eternal. 

VOL.  11.  c 


26 


THE    LITTIB   1 


H 


There  was  a  looker-on,  oft-tiniee  seated,  book 
in  hand,  hut  whose  eyes  too  oflen  wandered 
in  deep  contemplation  on  this  scene.  Unfor- 
tunate Reginald !  how  dangerous  was  such  a  pic- 
ture to  him  I  He  looked  upon  it  fascinated ; 
although,  while  thus  employed,  feeUngs  of  an- 
guish, as  yet  undefined,  began  to  gnaw  upon 
his  heart.  Imperceptibly  the  storm  had  begun 
to  gather  in  his  breast — daily  and  hourly  it  was 
gaining  ground.  At  first,  so  insidious  were  i-he 
advances  of  this  desolating  ravager,  that  he 
scarcely  understood  from  whence  arose  his  dis- 
quiet. But  how  was  it,  that  at  last  bis  admiration 
became  so  painful  a  sensation  ?  When  absent 
from  her,  why  did  he  feel  so  unsatisfied — so 
miserable?  And  then  again,  when  he  was  even 
before  her  eyes,  what  caused  the  wayward  feel- 
ings, which  sometimes  raised  his  soul  to  the 
highest  pitch  of  ecstacy,  and  then  left  him 
wretched  ?  What  could  these  dreadful  feelinga 
portend  ?     It  was  long  before  he  could  define 
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their  meaning.  Such  a  thought  as  love^  con- 
nected with  Nina,  did  indeed  partake  too  much 
of  the  nature  of  a  crime — a  sin  of  too  vast  a 
magnitude,  for  him  to  harbour  for  a  moment — 
such  an  idea  towards  her,  whom  he  respected  as 
the  very  image  of  purity  and  virtue  ! — the  wife 
of  the  man  whom  he  revered  and  honoured — 
his  benefactor,  towards  whom  he  was  bound  by 
every  tie  of  deep  gratitude,  as  well  as  attach- 
ment. 

It  was  not  till  after  his  arrival  at  Elmsdale, 
that  discovering  with  afiright  the  altered  state  of 
his  feelings,  he  began  to  take  himself  seriously 
to  task.  What  could  be  the  reason  of  the  change 
that  had  come  over  him?  His  affections  seemed 
all  estranged ;  his  home,  once  so  much  loved, 
had  lost  its  charm — was  almost  distasteful  to 
him;  even  his  father's  presence  did  not  give 
him  the  pure  delight,  it  used  to  do,  for  some- 
thing whispered  to  him,  in  his  conscience,  that 
he  was  not  so  deserving  of  that  virtuous  father's 

c  2 
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confiding  love;  and  this  feeling  thre^  a  con* 
straint  ovei  his  manner. 

And  towards  Alice,  the  dear  companion — the 
indulgent  friend  of  his  childhood,  and  whom  he 
even  regarded  with  greater  tenderness  in  his 
riper  jrears  ;  how  did  he  now  turn  in  soul  from 
her,  vainly  tutoring  his  feelings,  to  hide  the 
estrangement  he  felt,  towards  renewing  the 
former  familiar  warmth  of  their  intercourse. 

Had  he  not  once  spoken  words  of  love — 
breathed  vows  of  constancy  and  devotion  in  her 
ear — then  might  she  indeed  have  been  again  his 
comfort  and  his  solace.  As  a  sister,  he  must 
ever  fondly  love  her ;  but  he  now  shrunk,  with 
almost  shuddering  horror,  at  the  idea  of  having 
sworn  to  be  her  lover ;  how  repugnant  was  now 
the  thought  to  him !  He  felt,  and  truly,  that 
he  had  never  regarded  her  with  any  sentiment, 
save  that  of  calm,  brotherly  love ;  and  when  he 
now  looked  upon  poor  Alice,  it  was  with  an  ex- 
pression, for  which  he  hated  himself,  but  which. 
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in  tlie  morbid  state  of  his  feelings,  he  could  Dot 
repel — ^it  was  with  an  eye  of  cold,  of  unldnd 
criticisin ;  comparisons  arose  to  his  mind,  which 
were  iDvidious — cruel  —  ungenerous!  and  the 
remembrance  that  he  had  compromised  himself, 
and  the  feeling  that  he  had  tendered  to  her  a 
heart,  -which  he  had  now  no  longer  power  to 
bestow,  added  to  his  bitterness. 

Bnt  still  he  longed  for  that  conUdcncc,  which 
had  ever,  in  his  younger  days,  been  of  such  com- 
fort to  him  ;  he  longed  to  pour  forth,  as  hereto- 
fore, in  her  ready  ear,  the  tale  of  all  his  feelings. 
Re  knew  that  she  would  console — would  coun- 
tel  him  ;  but  be  had  placed  a  barrier  before  this 
privilege:  the  relation  in  which  he  stood  towards 
her,  destroyed  their  former  intercourse.  Now, 
(lunfally  as  was  his  mind  occupied,  there  were 
Done  to  whom  he  could  confide  his  perplexities ; 
and  as  the  morbid  state  of  his  heart  began  to 
tievelop  itself,  it  was  with  horror  and  despair, 
that  Reginald  discovered,  that  his  peace  and 
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happiness  were  gone,  and  that  he  vaa  Binning, 
by  daring  to  alloir  his  presumptuous  heart,  to 
throb  with  feelings  of  unhallowed  impetuoGity, 
whilst  contemplatiag  the  charms  of  his  patron's 
wife.  And  whilst  we  blame,  we  cannot  but 
pity  the  unfortunate  youth,  for  his  agony  was  as 
great  as  his  crime.  He  was  overwhelmed  with 
shame  and  confusion.  His  pale  cheek,  and 
altered  countenance,  told  but  too  truly,  how 
violent  were  his  internal  sufferings.  His  father 
began  to  look  upon  him  with  anxiety. 

"Reginald,"  he  said  lo  him  one  day,  after 
having  watched,  for  some  time,  the  silent  ab- 
straction of  his  looks;  "you  must  not  leave 
home  again — this  transplantation  from  your  na- 
tive soil  does  not  suit  you — the  excitement  is 
loo  great :  I  fancied  change  would  benefit  you  ; 
but  on  the  contrary — your  cheek  has  lost  its 
freshness — your  eye  its  cheerful  brightness. 
You  must  return  to  us,  my  boy ;  the  mountain 
breezes  are  necessary  to  your  existence." 
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But  at  this  propoeition,  Beginald  was  aghast ! 
Though  he  deplored  his  sin^  he  still  hugged  it 
to  his  heart;  he  had  not  strength  so  suddenly  to 
relinquish  it 

"  My  dear  father,"  he  said,  **  you  are  wrong, 
believe  me.  I  am  well  and  happy,  and  I  trust, 
useful  to  the  Earl ;  it  is  your  imagination  alone, 
that  has  created  the  change  which  you  fancy,  in 
my  appearance."  And  henceforward,  in  his  pre- 
sence, be  endeavoured  to  assume  a  wild  gaiety, 
which  was  forced  and  unnatural ;  and  during 
his  visits  to  the  cottage,  his  bearing  assumed  a 
totally  new  character.  He  talked  and  laughed, 
in  a  sort  of  reckless  manner,  which,  though  it 
might  deceive  the  fond  indulgent  father,  was 
perfectly  ^understood  by  one,  who  watched  him 
with  all  the  acute  tact  of  a  woman  that  loves. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

"One  struggle  morty  and  I  am  free 
FrcMOd  pangs  that  fend  the  lieart  in  twdo; 
One  long  last  look  to  love  and  thee. 
Then  back  to  busy  life  again.*' 

Alice  saw^  with  one  glance^  and  her  heart  was 
very  sick ;  it  was  the  end  of  her  tale  of  love. 
She  musty  by  a  desperate  effort^  pluck  out  by 
the  very  roots^  a  feeling  which  she  knew  could 
never  prosper.  Before  she  had  seen  the  young 
Countessy  an  instinct  had  whispered^  that  her 
superior  attractions  had  totally  eclipsed  the 
humble  charms^  which  she  might  once  have 
possessed  in  the  eyes  of  Reginald.     The  feel- 
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ings  of  the  poor  girl  had  been  sadly  harassed ; 
bat  scarcely  could  there  be  found  a  being  more 
unselfish — more  self-sacrificing^  than  Alice. 

But  she  had  the  passions  of  a  woman ;  and 
before  Nina's  arrival  at  Elmsdale^  she  could  not 
divest  herself  of  a  prejudice^  savouring  very 
much  of  dislike^  against  her ;  but  when  she  had 
seen  the  Countess,  in  spite  of  herself^  she  could 
not  retain  anything  like  an  unkind  sentiment 
towards  her;  and  to  her  own  surprise^  began 
immediately  to  appreciate  the  extraordinary  fas- 
cination of  her  manners;  and,  added  to  an 
elegance  of  appearance,  and  refinement  most 
peculiar^  she  discovered  that  her  mind  was  most 
beautifiilly  constituted,  her  sentiments  pure  and 
exalted ;  it  was  only  for  a  moment  that  the  idea 
rested  upon  her  mind  that  it  might  be  possible 
that,  young  and  inexperienced^  Lady  Elmsdale 
might  have  encouraged  sentiments,  which  Alice 
saw  with  dismay  were  overwhelming  the  mind 
of  Reginald. 

c  5 
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But,  no  1 — with  shame  at  her  own  imagiiiii>  I 
tions,  she  discarded  the  thought  for  ever;  for 
could  there  be  any  love  more  perfect  than  licr 
devotion  towards  her  Lord  ? — and  on  further 
acquaintance,  she  found,  that  in  this  fair  young 
girl,  there  beat  a  heart  as  tirmly  principled,  as 
ever  heaved  under  the  breast  of  a  mortal  woman. 
Alice  pondered  over  the  bereaved  state  of  her 
feelings,  and  ehe  ielt  but  too  certainly,  that  her 
early  dream  had  vanished  for  ever.  She  well 
knew  the  nature  of  Reginald ;  she  had  foreseen 
it  alJ.  Her  own  weak  folly  had  led  her  to  nur- 
ture, what  her  better  reason  had  ever  told  her 
would  prove  a  delusion — an  ignis  fatuuti  and 
now  she  saw  the  mist  had  fallen  from  hit  feel- 
ings, which  had  made  him  view  under  a  warmer 
medium,  the  affection  which  habit  had  engen- 
dered towards  her,  as  his  cousin. 

A  blush  of  mortified — of  almost  indignant 
feeling,  flushed  her  cheek,  as  the  thought  passed 
slowly  and  painfully  through  her  mind.     She 
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leant  her  head  upon  her  hand,  and  mnsed;  and 
whilst  thos  engaged,  her  nsnally  mild  eye  might 
have  been  seen  to  flash,  and  her  lip  curl  with 
something  like  contempt 

But  this  did  not  last  yery  long.    A  passionate 
burst  of«tears  succeeded.  She  clasped  her  hands. 

''  Poor — ^poor  B^inald  I"  she  exclaimed ; 
"  what  will  be  his  fate? — Such  a  direful  sin — to 
bve  the  wife  of  another  1"  And  her  pure 
mind  shrunk  with  affiight  at  the  bare  idea. 
"  As  for  all  I  feel,  what  is  it  to  be  compared 
to  the  tortures  which  he  must,  and  will,  endure  / 
I  will  assist  to  save  him — to  counsel  him,  with 
all  the  tender  energy  of  an  anxious  sister ;  and 
at  least  endeavour  to  lead  him,  from  a  path  sur- 
rounded, on  all  sides,  by  such  dangers  to  his 
peace  of  mind.  For  myself — it  is  all  over ;  and 
perhaps  it  is  as  well.  But  why  should  I  utter 
the  word  perhaps?  It  is  indeed  well — right 
and  merciful,  as  is  every  decree  of  the  Almighty. 
Had  the  fondest — the  dearest  wishes  of  this 
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weak  heart,  been  accomplished — had  he,  in  his 
blindness,  made  me  hia,"  and  here  Alice  sighed 
bitterly — "  had  I  indeed  become  Mb  wife,  and 
afterwards  discovered  that  he  saw  others,  more 
after  the  model,  that  he  had  pictured  to  himself, 
as  formed  to  ensure  bis  happiness — had  I  seen 
that  he  could  dwell  upon  another,  with  more 
delight  than  on  myself — oh  God!  how  then 
could  my  fond  heart  have  borne  it  ? — how  mi- 
serable then  would  have  been  my  fate  ?  But 
what  is  to  be  done  ?"  she  continued  to  solilo* 
quize.  "  What  plan  ought  I  to  pursue  i  For 
though  lost  to  me,  why  should  he  be  lost  to 
himself?  Keginaid,  ever  beloved,  your  fete 
will  be  to  me  the  strongest  point  of  interest  I 
can  have.  But — "  and  she  hastily  brushed  the 
tears  from  her  eyes, — "  here  he  is,  with  Lady 
Elmsdale,  coming  across  the  lawn.  How  ani- 
mated are  Reginald's  looks,  as  he  listens  to  her 
lively  conversation  !  My  uncle  has  joined 
them.     Can  I  wonder  at  his  admiration  for  ll 
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How  irresistible  is  her  smile,  as  she  greets  his 
father — ^how  affectionately  she  takes  my  tmcle's 
arm,  and  leaning  upon  it,  looks  up  into  his  face, 
with  the  affection  of  a  daughter !  But  they  are 
approaching  my  window,  and  calling  for  me — 
oh  I  how  unfit  am  I  to  appear  !** 


CHAFnSB  V. 

"Ohlwhereisloire! 
*Tu  in  ihe  sliort-liyed  meteor  glowingi 
The  stream  abore ; 
And  afTection  ceaseth, 
As  that  light  decreaseth. 
Or  sinks  in  the  streamlet  flowing." 

Lady  Elmsdale  had  thought^  for  the  first 
few  days  of  her  sojourn  in  the  country,  that 
there  really  was  such  a  thing,  in  this  world, 
as  perfect  happiness,  notwithstanding  all  that 
had  been  sung  and  said  upon  the  subject, 
of  the  impossibility  of  its  existence.  She 
laughed  at  the  assertion  ;  she  felt  such  entire 
felicity,   that   at   least   she   thought   she    must 
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be  a  &Toared  mortal — an  exception  to  the  ge- 
neral rule. 

It  was  not  until  some  days  of  nnintermpted 

stmshine  had  elapsed,  that  she  began  to  feel, 

that  a  cloud  might  occasionally  dim  the  horizon 

of  the  brightest  of  skies.     Her  disposition  was 

kindness  itself — her  pleasure  was  enhanced  by 

seeing  those  around  her,  as  happy  as  herself; 

and  from  hence  arose  the  first  drawback  to  her 

perfect  content. 

One  of  her  liveliest  anticipations,  had  been 
the  joy  she  expected  to  have  it  in  her  power  to 
difiuse.  The  good  Mr.  Stanley  ! — what  delight 
did  she  imagine  he  would  derive,  from  the  un- 
looked-for return  of  his  beloved  and  only  son ! 
And  Alice  and  Reginald — the  lovers!  how  would 
they  bless  her  name,  for  bringing  them  once 
more  together — what  rapturous  joy  would  be 
there! 

But  when  she  had  time  to  turn  from  her  own 
ecstatic  enjoyment,  in  finding  herself  at  licr  own 


40 


THE    r.lTTLE    WIFE, 


beautiful  home,  unrestrained  by  the  fetters  of  a 
world)  which  the  peculiar  bias  of  her  disposi- 
tion taught  her  despise — when  her  eye  began 
at  length  to  contemplate  the  countenances  of  the 
friends,  whom  she  had  hoped  to  make  so  happy, 
her  quick  perceptions  told  her,  in  a  moment, 
that  all  was  not  right.  The  old  man  had  an 
anxious  expression  as  he  regarded  his  son : 
Alice  looked  careworn ;  and  although  she  evi- 
dently exerted  herself,  sadness  was  struggling 
with  her  efforts  at  cheerfulness  j  and  it  was  with 
surprise  and  disappointment,  that  Nioa  was 
obliged  to  confess  to  herself,  that  she  could 
perceive  no  indication  of  love  between  Reginald 
and  his  cousin ;  on  the  contrary,  with  mutual 
consent,  they  seemed  to  avoid  each  other. 

This  was  all  strange  —  passing  strange,  she 
thought;  then  clinging  to  her  favorite  fanc)', 
she  endeavoured  to  persuade  herself — "  Might 
it  not  be  the  timidity  of  true  love,  which  ever 
seeks  to  conceal  Its  existence  .'"      Nina  knew 
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how  to  appreciate  the  feeling ;  the  recollection 
was  vivid  upon  her  young  mind;  how  strongly 
— ^how  paininlly  she  had  herself  felt  it — even 
she,  who  now  Inxoriated  in  the  full,  bold  con- 
fidence of  requited  affection. 

She  had  become  quite  at  her  ease  with  Mr. 
Herbert ;  his  countenance,  from  whence  beamed 
benevolence,  added  to  his  richly  cultivated 
mind,  gained  for  him  at  once  a  place  in  her 
warm  heart.  Sometimes,  when  she  looked  at 
him,  and  then  again  turned  a  speculative  glance 
at  Alice — noticed  the  attention — ^the  softness  of 
his  manners  towards  her — ^beheld  him  dwelling 
with  delight  on  her  mild  countenance — listening 
to  her  every  word  with  rapt  attention — ^anticipat' 
ing  her '  slightest  wish,  this  she  thought  cer- 
tainly much  more  like  a  lover  than  the  cold, 
itatue-like  Reginald,  who  quite  provoked  her 
by  his  insensibility;  and  then  an  idea  would 
strike  her,  which  rather  overthrew  the  romantic 
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plan  she  had  formed,  for  the  plot  of  her  I 
drama  of  real  life. 

Mr.  Herbert  was — and  she  felt  sorry  to  b# 
obliged  to  allow  it — much  more  formed  to  con- 
stitute the  happiness  of  Alice  than  Reginald ; 
for  though  tlie  latter  pos&eaBcd  the  beauty  of  a 
young  Autinous — was  clever,  talented,  and  full 
of  attractive  qualities,  still  he  looked  so  youth- 
ful ;  and  his  disposition,  the  little  Countess  had 
discovered,  was  versatile,  hie  mind-  wanted 
ballast.  A  few  years  of  experience,  she  gravely 
argued  within  herself,  would  make  him  more 
suitable  as  a  lover ;  and,  in  the  meanwhile,  she 
thought  it  would  have  been  juEt  as  well,  had  it 
so  happened  that  love  had  never  been  a  question 
between  them,  and  that  Alice  could  have  S 
her  affections  upon  Mr.  Herbert. 

But  love  is  a  wayward  passion,  and  thei 
no  reasoning  with  it.  It  oflien  fixes  itself 
where  it  is  least  expected — least  in  chara^^r 
with  the  disposition  of  the  person  who  i 
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tangled  in  its  meshes.  The  strangest  inconsis- 
tencies daily  do  we  see,  engendered  by  its  influ- 
ence. The  blind  God  Cupid  seems  authorized 
in  taking  the  most  unwarrantable  liberties^  and 
indulging  in  the  most  out-of-the-way  freaks; 
and,  triumphing  oyer  impossibilities,  he  rushes 
on  his  mad  career,  never  heeding  in  his  path 
the  sober  matron  Reason ;  she  is  put  aside  as  a 
stumbling-block — a  troublesome  obstacle. 

Could  Nina  have  taken  a  peep  into  the  secret 
recesses  of  the  heart  of  Mr.  Herbert,  perhaps 
she  might  have  found  a  strange  reciprocity  of 
ideas,  with  those  that  had  lately  found  their  way 
into  her  mind.  He  was  appalled  by  the  disco- 
very that  the  affections  of  Alice  were  fettered — 
that  they  were  not  free  to  bestow  upon  him ; 
and  when  conviction  pointed  to  Reginald  as  his 
rival,  then  did  hope  sink  within  him,  as  he 
noted  the  matchless  beauty  of  the  youth — the 
extraordinary  grace  of  his  person.  What  a 
subject  for  a  first  love! — Mr.  Herbert,  in  the 
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solitude  of  his  home,  OQ  the  night  of  Keginald't 
abrupt  appearance  at  the  cottage — that  home 
which  he  had  fondly  hoped  to  see  graced  by 
her,  whom  he  now  knew  loved  another — there 
he  endeavoured  to  subdue  the  pain  this  disco- 
very had  caused  to  throb  with  such  violence  at 
his  heart.  But  he  must  strive  against  it — never 
let  it  be  known  that  he  had  been  go  weak, 
as  to  place  his  affections  thus  rashly.  "  He 
never  told  hie  love ;"  and  its  existence  must 
now  remain  for  ever  buried  in  bis  breast. 
He  passed  a  nuserable  night ;  but  he  possessed 
a  power  over  himeclf,  which  reason  and  re- 
flection bestow  on  all  those,  whose  minds  are 
regulated  by  its  dictates.  He  had  but  one  line 
to  pursue. 

But  his  eyes,  with  keen  avidity,  rested  on  the 
pair ;  although  the  sight  was  torture,  still  he 
must  gaze  on,  and  it  was  not  long  before  he  per- 
ceived that,  which  to  think  upon,  bewildered 
his  mind.     Could  it  be  possible — and  he  might 
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We  felt  joy  and  hope,  had  not  the  pale  and 
still  more  saddened  countenance  of  Alice  checked 
every  feelings  save  that  of  sjrmpathy — ^for  did 
not  she  also  suffer  from  the  pangs  of  unrequited 
love?  In  the  generosity  of  his  devotion^  he 
would  have  found  it  in  his  heart  rather  to  relin- 
quish her  for  ever^  than  to  have  seen  the  poor 
girl  thus  sinking  under  a  load  of  grief^  which 
seemed  to  eat  at  her  very  heartstrings ;  and  he 
turned  with  dislike  from  lus  insensible  rival. 

Thus,  every  thing,  instead  of  going  on  smooth- 
ly  and  joyfully,  as  Nina  had  expected,  was  all 
a  tort  d  travers  ;  and  there  was,  besides,  a  new 
cause  of  something  bordering  on  annoyance.  It 
was  just  beginning  to  dawn  upon  her  mind,  a 
faint  idea,  that  certainly  a  great  alteration  had 
taken  place  in  Beginald.  Something  was  the 
matter  with  him ;  but  what,  she  could  not  un- 
derstand. She  had  hardly  time  or  opportunity 
to  talk  to  Lord  Elmsdale  on  the  subject,  and 
some  how  or  other  she  felt  unwilling  to  do  so. 
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We  have  before  mentioned,  that  Lady  El 
painted  with  a  degree  of  science,  very 
in  a  lady  artist.  She  had  pleased  hei 
intending  to  execute  a  likeness  of 
which  she  might  present  to  his  father  ;  but  ^bS' 
found]  that  she  did  not  proceed  as  well  as  die 
could  wish  in  the  task.  The  expression  of  his 
countenance,  varied  so  coDBtantly.  and  never 
once  assumed  that,  which  she  wished  to  commit 
to  the  canvass.  Little  did  her  innocent  heart 
imagine  the  mischief  she  was  doing,  and  the  tor- 
ture he  was  enduring,  when  she  fixed  her  eyes 
upon  him,  and  that  their  dangerous  power  was 
working  destruction  to  his  peace  of  mind. 

"  Reginald !"  she  exclaimed  one  day,  starting 
op  suddenly,  quite  out  of  patience  with  the  ill 
success  of  the  morning's  sitting,  and  altogether, 
she  knew  not  why,  provoked  by  something  in 
his  glance,  which  she  did  not  comprehend  or 
like  J  "  you  are  quite  altered  since  you  came  to 
Elmsdale ;  really  I  fancy  even  your  looks  are 


THE   LITTLE  WIFE. 


47 


changed :  you  have  got  a  stupid  wny  of  fixing 
your  eyes  on  people^  and  staring  as  if  you  were 
for  ever  lost  in  thought.  I  imagined  it  would 
be  the  easiest  task  in  the  worlds  to  take  your 
likeness ;  but  I  am  disappointed,  and  you  have 
done  nothing  but  disappoint  me,  since  I  came 
here." 

And  petulantly  pushing  aside  the  drawing 
materials,  Nina  walked  out  of  the  room,  evi- 
dently rather  out  of  humour. 


*■  Hftil.  >rd  that  sums  all  blui, 

Otveb  OL SB — Mleet  when  rami 

Thoti  givest !  spring-lieod  of  oil  fclicily ; 
Deepeit  when  most  ia  drava — emblem  of  God!" 

Time  flew  with  zapid  wings;  the  election  i 
over,  and  few  days  remained  of  the  Elmsdales' 
stay  in  the  country.  The  Earl,  released  from 
the  diesome  and  annoying  business  of  a 
tested  election,  gave  himself  up  to  the  fiili 
enjoyment  of  relaxation  and  repose,  before  he 
should  again  embark  upon  the  Btormy  sea  of 
public  life. 

Thoroughly  he  enjoyed  his  holiday,  although 
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it  was  not  one  of  idleness ;  for  in  the  country, 
he  had  always  plenty  to  do — directions  to  give — 
alterations  to  plan — the  claims  and  wants  of  his 
tenantry,  to  investigate  and  relieve ;  for  com- 
pletely as  he  rehed  upon  the  justice  and  in- 
tegrity of  Mr.  Stanley,  still  it  was  his  delight,  to 
be  himself,  whenever  it  were  possible,  the  arbi- 
trator of  every  act. 

How  Nina  loved  to  accompany  him  in  all  his 
rambles!  Leaning  on  his  arm  in  rapt  attention, 
she  would  listen  to  the  animated  and  edifying 
conversations  between  the  Earl  and  his  enlight- 
ened Steward.  How  deeply  interested  was  she 
in  all  they  said — how  fully  and  enthusiastically 
did  she  enter  into  each"  scheme  suggested  by 
her  lord !  Every  pursuit  connected  with  the 
country,  had  ever  been  to  her,  a  source  of  de- 
light, and  here  she  could  enjoy  the  bias  of  this 
inclination  in  the  fullest  perfection.  There  was, 
indeed,  a  bright  future  for  our  heroine — and  so 
she  thought,  when  her  years  of  probation  would 
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be  over,  and  she  sliould  be  permitted  to  take 
up  her  abode  in  this  beautiful  place,  ss  her 
home  ;  and  many  were  the  bright  pictures,  her 
imagination  embodied,  as  she  walked  silently  by 
the  side  of  her  husband.  Looking  around,  hei 
eyes  with  delight  Mling  in  every  direction,  upon 
the  beauties  of  this  princely  domain,  could  we 
have  read  her  inward  aspirations,  perhaps  they 
might  have  been,  "Oh  that  I  may  have  chil- 
dren— a  son  to  inherit  his  father's  virtues." 

And  how  ecstatic  was  the  dchght  which  caused 
her  heart  to  beat  bo  high,  when  she  thought  of 
the  joy  of  such  a  moment ;  when  she  might  see 
her  husband  look,  for  the  first  time,  upon  an 
infant  heir. 

Perhaps,  what  had  suggested  these  ideas  most 
strongly  to  her  mind,  at  the  moment  to  which  we 
allude,  was  the  urcumstance  of  Mrs.  Wilson's 
having,  the  very  morning  we  now  particularize, 
taken  her  through  a  suite  of  rooms,  which  were 
contiguous  to  the  apartments  she  ought  to  haTe 
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inhabited^  had  not  they  been  unfortunately  dis- 
mantled of  their  "  blue  damask  hangings/'  the 
day  before  her  arrival.  This  suite  had  been  the 
nurseries  of  the  Earl  of  Elmsdale,  and  his  sister; 
and  so  tenaciously  did  the  late  Countess  ding  to 
the  associations,  connected  with  the  youth  of 
her  children,  that  she  had  never  allowed  any  of 
the  nursery  furniture  to  be  displaced.  She  had 
always  lived  in  the  hope  of  seeing  the  same 
apartments,  occupied  by  the  children  of  her 
son ;  but  such  happiness,  was  not  destined  to  be 
her  portion. 

There  were  to  be  seen,  in  high  preservation, 
the  sel&ame  two  little  beds,  and  even  some  of  the 
toys,  which  had  beguiled  the  happy  days  of  the 
infancy  of  Lord  Elmsdale,  and  Lady  Julia.  The 
rocking-horse  stood  in  all  the  mockery  of  high 
action  and  full  galop,  but  minus  the  tail.  The 
large  tenantless  doll's  bed,  was  also  to  be  seen. 
The  little  high  chairs,  and  the  little  low  chairs, 
all  desolate  and  empty,  with  their  arms  stretched 
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out,  as  if  courting  to  be  again  filled  ! — And  ttien 
Mrs.  Wilson,   n'ith  a  kind   of  tenacious 
posity,  introduced   the  young  CountesB, 
curious  old  cradle  of  dark  carved  oak. 

"  This,  my  lady,"  she  said,  with  a  toss  of  tlie 
head,  "you  may  despise,  as  old  fashioned  and 
cumbersome ;  sure  and  certain  it  is  not  like 
the  modern  fooleries,  in  which  poor  babies  are 
now  forced  to  Bleep — no  better  than  doll's  beds, 
far  too  fine  to  be  comfortable  for  llie  little  dar- 
lings. But,"  she  continued,  swelling  with  dig- 
nity, till  she  worked  herself  into  a  passion  ;  "  I 
should  like  to  challenge  any  one,  to  find  me 
amongst  the  present  milk-and-water  race,  two 
such  men  as  hare  been  reared  in  that  same 
cradle — the  present  lord,  and  his  noble  father. 
Many,  and  many's  the  time,"  she  continued, 
softening  at  the  recollection,  "  I've  rocked  (he 
dear  baby  in  it — I  think  I  can  see  him  now — 
God  bless  his  bonny  face  I — Oh  was  he  not  a 
fine    fellow  ?     None  of  your  now-a-i^ya  chil- 
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dren,  brought  up  by  a  pampered  wet-nurse ! 
No— ^my  lady  did  her  duty,  by  her  own  boy, 
and  /  was  his  nurse/'  And  the  old  woman 
drew  herself  up  with  the  dignity  of  a  Pasta, 
when  she  pronounced  the  monosyllable  lo  ! 

"None  of  your  new  fangled  ways  for  me, 
with  their  bassinetteSy  and  their  bottles,  and  all 
their  unnatural  contrivances.  I  had  always  my 
good  rocking-cradle,  and  a  handsome  boa(-full 
of  thick  pap  between  whiles.  You  may  laugh, 
my  lady ;  but  it  makes  me  just  mad,  when  Lady 
Julia  comes  down  with  her  dear  children,  to  see 
them  all  so  mismanaged  by  their  fine  lady-nurses, 
without  pockets,  and  with  their  black  silk  aprons, 
forsooth  !  But  I  won't  let  them  come  into  this 
room,  with  all  their  sneers,  and  tuming-up 
noses — no,  not  I ;  the  poor  babes,  they  are  much 
to  be  pitied." 

"  But  they  are  lovely,  fine,  happy,  healthy- 
looking  creatures,"  interposed  the  Countess. 

'*  Oh  yes,  my  lady,  that  is  all  their  nature — 
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all  owing  to  the  blood  that  runs  in  their  Teins — 
no  thanke  lo  any  one.  What  would  they  have 
been,  had  I  bad  the  rearing  of  them  ?  Would 
you  believe  it,  they  are  not  even  allowed  to 
sleep  with  a  nightcap,  to  cover  their  poor  heads ; 
and  when  I  found  fault,  and  at  last  brought  a 
warm  comfortable  oue  to  the  nurse,  for  the  baby, 
who  had  a  cold,  with  a  bit  of  new  fiannel,  sewn 
just  upon  the  crown,  she  tossed  her  head  and 
said,  '  I  should  like  to  hear  what  Sir  Charles 
Clarke  would  say  to  that,'  '  Marry,  come  up !' 
eaidl,  'Sir  Charles  fiddlesticks! — do  yon  think  I 
do  not  know  better  than  he  ?' " 

Niua  dared  not  laugh,  although  she  felt  in- 
cHned;  but  she  perceived  that  this  wae  the 
most  tender  point  of  the  eidevant  nurse ;  and 
indeed,  although  her  sense  of  the  ludicrous  was 
always  very  strong,  at  this  moment  she  was  so 
delighted  with  all  the  reminiscences  of  the  in- 
fancy of  her  lord,  that  she  fully  participated  in 
the  old  woman's  feelings — at  least,  those   wkii-h 
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declared  his  saperiority  to  the  rest  of  the 
world.  She  did  not  even  feel  inclined  to  laugh 
very  heartily^  and  she  looked  on  every  object 
with  a  feeling  of  deep  interest 

But  Mrs.  Wilson  was  not  done.  She  was 
still  harping  on  the  merits  of  the  cradle. 

"  We  had  it  very  grand,  my  lady,  although 
we  were  above  the  trumpery  of  pink  Persian 
and  book-muslin.  I  will  shew  you  our  quilt ;" 
and  opening  a  drawer,  she  brought  forth,  with 
great  pride  and  dignity,  a  coverlet  of  the  most 
magnificent  old  point- lace,  lined  with  what  had 
been  rich  white  satin ;  but  time  had  changed  its 
hue  to  yellow. 

"  This  was  our  style,"  she  continued,  throw- 
ing it  pompously  over  the  cradle. 

Nina  stooped  down  and  looked  into  the  little 
bed — and  why,  she  could  hardly  herself  have  de- 
fined— but  whilst  thus  employed,  tears  gathered 
in  her  eyes.  Perhaps  they  arose  from  a  quick 
succession  of  thought,  which  glanced  across  her 
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nincl — perhaps  it  was  the  first  rush  of  matenud 
feelings,  which,  in  after  life,  so  strongly,  ten- 
derly, devotedly  beat  in  her  breast.  She  thought 
of  her  husband,  and  she  thought  of  the  child 
she  hoped,  one  day,  to  watch  slumbering  in 
that  very  cradle. 

She  was  silent  for  a  few  moments,  for  she 
could  not  speak;  but  when  she  did  command 
her  voice,  she  turned  to  the  old  housekeeper, 
and  taking  bet  hand,  she  said, 

"  We  must  pray,  good  Mrs.  Wilson,  that  we 
may  all  live  to  see  another  boy  lying  in  your 
favorite  cradle,  who  may  grow  up  in  every  way 
worthy  of  being  son  and  grandson  of  those  who 
have  already  occupied  it.  You  may  be  assured, 
that  if  ever  I  am  blest  with  a  child,"  and  here 
the  young  wife  blushed,  even  while  she  smiled, 
"  no  other  bed  shall  it  have.  I  should  not 
fancy  any  baby  of  mine  would  prosper,  were  I 
to  provide  it  any  other.  Oh  Mrs.  Wilson!" 
she  exclaimed,  with  animation,  "  how  I  hope  I 
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shall  have  a  son;  and  yon  shall  teach  me  to 
bring  hiin  up  in  all  wajrs  to  be  like  his  father." 

'*  God  grant  indeed  you  may^  my  dear 
young  lady  I"  exclaimed  the  highly  gratified 
old  woman ;  "  and  my  earnest  prayer  will  be, 
that  the  boys  may  be  like  my  lord^  and  the  little 
ladies  no  better  nor  no  worse  than  their  sweet 


mamma. 


» 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

'   Th:n£«  baj«  and  vile,  holding  no  qiiantity, 
Lore  can  transpo«e  to  fonn  and  dignity. 
L<iTc  looks  not  with  the  eves,  but  with  the  mind. 
And  thcrcrlore  is  winged  Cupid  painted  blind: 
\*  r  ':.a;h  love  >  mind  of  any  judgment  taste : 
Wing*,  and  no  eyes,  figure  unheedy  haste  : 
And  therefore  is  love  said  to  be  a  child, 
Ixcause  in  choice  he  is  so  oft  beguiled. 
As  waggish  boys  in  game,  themselves  forswear, 
>o  ihe  boy  love  is  perjured  everywhere." 

'*  >Iy  dearest  Nina,"  said  Lord  Elmsdale,  as 
she  was  seated  on  her  favorite  low  chair,  ac- 
cording to  custom^  close  to  his  side,  "  I  do  not 
fancy  you  in  your  usual  spirits." 
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He  had  been  looking  at  her,  for  some  mo- 
Dients,  but  she  was  apparently  so  absorbed  by 
the  book  that  was  open  upon  her  knee,  that 
she  was  unconscious  of  his  observation.  He 
thought  she  looked  grave,  and  paler  than  usual ; 
but  perhaps  that  might  have  been  occasioned  by 
her  countenance  being  partially  shaded,  by  her 
long  ringlets,  which  hung,  partly  uncurled,  by 
the  damp  atmosphere  of  a  rainy  evening. 

Nina  half  smiled,  and  the  colour  returned^to 
her  cheek. 

"  I  did  not  imagine  there  was  any  difference 
in  my  demeanour,*'  she  answered* 

"  After  all,"  continued  the  Earl,  "  I  believe, 
you  little  versatile  being,  that  you  do  not  find 
the  country  so  very,  very  superior  to  your  Lon- 
don life  ;  for  certainly  you  were  in  much  higher 
glee,  before  you  came  to  Elmsdale." 

"  Oh !  don't  say  so — pray  don't  say  so>"  re- 
pUed  Nina,  looking  very  much  annoyed. 
"  You   wrong   me   there,   bitterly  wrong  me ; 
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and  it  is  cruel  in  you  to  say  bo.  If  you  only 
knew  how  much  I  love  this  place — how  ardeotlj 
I  wisli  I  never  were  to  quit  it  !'* 

Lord  Elnisdale  smiled  at  her  vehemence.  J 

"  Butj  certainly,"  said  he,  "  I  will  not  gm 
up  my  first  opinion,  that  there  is  something 
upon  that  little  mind.  I  know  every  turn  and 
twist  of  youi'  countenance, — not  a  shadow  is  lost 
upon  me ;  so  tell  me,  dearest,  what  has  disturbed 
your  serenity '!" 

Nina  paused  for  some  moments,  and  then 
kugbin;^ly  replied, 

"  Aaauvedly,  you  are  a  conjuror-  Well,  as 
you  have  discovered  it,  I  will  just  confess  that  I 
have  been  a  Utile  bit  vexed — a  little  bit  disap- 
pointed; but  if  I  say  why,  you  must  promise 
not  to  laugh  at  me." 

"  I  can  never  laugh  at  anything  that  really 
annoys  you,  Nina." 

"  Now  that  is  kind,  and  like  yourself,"  she 
replied,  *'  bo  I  will  tell  you  all.     Like  a  spoilt 
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child  as  I  am,  I  am  too  apt  to  expect  to  have 
everything  my  own  way,  and  I  begin  to  find 
that  cannot  always  be  the  case.  You  know  that 
I  had  settled  that  Reginald  was  in  love  with 
Alice ;  and,  after  all,  I  believe  he  does  not  care 
a  straw  for  her.^ 

"  Is  this  the  great  grievance  V\  exclaimed 
Lord  Ehnsdale,  laughing.  '*  Matchmaking  is  a 
thankless  office,  Nina,  and  ofttimes  dangerous.'' 

''But  what  discomposes  me,"  continued  the 
Countess,  not  heeding  the  Earl's  last  speech, 
"  is,  that  I  am  sure  Alice  likes  him  very  much, 
and  is  truly  unhappy,  poor  girl !  And  another 
provoking  part  of  the  business  is,  that  I  am  cer- 
tain Mr.  Herbert  is  attached  to  Alice ;  and  that 
would  be  such  a  much  better  match,  after  all, 
for  her.     Reginald  is  so  far  too  young.** 

"  Upon  my  word,  Nina,  you  have  come  out  in 
quite  a  new  character ;  if  you  go  on  pairing 
and  matching  in  this  manner,  when  you  have 
half-a-dozen  daughters  to  dispose  of,  you  will 
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be  the  terror  of   the  whole  of  the  male  \ 
cies." 

"  Oh,"  she  replied,  "  I  had  nothing  to  do 
with  making  them  fall  in  love  with  each  other. 
I  only  wished  to  be  instrumental,  in  ensuring 
their  happiness,  tliinking  that  there  was  great 
affection  subsisting  between  Reginald  and 
Alice." 

"  Oh,  yes !"  resumed  the  Earl,  "  I  see  exactly 
how  the  matter  stands.  My  dear  little  wife* 
had  formed  a  pretty  romance  in  her  head*  and 
she  is  rather  vexed  because  her  hero  and 
heroine  will  not  act  their  parts  con  amore," 

"  I  knew  you  would  make  a  joke  of  the  mat- 
ter," said  Nina,  in  rather  an  afirouted  tone  of 
voice.  "  In  my  opinion,  it  is  a  serious  business; 
for  there  are  many  at  this  moment,  made  un- 
happy by  it.  Have  you  not  remarked  how  sad 
poor  Alice  is,  although  she  exerts  herself, 
to  hide  her  feelings  !  Reginald  looks  miserable, 
and   altered  j   and    Mr.   Herbert  watches  it  ail 
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with  soch  a  melancholy  expression  of  conn- 
tenance."  And  here  Nina  appeared  almost 
ready  to  cry  herself. 

Although  it  had  never  been  the  EarPs  metier 
to  take  any  interest,  or  part,  in  such  matters  as 
affaires  de  coeur,  and  moreover,  he  had  rather 
a  contempt  for  the  follies  of  youthful  lovers, 
yet  in  this  instance,  he  became  roused  to  some- 
thing like  real  earnestness,  in  a  cause,  which 
however  trivial  a  short  time  ago  it  might  have 
appeared  to  him,  had  acquired  importance  from 
being  a  theme  of  interest  to  his  Nina. 

"  I  am  sorry  indeed  to  hear  all  this,"  he  said, 
in  a  soothing  tone  ;  ^^  particularly  as  I  can 
scarcely  see  how  one  can  be  of  use  to  any  of 
the  parties  concerned.  It  is  a  difficult  matter 
to  interfere  amongst  lovers.  And  as  for  en- 
deavouring to  direct  the  shafts  of  Cupid,  as 
well  might  we  try  to  fix  the  motions  of  the 
ureathercock.     Love  is  as  wayward,  and  uncer- 
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tain,  as  the  wind  that  blows.     Don*t  you  kn 
mj  pretty  one,  what  the  poet  says, — 


"  Love  I  love  !  What  is  love  ? 
Tiling  of  air,  or  Heaven  above  1 
Oi  did  £t  take  ita  birth, 
'Midit  the  dulness  of  the  earth, 
Sptinging  upwiu^a,  as  a  light 
Streoma  ucross  a  starless  night  I 
Full  of  lancy,  full  of  speroing. 
Full  of  «nd]eBB  daylight  dreaming, 
Like  ihc  Asiatic  mom, 
Is  the  wild-winged  creature  bom, — 
Bii rating  from  the  unclouded  mind, 
Which  before  wbb  joung  and  blind, 
Like  the  coming  of  the  aim. 
And  gay  as  though  the  goal  were  wo 


"  I  learnt  this,  Nina,  when  I  was  kboa 
under  the  spells  you  bo  mischievously  cast  aro 
me." 

Nina  smiled ;  but  her  thoughts  seemed 
fixed  upon  the  subject  of  her  previous  con 
sation. 


THE   LITTLE  WIPfi.  65 

**  But/*  she  said,  **  I  have  no  patience  with 
them  all.  They  seem  all  playing  at  cross 
purposes,  standing  so  foolishly  in  each  other's 
way." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Lord  Elmsdale,  '*  but  I  fear 
we  must  let  them  stand,  till  they  choose  of  their 
own  accord  to  move.  Bacon  says,  or  quotes, 
I  forget  which,  that  it  is  impossible  to  love,  and 
be  wise  ;  therefore,  if  Alice  really  love  the 
insensible  Keginald,  how  can  we  expect  her 
to  see  her  own  advantage,  and  transfer  her 
a£fections  to  Herbert  ?  At  least,  not  yet.  We 
must  give  her  time.  Absence  may  do  much  ; 
and  certainly,  as  you  say,  she  would  have 
better  chance  of  happiness,  with  a  more  steady 
character.  It  would  be  ridiculous  for  her  to  think 
of  Reginald.  He  is  too  young,  his  tastes  are 
unformed.  I  always  threw  cold  water  over  your 
scheme,  you  may  remember.  Our  young  secre- 
tary is  too  juvenile  even  to  think  of  love ;  and  as 
for  matrimony,  twenty  years  hence  will  do  for 
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that.  It  will  all  come  right,  you  will  see ;  so 
pray  don't  fidget  yourself,  and  let  the  lorers 
manage  their  own  concerns.  I  desire  yon 
will  not  forestal  trouble,  and  volunteer  to  uke 
the  griefe  of  others  upon  your  shoulders,  for 
want  of  burdens  of  your  own.  Be  happy, 
dearest,  whilst  you  can.  Alice  is  a  charming 
girl,  and  I  am  sure  she  hae  strength  and  firm- 
ness to  bear  her  through  any  disappointment, 
of  this  deEcription  ;  as  for  Kegiitald,  never 
mind  hia  grave  looks.  Of  course,  he  is  a  little 
ashamed  of  his  fickleness;  and  I  am  glad  he 
smarts  for  it,  and  that  he  has  the  feeling  to  be 
sorry,  for  the  pain  he  has  inflicted  upon  Alice. 
No  doubt,  having  seen  no  one  but  her,  he  made 
her  his  idc^al  goddess  of  perfection  ;  an  acquaint- 
ance with  the  world  has  cleared  the  mist  from 
his  eyes,  and  fortunately  for  her.  She  is  too 
good  to  be  thrown  away,  on  one  who  could  not 
value  her." 

The   subject    here   dropped.      The    arriral 
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of  the  party  from  the  cottage^  interrupted  the 
conversation.  They  had  walked,  armed  with 
umbrellas,  and  cloaks,  through  the  rain,  to  pass 
the  evening  at  the  Castle.  It  was  with  no 
small  degree  of  satisfaction,  that'  they  gathered 
round  the  cheerful  wood  fire,  that  blazed  in  the 
large  gothic  grate ;  and  as  Stanley  warmed  him- 
self by  its  genial  glow,  he  turned  round,  and 
said  to  Lord  Elmsdale, 

"This  reminds  me,  my  lord,  of  the  poem, 
you  were  so  fond  of  when  a  boy ;  I  think  it 
begins  thus, 


«< 


'  Heap  high  the  fire  with  wood,  and  let  the  hlaze 
With  mimic  sunshine  gild  our  gloomy  room. 
The  rising  flame  now  spreads  a  cheerful  ray ; 
We  hover  rounds  rejoicing  in  the  heat ; 
The  stiffened limhs  relax,  the  heart  dilates.'  " 


"  Yes,"  replied  Lord  Elmsdale,  "  those  lines 
remind  me  of  times  long  past.  Those  were  my 
days  of  enthusiasm  and  romance.     They  were 


indeed  pleasant  days,  but  succeeded  b 
of  feverish  excitement,  of  restless  ami 
the  turmoils  and  cares  of  one,  who  soi 
fame — that  ipnu  faluut  which  allures  s 
from  the  path  of  peacei  to  the  rugged 
toil  and  disappointment.  No  wonder  tl 
make  fame  a  monster.  They  describe 
part  alluringly,  and  in  part  gravely,  a 
tentiously.  They  eay,  '  Look  how 
feathers  she  has,  so  many  eyes  she  has 
neath,  so  many  tongues,  so  many  voic 
pricks  up  so  many  ears !'  But  now,"  co 
the  Earl,  "  I  have  descended  from  this  d 
this  unsatisfying  pinnacle;  my  ambition 
I  have  seen  enough  of  the  world  and  its  f 
What,  at  a  distance,  or  on  a  supcrfici 
we  covet  and  admire,  ve  see  in  its  prof: 
when  we  examine  it  more  closely.  Beli 
that  the  world  and  its  distinctions  are  1 
colossal  statue,  whose  immense  size  str 
beholder  far  off  with  astonishment;  bn 


THE    UTILB    WIFE. 


69 


Wtr  rieired,    appears    disproportioticil,    un- 

I  i^ly,   and   rode.      I   am    returning,   thank 

I  BetTtttl  Co  my  original  feelings;  mj  heart  is 

I  Hlleaed  and  subdaed,    and  my  thoughts  and 

liiipa  all  centred  in  my  borne — thie  home,  to 

,  through   all  my  worldly   pursuits,    my 

Wltf*  of  ambition,  my  mind  has  erer  clung,  with 

|bd  afie<:tion   and   interest.     And   this  is  the 

fairy   which   has   disenchanted   me,"   he 

Hed,   as   be   tenderly  stroked    the   fair  head 

t  leant  against  him.     "  And  now,  Stanley, 

C  the  conclnsion  of  the  poem   from   which 

1  hare   just  quoted,    and   which   sLrack   a 

,  at   my  heart,  connected  with   the   old 

I  of  by-gone  days,  and  caused  mc 

I  to  think  aloud.      If  you  have  forgotten 

Ll  think  I  can  repeat  it;  and  that  beautiful 

^f  of  the  departing  sun,  which  streams  forth 

■famthe  painted  window,  illustrates  sweetly  the 

I  vudk  of  the  poem  to  which  I  allude, — 


I 
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"  '  Tlie  ilmni  is  past ;  the  raging  wind  DO  mor 
Between  the  mountaina  nuhing,  sweeps  t!ie  vi 
Dulling  the  billowH  of  the  troubled  lakc^ 

Fruiu  every  bough,  from  every  jutting  rock 
The  cryiialt  hongj  the  torrent's  roar  has  ceaw 
Ae  if  that  voice,  which  called  creation  forth, 
Had  Mid:  BestiUI'" 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

''Ah!  wherefore  should  my  tongue  alone  be  mute? 
When  every  look,  and  every  motion  tell — 
So  plainly  tell — and  will  not  be  forbid, 
That  I  adore  thee!" 

'*  The  last  day !"  sighed  Nina,  as,  having  risen 
from  her  bed,  she  sat  listlessly  in  her  dressing- 
room,  before  she  commenced  the  duties  of  her 
morning  toilette;  ^  the  last  day  that  I  shall  pass 
in  this  dear  place,  where  I  could  be  so  happy ! 
— ^And  yet,"  she  continued  to  ruminate,  "  hap- 
piness, after  all,  does  not  consist  in  any  particular 
circumstance,  place,  or  object — No ;  it  is  the 
state  of  the  mind  that  constitutes  it !" 
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She  sighed  rather  heavily. 

"  Here,  one  might  suppose,  that  there  could 
be  nothing  but  peace — that  trouble  and  per- 
plexity would  not  dare  to  intrude  themselves,  in 
an  atmosphere  which  seems  to  breathe  of  inno- 
cence, goodness,  and  beauty;   but,  strange  to 
say,  they  will  exist  even  here. — I  have  certainly 
learnt  wisdom,  and  it  has  taught  me  the  lesson, 
to  be  content  when  I  am  happy,  not  always  wish- 
ing for  something  more. — I  have  gained  greater 
knowledge  of  myself,  and  of  my  besetting  follies^ 
since  I  have  been  at  Elmsdale,  than  I  should 
have  done  for  years  in  London ;  and  I  think  I 
have   also  acquired  a  clearer  insight  into   the 
character  of  others. — Here,  I  feel  my  own  defi- 
ciencies ;  I  have  been  made  sensible  how  much 
my  general  character  has  need  of  improvement. 
— I  must,  indeed,  become  very  different,  before  I 
am  worthy  of  being  the  mistress  of  this  place — 
the  wife  of  my  husband  !     Amidst  the  imposing 
grandeur  of  all  around,  how  insignificant  I  feell 
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^^Tien  I  see  him  surrounded  by  his  own  people, 

^^0  revere  and  worship   him — when  I  look 

around,  and  behold  him  lord  of  all  this  princely 

domaiD,  I  feel  that  such  a  man  ought  to  have 

po6se8sed  a  wife,  more  suited  to  his  dignity — not 

a  spoilt,  petted,  foolish  child,  as  I  have  ever 

been;  his  wife  should  be  honoured  next  to 

liimself !"  and  a  bright  colour  flushed  her  cheeks, 

and  a  sparkle  of  indignation  flashed  from  her 

eyes. 

"  My  weaknesses  must  be  very  apparent,  or  I 
should  not  have  been  exposed  to  annoyances, 
such  as  those,  which  now  make  me  so  unhappy. 
— But,*'  and  her  thoughts  seemed  to  flow  into  a 
softer  channel,  "  how  my  husband  loves  me, 
with  all  my  faults — with  all  my  frailties  !"  and 
tears  of  grateful  tenderness  filled  her  eyes.  '•  I 
must  pray  to  God,"  she  added,  with  fervour,  **  to 
strengthen  all  my  resolutions,  to  become  more 
and  more  worthv  to  receive  the  inestimable 
blessing  of  his  love,  and   every  other  mercy 
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which  tny  bounteous  God  has  eo  richly  bestowed 
upon  me;  xindeserTing,  and  heedless  as  I  hsTe 
hitherto  been !" 

And  here  the  young  Countess  threw  herself 
upon  her  knees,  and  devoutly  commenced  hei 
moming  prayer.  In  this  act,  the  attitude 
she  had  unconsciously  taken,  and  the  expression 
of  her  countenance,  might  have  suggested  the 
recollection  of  the  lovely  description  of  a  youth- 
fiil  petitioner,  so  sweetly  painted  by  llie  pen 
of   n  poet,   who  always  writes  directly  1 

"  She  roae  froni  her  untroubled  sleep. 

And  put  awBj-  lier  soft  brown  hair; 
And  Id  n  tone,  oa  low  and  deep 

As  love's  (irsl  whisper,  breathed  a  prnyer. 
Ker  snow-white  hMids  together  pressed, 

Her  blue  rye  sheltered  in  the  lid. 
The  Ibldvd  lineu  un  her  breast. 

Just  swelling  with  the  cliarnu  it  hid. 
And  from  her  long  and  flowing  dreas, 

Escaped  n  bare  and  slender  foot, 
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Whose  thape  upon  the  earth  did  preas, 
Like  a  new  snow-flake,  white  and  mute; 

And  there  from  slumher  pure  and  warm, 
Like  a  yoimg  spirit  fresh  from  Heaven, 

She  howed  her  slight  and  graceful  form. 
And  humhiy  prayed  to  be  foigiven. 

"  Oh  God !  if  souls,  unsoiled  as  these. 
Need  daily  mercy  from  Thy  throne — 

If  she  upon  her  bended  knees. 
Our  loveliest,  and  our  purest  one — 

She  with  a  face  so  clear  and  bright. 

We  deem  her  some  stray  child  of  light — 

If  she,  with  those  soft  eyes  in  tears, 

Day  after  day  in  her  first  years. 

Must  kneel  and  pray  for  grace  from  Thee, — 

What  far,  far  greater  need  have  we ! 

How  hardly,  if  she  win  not  Heaven, 

Will  our  wild  errors  be  forgiven." 

How  strengthening  and  refreshing  is  prayer, 
when  sought  with  sincerity  and  singleness  of 
heart!  The  soul  then  approaches  to  the  bor- 
ders of  an  invisible  world,  and  acts  as  a  spirit 
holding  intercourse  with  the  Father  of  spirits. 

E  2 
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It  drops  for  a  time  tke  remembrance  of  its  eartKlf 
thoughts,  to  dwell  among  everlasting  object*. 
Prayer,  by  this  blessed  means,  both  compoKB 
and  purifies  the  heart.  It  gives  the  soai  its 
proper  elevation  towards  heaven,  and  destroys, 
for  ft  time  at  least,  the  dangerous  impressions 
made  by  the  corruptions  of  the  world  around 
OS.  Prostrate  before  the  great  Being,  whom 
we  all  offend,  our  pride  is  laid  in  the  dast,  and 
we  rise  from  our  knees  humbled,  yet  strength- 
ened—  and  thus  did  Nina  feel,  when  she 
had  breathed  forth  her  devotions. 

Our  heroine  had  not,  indeed,  so  light  a  heart 
as  beat  in  her  young  hreast  but  a  short  space 
before.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life,  she  had  a 
weight  upon  her  mind — a  care — an  anxiety ! — 
and  it  was  one  she  dared  not  speak  upon.  "Widi 
bU  her  inexperience  —  her  innocence  —  her 
youth ! — her  perceptions  were  clear,  and  qoidr- 
sighted  ;  and  although  at  first  she  drove  sway 
the  idea  as  loo  monstrous  for  reality — too  re- 
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P^t  for  truth,  yet  there  was  a  wild,  terrible 
&Qcy,  which  she  detested  herself  for  harbouring. 
However,  she  was  at  last  obliged  to  confess  that 
^phantom,  which  she  hoped  was  the  effect  of 
uuigination,  was  no  illusion. 

But  could  it  be  possible,  that  the  presump- 

^08  R^inald  dared  to  feel  aught  but  respect, 

fcf  the  wife  of  his  benefactor — his  patron  ? — 

lie  colour  would  mount  to  her  temples,  and  an 

mdigoant  glance  flash  from  her  eye,  when  this 

^oght,  like  a  grim  spectre,  rose  before  her 

perception.     Anger  was  the  feeling  which  most 

^ongly  influenced  her.     Ever  impetuous  in  all 

'^r  impulses,    fain   would  she   at  once   have 

ipiimed  the  daring  youth  from  her  presence. 

Bat  then,  again,  it  was  a  case  of  such  a  delicate 

oatare,  and  there  was  humiliation — degradation 

in  the  idea ;  innocent  as  she  knew  herself  to  be 

in  thought,  word,  or  deed,  she  still  felt  polluted 

by  the  very  idea. 

We  will  not  enter  into  a  detail  of  all  the 
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a^t  and  symptoms  which,  by  degrees,  brought 
the  convictioii  to  her  mind.  We  will  not  dwell 
npon  the  thrilling  glances,  the  varying  cheek — 
describe  the  tone  of  the  voice  which  faltered, 
when  the  infatuated  youth  addressed  the  Conn- 
te«s,  or  the  complete  alteration  which  pervaded 
his  whole  demeaoour  —  we  wish  not  in  this 
simple  tale  to  paint,  in  vivid  colours,  the  de- 
pravity of  human  nature ;  we  feel  too  sorry  that 
the  fair  fame  of  our  pure,  young  heroine,  should 
have  been  clouded  even  by  a  thought  of  illicit 
love;  but  the  symptoms  were  but  toouuequi- 
vocal  even  for  her  innocent  mind,  to  doubt  any 
longer. 

At  first,  she  had  been  surprised  by  conduct  so 
unlike  himself,  and  then  provoked  by  what  she 
considered  eccentricity  carried  too  far  :  repeat- 
edly  she  asked  what  ailed  him ;  but  after  the 
occurrences  of  one  particular  evening,  she 
ceased  to  importune  him  with  any  further 
questions. 
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Tlie  circamstance  to  which  we  alludet  Happened 
00  the  evening  before  the  chamber  scene  we  have 
jtitt  introdaced  to  our  readers.  Lord  EUn.sdnle, 
ud  Mr.  Herbert,  had  been  obliged  to  dine  at 
tbe  neighboaring  town  ;  a  public  dinner,  which 
they  could  not  avoid  attending,  drew  them  most 
reluctantly  from  the  Castle. 

Ahce  was  not  able  to  pass  the  evening  with 
the  Countess ;  for  Mr.  Stanley  had  a  aevcie 
attack  of  a  malady,  to  which  be  had  been 
loag  subject :  and  when  suffering,  the  atiec- 
tionate  girl  could  never  be  prevailed  upon  to 
quit  his  apartment.  Keginald  had  passed  the 
■ftemoon  at  the  cottage,  assbting  in  her  attend- 
ance on  the  invalid. 

Nina,  thus  left  alone,  seated  in  the  large 
iimry,  busily  employed  herself  in  filling  itp 
Eomc  sketches  she  had  made  of  the  surround- 
iag  scenery.  But  Reginald,  after  seeing  that 
the  spasms  with  wliich  his  father  had  been 
attacked,  were  totally  subsided,  and  that  he  had 
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fallen  into  a  calni  sleep,   felt  that  irresisiible 
desire,   which   ever  assailed  him  when  absent 
from    the    Conntess,   to   be    again  in    her 
Bence. 

He  therefore  returned  to  the  Castle,  and 
lered  the  library,  unperceived  by  Its  fair  occu- 
pant; and]  finding  that  he  was  unheeded  by 
her,  he  paused  to  gaze — dangerous  indulgence ! 
She  was  seated  in  the  embrasure  of  an  oriel 
window.  A  deep,  heavy,  crimson  curtain, 
formed  the  drapery  of  the  back-ground, — The 
mellow  tints  of  the  stained  glass,  fell  upon  her 
bending  figure,  and  gave  a  richer  glow  to  the 
long,  fair  hair,  which  almost  shaded  her  coun- 
tenance ;  and,  ever  and  anon,  she  looked  up, 
and  bent  back  her  head,  that  she  might  mark 
the  efllect  of  the  masterly  performance  achieved 
by  her  little  hand;  and  then  Reginald  had  a 
full  view  of  that  sweet,  intellectual  face,  which, 
to  his  mind,  was  loveliness  itself.  How  fair  she 
looked,   in   this  shaded,  gloomy  room  !      She 
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The  drcumfttance  to  which  we  allade,  happened 
on  the  evening  before  the  chamber  scene  we  have 
just  introduced  to  our  readers.  Lord  Ehnsdale, 
and  Mr.  Herbert,  had  been  obliged  to  dine  at 
the  neighbouring  town ;  a  public  dinner,  which 
they  could  not  avoid  attending,  drew  them  most 
reluctantly  {com  the  Castle. 

Alice  was  not  able  to  pass  the  evening  with 
the  Countess;  for  Mr.  Stanley  had  a  severe 
attack  of  a  malady,  to  which  he  had  been 
long  subject :  and  when  suffering,  the  affec* 
tionate  girl  could  never  be  prevailed  upon  to 
quit  hiB  apartment.  Beginald  had  passed  the 
afternoon  at  the  cottage,  assisting  in  her  attend- 
ance on  the  invalid. 

Nina,  thus  left  alone,  seated  in  the  large 
Ubrary,  busily  employed  herself  in  filling  up 
some  sketches  she  had  made  of  the  surround- 
ing scenery.  But  Beginald,  after  seeing  that 
the  spasms  with  which  his  father  had  been 
attacked,  were  totally  subsided,  and  that  he  had 
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have  taken  you  foi  an  apparition,  standing  there 
as  you  do,  bo  like  a  statue,  with  your  arnu 
folded,  and  looking  so  solemn.  Pray,  vraa  it 
your  intention  to  act  the  part  of  goblin,  to 
alarm  me  V 

Reginald,  (has  addressed,  was  forced  to  collect 
his  scattered  senses,  and  to  approach.  And 
then,  Nina  begaq  immediately  to  make  anxious 
enquiries  after  his  father ;  but  receiving  no 
answer,  she  turned  round,  looked  stedfasUy  at 
him,  and  almost  started,  as  she  remarked  the 
extreme  paleness  of  his  countenance,  and  the 
wildness  of  his  eye, 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?"  she  exclaimed.    "^ 
your  father  worse  ?" 

"  No,"  he  replied,  in  a  faltering  lone  «f  roio^ 

"  Then,  what  u  the  natter  ?"  she  continued, 
impatiently. 

"  Nothing,  Lady  SImadale — nothing  in  which 
you  can  assist  me,"  said  Reginald, 
which  sounded  to  her,  hollow  and  unnal 
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*  For  mercy's  sake,  ask  me  no  qnesdons — I  am 

*  doomed  wretch  1** 

Nina  felt  terrified.  His  manner  was  so  in- 
^herent — so  wild;  but  a  thoogbt  struck  her, 
^luck  in  a  moment  reassured  her.  Perhaps 
^  had  not,  till  now,  solved  the  enigma  of  his 
^^^tnordinary  deportment  of  late;  perhaps,  after 
^  it  might  be  traced  to  the  estrangement  be- 
Ween  bim  and  Alice.  She  spoke,  although  her 
^^  trembled — she  had  caught  the  infection  of 
^agitation. 

^'B^inaldy  I  have  perceived  of  late,  with 
*oirow,  that  you  have  not  been  like  yourself ;" 
aad  flhe  approached  nearer  to  him,  and  looked 
iveetly  in  his  &ce;  "let  me  be  the  happy 
mssns  of  restoring  you  to  peace.'' 

**  Tou,  Lady  Elmsdale  I"  exclaimed  Regi- 
nald; and  he  almost  gasped  for  breath,  as  he 
stood  before  her,  listening  with  intense  impa- 
tience to  her  words. 

f,  I !"  continued  the  Countess;  "  let  me 
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be  the  peace-maker — the  mediatrix  between  yoa 
ar.d  poor  Alice,  whose  heart,  I  am  sure,  is 
almost  broken  by  your  neglect ;  but  I  feel  cer- 
tain that  it  will  be  no  difficult  task  to  induce 
her  to  send  you  the  olire-branch  of  forgire- 
ness."  ' 

"  Alice !"  cried  Keginald,  with  a  vehemeoce 
which  terrified  his  companion ;  "  what  has  she 
to  do  with  my  present  wretchedness  ?  Lady 
Elmsdale,"  he  cried,  speaking  with  the  grealeet 
rapidity,  and  with  a  nervous  energy,  which  gave 
emphasis  to  his  every  expression,  "  let  me  at 
once  undeceive  you.  I  never  loved  Alice,  but 
its  I  would  have  cared  for  a  sister  ;  it  was  all  a 
delusion — a  dream  I  If  you  regard  my  cousin, 
advise  her  at  once  to  cast  me  from  her  heart — 
if  still  I  retain  a  place  in  it,  which  I  would  fein 
doubt; — I  am  unworthy  of  her  love— aye, even 
of  her  pity.  I  am  a  guilty  wretch.  Lady  Elms- 
dale  ;  and,  if  you  knew  all,  you  would  bo  t 
first  to  denounce  me."' 
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And  Ranald  looked  at  Lady  Elmsdale^  and 
there  was  in  his  expression^  that  which  made 
her  eyes  sink  with  affiright  beneath  his  gaze. 
Her  heart  beat  with  an  undefined  feeling  of 
dread,  and  she  rang  the  bell  violently  for  the 
lights,  which  the  servants  of  the  present  scanty 
establishment  had  neglected  to  bring.  She  was 
silent  for  a  few  moments ;  she  felt  too  terrified 
to  speak ;  bnt  at  length  the  awkwardness  of  the 
pause,  induced  her,  with  a  strong  effort,  to  break 
it  In  what  a  new  and  distressing  position  did 
the  feel  herself  placed  ! 

*' Reginald  !**  she  at  length  exclaimed,  "  how 
you  distress — how  you  alarm  me  I — to  what 
does  all  this  tend  ?  If  there  be  anything 
dreadful  upon  your  mind,  I  am  not  the  person 
to  whom  you  ought  to  confide  it.  There  is 
your  fether,  whose  kind  sympathy  might  relieve 
your  feelings ;  and  if  not  him,  you  know  you 
have  a  friend,  who  is  all-indulgence,  in  Lord 
Elmsdale.  —  Why    not    unburden    your    per- 
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plexilies  to  him  ?  Shall  I  tell  bim,  deai 
Reginald, "  she  continued,  softening  at  the 
sight  of  his  evident  distress,  "  shall  I  break 
to  him,  that  you  are  unhappy,  and  wish  to  make 
him  the  confidant  of  your  griefs  ?" 

"  Oh,  Lady  Elmsdale,"  cried  the  unhappy 
youth,  with  distraction  in  his  looks;  "if  you 
wish  to  save  me  from  despair,  say  nothing  to 
Lord  Elmsdale — not  a  syllable  of  what  hoi 
passed  between  us ;  bury  these  last  few  moments 
in  oblivion,  I  will  indeed  make  a  desperate 
effort — 1  will  endeavour  to  destroy  the  demon 
which  has  token  possession  of  my  soul.  I  wiU 
wrestle  with  my  infatuation — L  will  rather  die 
in  the  eiiurt  to  tear  off  tlie  chains,  which  are 
beginning  to  bind  mc  to  perdition.  But  yea 
must  promise  to  forget  this  interview,  and  to 
speak  of  my  weakness  to  no  one ;  it  would  be 
my  ruin — my  eternal  disgrace. — Oh  promise 
me!"  he  exclaimed,  seeing,  by  Nina's  expres- 
sive couatenaiice,  that  «he  seemed  inclined  to 
deny  his  request. 
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In  the  agony  of  ibe  moment,  lie  knelt  before 
ha,  he  clasped  his  hands;  and  the  torture  of 
ittB  mind  ^vaa  depicted  in  the  distortion  of  his 
fealores.  The  Ccmnless  was  terrified,  and 
agitated  to  a  fearful  degree,  but  still  she 
aaswend, 

"^^Tiy   should  I  have   concealment  of  any 
kind   from   my  husband  .' — how  can   I   expect 
to  go  through  life,  safely,  without  entire — un- 
rcMrred  oonfidencc  in  bim  .'     Rise,  Eegioald ; 
do  not  degrade   yourself,   by  that   posture   of 
btuniliatioB.     Why  do  you  refuite  to  allow  me 
to  tell  my  Lord,  that  yoa  are  unhappy .'"  she 
rantiiiaed.  with   more  firmness,  for  the   recol- 
lectioD  of  her  husband,  inspired  her  with  eoli- 
th.    "  Jle  who  is  all  goodness — all  indulgence, 
his  always  consolation  in  his  power  to  bestow; 
hii  diticretion  and  wisdom  will  be  sure  to  point 
tnii  some  way,  which  will  tend  (o   the  relief  of 
four  diseased  mind." 
"  I  tell  you,"  said  Reginald,  vthemenily,  and 


m 


THE    LITTLE  A 


^ 


^lua^^ 


with  increased  wildneBS  in  his  looks,  "  Uutt  be 
has  no  consolation  for  me — and  if  you  betray 
mc,  I  am  undone,  and  my  father's  gray  hairs 
will  go  down  in  sorrow  to  the  grave.  How- 
ever, if  you  are  resolved,  so  let  it  be ;  but  I 
must  go  hence,  lady — I  cannot  remain  here 
to  bear  the  conflict — God  bleas  you  ! — tbigk, 
sometiiues  of  the  miserable  Reginald." 

He  rushed  impetuously  to  the  door. 

"  Stay,"  she  exclaimed,  "  what  is  it  yon 
desire?"  and  she  sunk,  greatly  agitated,  upon  a 
a  chair.  "  Do  not  be  so  impetuous,  Reginald — 
you  know  how  anxious  I  must  feel  to  serve 
you ; — be  not  ao  absurdly  rash  ! — The  violence 
of  your  manner  is  highly  improper — disre- 
spectful !  You  soem  to  forget  what  is  due  to 
me." 

And  here  the  native  dignity  of  the  little 
Count«BS,  came  to  her  relief;  just  anger  took 
the  place  of  the  emotion  which  before  had 
almost  overwhelmed  her. 
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"Forgive  me,  lady ! — Oh,  if  you  knew  my 
heart,  yon  would  be  too  well  convinced,  that 
I  would  rather  forfeit  my  existence,  than  offend 
voa.  All  I  humbly  entreat,  is,  that  you  will 
forget  this  fatal  conversation,  think  of  it — speak 
of  it,  no  more." 

^  I  feel  that  I  am  wrong  in  making  the  pro- 
mise, but  you  have  it/'  said  Nina,  and  she 
would  have  continued  to  speak;  but  the  en- 
trance of  servants  with  lights  interrupted  her, 
and  before  they  left  the  room,  the  carriage  of 
the  Earl  was  heard  entering  the  court-yard. 

Ere  Lord  Elmsdale  had  entered  the  apart- 
ment, Reginald  was  gone  ;  and  Nina  escaped 
to  her  room,  in  order  to  gain  time,  to  subdue  the 
agitation,  which  she  feared  would  be  but  too 
apparent,  to  the  anxious  eye  of  her  husband. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

'^  Tis  these  that  early  taint  the  female  soul, 
Instruct  the  eyes  of  young  coquettes  to  roll. 
Teach  infant  cheeks  a  hidden  blush  to  know, 
And  little  hearts  to  flutter  at  a  heau." 

From  this  moment ,  a  cloud  had  fallen  over 
the  hitherto  bright  horizon  of  our  heroine; 
her  mind  was  filled  with  an  impression,  which 
absolutely  terrified  her. — Could  it  be  po68ible» 
or  was  it  only  a  horrid  fancy  ?— Did  Reginald 
dare  to  feel  towards  her  any  unworthy  regard  ! 
— she  a  wedded  wife  ! — the  wife  of  such  a 
man  as  Lord    Elmsdale !     With  shame,    and 
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boraiog  blushes,  she  shrunk   from  the   bare 

idea. 

And  now  she  carried  at  her  heart,  a  secret, — 
•be  who  bad  ever  been  before,  as  open  as  the 
bright  day, — a  concealment  which  she  would 
liSTc^  been   ashamed  to  own  ;  and  the  joyful, 
innocent,  gleesome   girl,  was    changed.      She 
became  grave  and  abstracted  ;  her  colour  varied 
quickly,  and  suddenly ;  her  step  even  was  less 
elastic.     She  had  a  load  of  care,  and  anxiety, 
upon  her  mind,  which  had  never  before  ex- 
perienced a  feather's  weight  of  trouble ;   and 
she  felt  humbled — almost  degraded,  when  she 
thought  upon  the  cause. 

These  feelings  of  our  heroine,  may  be  con- 
sidered exaggerated,  overdrawn,  even  unnatural, 
by  some  of  our  gay  readers.  They  may  chance 
to  say — **  After  all,  there  was  nothing  so  very 
extraordinary  in  «  young  married  woman, 
finding  that  she  was  admired  by  another,  save 
her  husband ;  what  absurdity  to  make  a  griev- 
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ance  of  3  matter  whicli  is  of  such  freqaent 
occurrence !" — And  perhaps,  in  the  world,  bo  it 
may  be,  and  sad  it  is  indeed,  to  think  that  such 
cases  are  too  common. — Nay,  we  beheve  they 
are  considered  in  any  light  but  that  of  a  dis- 
grace i  say  rather,  a  feather  in  the  cap,  of  many 
of  our  British  fair  ones — a  just  tribute 
beauty  and  attractions ! 

Girls  from  their  cradles  are  taught  to  e: 
admiration.  Look  around ;  watch  thetr  pro* 
greas  from  the  earliest  childhood,  and  it  would 
almoBt  Ecem,  that  it  was  the  aim  of  mothers  to 
initiate  their  daughters, by  imperceptibledegrees, 
into  the  mysteries  of  casting  tlie  spells  of  their 
attractions  around — of  imbibing  that  love  o( 
adulation,  which  induces  an  overweening  anxiety 
for  admiration  and  flirtations,  commencing  with 
the  baby,  in  white  satin  and  tulle,  at  a  child's  ball. 
It  is  amusing  to  watch  the  little  atom,  choosing 
and  rejecting  her  partners  with  a  precocious 
and  judgment,  most  marvellous  to  behold. 
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look  a  little  &rtber  ; — you  will  see  the  school- 
boy, with  his  chosen  flame,  going  ^through  all 
the  routine  of  a  regular  flirtation :  there  is  as 
mach  rivalry  and  heart-burning,  now  to  be 
found  in  a  Lilliputian  reunion — where  nothing 
ought  to  exist,  but  light  hearts  and  innocent 
exuberant  glee— ras  in  maturer  assemblies,  where 
the  metier  of  love-making,  has  assumed  a  more 
serious  and  business-like  form. 

But  isr  this  right  or  wholesome  ?     It  is  the 

march  of  intellect,  surely ;'  but  perhaps  it  would 

be  well  for  the  morals  of  the  rising  generation,  if 

had  never  so  far  proceeded.     We  are  almost 

unfashionable  enough  to  sigh  for  the  time,  when 

litde  girls  had  their  hair  cut  close,  and  were  not 

allowed  to  cultivate  a  curl,  till  six  months  before 

they  were  presented.     The  race  of  children  is 

almost  extinct;  they  now  become  old-fashioned 

(^rtainly  as  soon  as  they  begin  to  speak.     All 

the  progressive  rotations  in  the  art  of  making 

themselves  agreeable,  of  course  familiarise  the 
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mind,  and  render  a  young  lady,  prepared  on  al 
points,  to  receive  the  incense,  due  to  her  charms 
from  every  individual  of  the  male  creation ;  ani 
when  she  cotnex  aut,  she  knows  perfectly  how  t 
perform  her  part — exactly  what  to  say  to  he 
partners — how  to  look  and  to  act,  so  as  to  tnak 
herself  agreeable  to  them.  And  when  at  lengtl 
the  time  cornea,  and  she  has  found  one  who  i 
inclined  to  go  farther,  and  to  propose  to  be  be 
partner  in  maliitnotiy,  as  vcW  as  in  a  quadrillt 
she  accepts  him,  if  convenient.  After  a  ihU 
time  she  begins  to  think,  that  though  she  likes  he 
husband  very  much,  still  it  is  rather  trhte.  a£tt 
all  the  general  admiration  she  has  received,  ft 
the  rest  of  her  life,  to  he  admired  by  one  alone 
therefore,  is  not  the  least  shocked  or  surprise 
when  she  discovers,  that  she  still  has  it  in  hi 
power,  to  command  attention,  and  to  indulge  i 
a  flirtation,  as  weli,  if  not  better  than  before  sk 
was  married  ;  and  it  is  a  delightful  triumph)  1 
be  able  lo  glory  over  the  poor  single  girls,  froi 
whom  they  can  draw  their  ci-devant  s 
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Afen  are  too  apt  to  prefer  the  itmro  aafe,  and 
letimes  more  piquant  amusement,  of  flirting 
b  a  married  woman.  Ko  hopes  are  excited 
l(  their  devoirs,  save  the  gratified  Tanity,  of 
■KDriQg  their  exclnsire  devotion.  No  anxious 
(vent  is  n-atching  progress  with  a  lynx  eye  ;  it 
lill  Einooth  sailing,  for  of  course  the  husband 
lot  care  about  it. 
But  the  lot  of  our  young  heroine,  happened 
Id  be  csut  difierently  from  that  of  many  girls  of 
•t  present  day.  Her  education,  in  most  re- 
ipecta,  had  been  primitiTe  to  a  degree.  As  we 
'  iive  before  said,  her  sielcrs  were  lier  sole  juve- 
Kk  companions ;  she  had  never  been  to  cliil- 
Jren's  balls — never  remembered  the  vanity  of  a 
tnd  mother's  love. 

%e  bad  seen  so  httle  beyond  the  precincts  of 
W  own  home.  Love  had  sprung  naturally, 
ad ^OQtaneously  from  her  young  heart;  and 
(*cry  iilea  she  had  formed  of  it,  vaa  bounderl  to 
Ae  most  exclusive  attachment  to  one  object: 
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her  code  of  morality  was  very  simple — fixed  and 
undivided  love  to  the  husband  of  a  woman's 
choice ;  and  in  her  ignorance,  she  never  could 
suppose  for  a  moment,  that  any  other  could  ex- 
ist, without  flagrant  criminality.  To  stray,  either 
in  thought,  word  or  deed,  from  the  allegiance 
she  had  sworn  at  the  altar  to  her  husband,  was 
to  her  pure  mind,  at  once,  breaking  to  the  fiill 
extent,  the  Seventh  Commandment ;  and  even 
to  have  excited  any  feeling  warmer  than  friend- 
ship, appeared  to  her  a  sin. 

Lady  Ehnsdale  had  entered  society,  and  her 
eyes  were  then  somewhat  opened;  she  saw  what 
she  certainly  hod  not  dreamt  of,  in  the  seclusion 
of  her  home ;  but  as  "  to  the  pure,  all  things  are 
pure,"  she  was  not  sufficiently  wide  awake,  to  nn- 
di.'rstand  their  full  enormity  :  and  at  the  time  to 
which  we  now  allude,  our  little  heroine  was  as 
unsophisticated  as  a  child — perhaps  indeed  much 
more  so,  than  mnDv  of  the  children  of  th«  | 
Bent  age. 
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-No  doubt  she  may  be  considered,  by  many,  a 
fory  hum-dram  personage  ;  in  short,  my  pre- 
Mnl  story  may  be  found  insipid  to  the  general 
Bile.  Novel  writing,  is  much  like  I'arl  de/aire 
4i  tuitine.  There  must  be  the  salting — pepper- 
ing—baating — skimming — simmering — the  little 
•wpFon  of  garlic,  cleverly  insinuated,  to  heighten 
liic  flavour — the  imperceptible  taste  of  acid,  to 
take  it  still  more  grateful — the  cayenne  ad- 
ttunirtered  with  the  minute  hand  of  the  arlUte, 
snd  so  on  ;  and  then  the  plain  wholesome  joints 
introduced,  in  order  not  to  surfeit  the  epicure 
■ooniuch,  ■with  the  rich  dishes.  Now,methinks, 
'W  story  will  be  considered  to  partake  too  much 
"^  the  insipid  boiled  mutton — not  BuiEcienily 
^■Ky  for  the  racy  taste  of  the  present  day. 

MTiat   can   be   said  in  extenuation  ?    Only, 

^  SI  sometimes,  even  a  plain  dinner  is  a  va- 

'   nny,  and  salutary  to  the  digestion ;  so  may  this 

'  BBiple,  unexcitable  tale,  be  received  with  the 

'  nme  indulgence,  as  a  boiled  chicken,  afler  a 

VOL.  u.  F 
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loDg  routine  of  a  first-rate  French  cook.  I 
we  have  taken  a  long  ramble,  from  the  bedroi 
to  the  drawing-room,  and  then  to  the  Idtcht 
we  must  retrace  out  steps,  and  return  to  i 
Countess,  who  was  now  on  her  way  to  1 
breakfast-room.  She  found  Lord  Elmed 
alone. 

"  Reginald,  I  conclude,  is  gone  to  the  cotti 
to  spend  the  whole  of  his  last  day  there,"  a 
the  Earl;  "I  have  just  seen  Edward  Bru 
who  gives  a  better  account  of  Stanley ;  but  I 
not  like  the  symptoms  of  tlie  compliunt :  1  £ 
my  excellent  and  most  valuable  friend,  cari 
within  him  the  seeds  of  a  mortal  disease," 

"  Oh  do  not  say  so  I"  siud  Nina,  warmj 
"Dear — excellent  man!  I  cannot  express  h 
I  love  him  ;"  she  added  with  emotion,  "th< 
'  is  something  in  his  manner,  which  remix 
me  of  my  father." 

"He  is  indeed  nearer  perfection,  than  a 
one  I  ever  met  with,"  rephed  the  Earl;  "a 


TH8    LITTLE   WIFE. 


no 


iis  eliaracter  is  a  very  rare  one ;  such  an  inter- 

Huugliiig  of  talent  and  refinement,  Geldom  to  be 

Stmod,  combined  vrith  simplicity,  and  humility 

-quite  patriarchal.    His  piety  is  as  unfeigned,  as  it 

ii  edifying :  and  I  alwaj's  feel,  that  his  society  is 

•pnriJying,  as  well  as  improving.     My  love  for 

like  that  of  a  son  towards  a  parent ;  my 

:fint  and  best  vnpressions  were  derived  from  his 

iTersation;  the  most  beneficial  advice  I  ever 

Ived,  flowed  from  his   lips ;  my  boyhood 

■  made  happy,  by  his  care  and  afEeetion.     It 

the  gratitude  I  owe  to  bim,  which  rendcra 

!ao  anxious  about  Reginald;  and  I  sometimes 

jear  that  his  nature  does  not  partake  as  much 

I  should  wish,  of  his  father's  disposition — 

Uge,  that  father  and  son  should  be  so  didbr- 

l!     I    cannot    help,  at   times,    doubting    the 

Arength  of  his  mind.     FuU  of  talent,  and  poa- 

•cwng  a  cultivated  understanding,  he  still  ap- 

ptare  to  me,  uncertain — versatile '.  and  of  late. 
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he  is  certainly  altered  in  spirits^  as  well  as  in 
looks.     Have  you  also  remarked  it,  Nina  ?" 

Poor  Nina !  this  was  the  first  time  that  she 
could  not  look  her  husband  openly,  and  stead- 
fastly, in  the  face.  It  was  fortunate  that  she  sat 
behind  a  large  old-feshioned  silver  urn,  for  the 
sudden  effusion  which  spread  over  her  counte- 
nance, might  have  startled  the  Earl,  not  a  little ; 
and  ere  she  could  combat  the  unwelcome  agita- 
tion sufficiently  to  command  her  voice,  Mr. 
Herbert  was  announced, — a  most  timely  and 
seasonable  relief,  for  how  could  she,  with  her  in- 
genuous mind,  have  carried  on  deception  towards 
her  husband? 


CHAPTER  X. 

"  Aged  wisdom,  when  joined  with  acknowledged  virtue, 
^xerti  an  authority  over  the  human  mind,  greater  even 
^  that  which  ariaes  from  power  and  station ;  it  can 
c^wk  the  most  froward — ahash  the  most  profligate, — and 
"^e  with  awe,  the  most  giddy  and  mi  thinking." 

It  was  in  a  small  room,  designated  the  study, 
^  which  we  find  Mr.  Stanley  seated,  looking 
P*Ie  and  exhausted,  by  the  sufferings  of  the  pre- 
ceding day ;  Alice,  his  good  and  devoted  nurse, 
^^  by  his  side. 

**My  dear  uncle,"  she  said,  after  a  silence  of 
^^me  length,  during  which,  both  seemed  ab- 
^rbed  in  deep  thought ;  I  have  a  message  for 
you  from  Reginald.     Last  night,  after  you  had 


102  THE    LITTLE    WIFE. 

fallen  asleep,  he  left  the  cottage,  but  shortly  re— " 
turned,  and  beckoned  me  from  your  apartment — 
he  seemB  to  be  in.  a  very  agitated  state — your 
illness  appears  to  have  distressed  bim,  more 
than  QBual.  He  called  me  into  the  dressing- 
room,  and  said,  in  a  voice  which  trembled 
with  the  intensity  of  his  feelings,  '  Alice !  I 
have  come  to  tell  you,  that  I  feel  it  is  better 
that  I  should  remain  where  I  am ;  you  must 
tell  my  fethcr,  that  I  wish  him  to  speak  to 
the  Earl,  and  request  him  to  excuse  my  future 
services.  Lord  Elmsdale  will  readily  find  a  more 
efficient  substitute,  and  my  post  of  duty  is  at 
home,  with  my  father,  who  is  ill.' " 

"Dear — good  boy  I"  exclaimed  the  gratified 
parent,  a  fond  smile  brightening  his  languid  ' 
countenance ;  "  did  he  really  say  bo  ? — how 
affectionate — how  considerate!  Truly  his  pre- 
sence is  joy  to  my  heart — light  to  ray  eyes — his 
voice  a  glad  sound,  which  seems  to  revive  ne, 
when  I  have  simk  most  low — when  my  heart  is 
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noBtsad!  But  do  I"  he  exclaimed,  after  a  pause, 
during  which,  many  feelings  struggled  for  mastery 
in  his  breast ;  "  no,  it  must  not  be ! — I  will  not, 
kt  my  own  selfish  gratification,  keep  him  here. 
I  pl^nly  eec,  that  hie  disposition  leans  towards 
unbition ;  he  can  never  be  content  to  do  as  I 
tare  done — to  live  ever  here,  with  the  hope  of 
djring  peaceably  in  this  loved  spot.  It  were 
folly  to  expect  that  this  would  be  his  taste — he 
taa  not,  what  I  have  had  to  bind  me,  heart  anil 
wul,  to  the  soil; — he  has  not  the  remembrance  of 
put  joys — past  sorrows !  Every  spot  is  hallowed 
in  my  memory,  by  recollections  which  have  been 
■he  Hidden  treasures  of  my  existence.  His  epirit 
do«s  not  yearn,  like  mine,  to  the  grave  which 
contains  her  ashes ;  the  remembrance  of  whose 
We,  I  have  carried  freshly  and  warmly  in  my 
"Mrt,  for  BO  many  a  long  and  weary  year  ;  how 
''in  I  expect  the  same  feelings  from  him  ? — he 
'''let  not  even  remember  hia  mother." 
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"  But  his  father,  my  dear  uncle,"  interposed 
Alice ;  "  he  Iotcb  and  Tenerates  him," 

"But  it  ia  not  the  binding  link,  which  has 
riveted  me  to  this  place  ;  Reginald  is  young  and 
ardent — every  impulse,  fresh  within  him.  No ! 
let  him  go  with  his  kind  patron  ;  a  life  of  change 
and  variety  is,  I  know,  the  career  for  which  he 
pines.  When  he  first  returned,  I  fancied — nay, 
I  almost  hoped  in  my  doting  fondness,  that  his 
heart  had  panted  for  his  homo,  and  that  the 
change  in  his  demeanour — the  restlessness  I  ob- 
served in  him,  was  caused  by  distaste  to  his  new 
mode  of  life.  But  I  soon  discovered,  my  dear 
Alice,  that  I  was  mistiLken;  that  it  was  only  an 
impatient  thirst,  to  enjoy  more  of  the  pleasures 
of  the  world,  which  already  had  offered  so  many 
attractions  to  him." 

Alice  could  have  undeceived  him  as  to  the 
cause  of  Reginald's  altered  spirits, — but  no,  he 
must  be  spared  at  least  that  pain;  his  ignorance 
was  indeed  bliss.    Toamindlike  Stanley's, had  he 
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kaovn  the  real  state  of  the  case,  what  bitterness 
ctiiiJd  hare  been  equal  to  the  pang,  which  his 
bear!  noQld  have  received  ? 

Well  did  Alice  know  that  the  only  safe  plan 
for  Reginald  would  be  at  once  to  tear  him- 
lelf  away  from  the  object  which  had  thus  en- 
thralled his  passions  ;  but  still  possessing,  as  she 
did,  a  perfect  knowledge  of  his  nature,  she  was 
liDt  too  certain  that  returning  to  his  former 
of  life,  would  render  him  a  wretched 
■ — that  he  could  never  bring  down  his  ideas 
to  the  tame  existence  of  a  country  steward — 
Bush  at  once  the  hopes  and  expectations  he  had 
Perished  from  bis  earliest  childhood ;  and  by 
Iftumiog  against  the  dictates  of  his  real  in- 
diaation,  he  would  daily,  hourjy,  occasion  his 
bther  more  pain  in  watching  his  listless  misery, 
th»n  Stanley  would  experience  in  parting  from 
kc  beloved  son. 

But  was  not  the  alternative  fearful  ?    By  con- 
Mimiiig  with  Lord  Elmsdale,  was  not  Reginald  lef) 
F  5 
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exposed  to  the  temptadon  which  had  abead  -^ 
made  him  a  delinquent  in  thoaght?  Alic^^ 
felt  her  heart  sink,  wbilit  she  thus  reflectceli::^ 
and  she  was  uninleirupted  by  Mr.  Stanley,  wh-*J 
was  also  absorbed  in  deep  rominatioa. 

A  gentle  tap  at  the  door,  roused  them  froir«"«3< 
their  deep  muaingB ;  in  another  moment  it 
opened,  and  a  bright  young  face  looked  into  th>  c:C^ 
loom. 

"  May  I  enter?"  said  Lady  Elmsdale,  for  shxf  ^ 
was  the  welcome  intruder.  Quickly  had  shrf^^ 
taken  the  seat  Alice  occupied  by  the  old  macx^it 
and  hid  hand  was  pressed  by  hers,  so 
and  fair.  It  would  have  made  a  beautiful  stud;i>*3 
lor  a  picture,  the  attitude — the  contrast  of  thrf*  i 
two  figures,  the  one  so  pale  and  careworn — th*^^-' 
signs  of  age,  which  had  been  advanced  by  ciiKS^^^ 
cumstances,  plainly  visible,  and  yet  placid  X^ 
the  gentle  air  of  resignation  which  pervaded  tli 
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bown  the  real  state  of  the  case,  what  bitterness 
could  haye  been  equal  to  the  pang,  which  his 
heart  would  have  received  ? 

Well  did  Alice  know  that  the  only  safe  plan 
for  Reginald  would  be  at  once  to  tear  him- 
self away  from  the  object  which  had  thus  en- 
thralled his  passions  ;  but  still  possessing,  as  she 
did,  a  perfect  knowledge  of  his  nature,  she  was 
but  too  certain  that  returning  to  his  former 
sameness  of  life,  would  render  him  a  wretched 
being — that  he  could  never  bring  down  his  ideas 
to  the  tame  existence  of  a  country  steward — 
crush  at  once  the  hopes  and  expectations  he  had 
chenshed  from  his  earliest  childhood ;  and  by 
fetuming  against  the  dictates  of  his  real  in- 
^ation,  he  would  daily,  hourly,  occasion  his 
&ther  more  pain  in  watching  his  listless  misery, 
"lan  Staidey  would  experience  in  parting  from 
he  beloved  son. 

But  was  not  the  alternative  fearful  ?  By  con- 
tiouing  with  Lord  Elmsdale,  was  not  Reginald  left 

F  5 
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"  Yee,  Gweet  lady,"  he  replied,  "  it  will  in- 
deed be  a  bitter  pang  to  part  with  you  all ;  but 
I  nm  thankful  for  the  unexpected  joy  M-hicli  I 
have  lately  tasted.  It  has  done  my  heart  good 
to  see  you,  and  know  what  you  are  ;  your  pre- 
sence, like  a  ray  of  sunBhine,  has  diffused  warmth 
and  light  to  all  around.  Shall  I  tctl  you  the 
truth?  I  had  almost  dreaded  to  see  you, — I 
heard  you  were  so  gay  and  young — " 

"  That  you  thought,"  interrupted  the  Coun- 
tess, quickly,  and  colouring  deeply,  "  that  I 
should  disgrace  my  husband's  choice — that  1 
should  prove  unworthy  of  his  love ;  and  indeed, 
my  dear  sir,  I  fear  it  is  but  too  true,"  she  con- 
tinued, with  a  mournful  espression  in  her  tone 
of  voice ;  "  truly  I  feel  my  inferiority." 

'■Say  not  so,  dear  young  lady!"  exclaimed 
Stanley,  with  warmth ;  "  you  are  worthy  even 
of  the  blessed  lot  it  has  pleased  Providence  to 
appoint  to  you;  how  grateful  I  am  in  being 
able   so  to  declare '.     My  eye,  jealous  for  the 


THE  LITTLE  WIFE.  109 

iiappiness  of  my  dear  Lord,  has  been  with  scru- 
tiny fixed  upon  you ;  I  have  watched  your 
countenance — your  character  !  If  prosperity, 
and  the  world,  do  not  alter  its  bias — if  you  only 
remain  as  you  are,  in  purity  of  heart  and  good 
intentions,  and  strive  earnestly  to  progress  in 
^ae  as  you  ripen  in  years,  so  will  you  gain  in 
stability  ;  your  mind  will  strengthen,  and  you 
wiD  every  year  be  more  qualified  to  fill  the 
place  of  companion  and  friend,  to  my  much- 
Wed  patron." 

Lady  Elmsdale  was  powerAilly  affected  by  the 
words  of  Mr.  Stanley;  his  voice,  always  soft 
and  persuasive  in  its  accents,  seemed  more  than 
dually  plaintive,  owing  to  the  weakness  occa- 
sioned by  bodily  suffering. 

"  Speak  on,  dear  sir,"  she  said  ;  "  every  word 
which  falls  from  your  lips,  will  be  engraven  on 
^y  memory,  and  have,  I  trust,  a  beneficial 
influence  upon  my  future  life." 

"Oh!  Lady,  I  could  speak  for  ever  upon  a 
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subject,  to  me  of  each  deep,  absorbing  interest: 
but  you  would  deem  me  a  prosy  old  maa,  were 
1  to  continue  my  lectvire.  Still,  as  you  urge  me, 
I  will  add  my  few  words  more  of  tender  admo- 
nition, for  you  have  a  fearful  ordeal  to  pass — the 
world,  with  all  its  brilhant  attractions — its  adu- 
lation —  its  example !  Of  all  those  alluring 
temptations,  oh,  beware!  I  should  tremble  for 
your  future  happiness — your  future  virtue — had 
I  not  marked,  in  your  every  action,  the  line  of 
strong  principle,  grounded  upon  religious  feel- 
ings, had  I  not  ako  noted  your  perfect,  con- 
fiding love,  and  reverence,  towards  your  husband. 
Your  position  is  a  proud  one ;  the  world,  and 
all  its  joys,  are  at  your  feet ;  but  still  your  com- 
prehensive mind  must  be  aware,  that  '  the  race 
is  far  from  being  always  to  the  swift,  or  the 
battle  to  the  strong.'  You  must  know  tliat  the 
line  is  let  out  to  allow  a  being  to  run  a  certain 
length,  but  by  that  same  line  he  is  invisibiy 
held  and  recalled  at  the  pleasuie  of  Heaven ; 
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tod  yoQ  eTen^  fenced  aiotuid  as  yon  are^ 
vith  erery  Uewmg,  may  fdll  be  anailed  by  the 
cbnppomtments  of  fortune  and  temptation.  The 
Hfe  of  the  happiest  is  but  an  uncertain  pilgrim- 
age; therefore,  dear  Lady,  be  prepared  for  weal 
or  voe.  Let  the  preparation  be  by  prayer, 
vitchfiilness,  and  firm  reliance  on  the  justice 
and  mercy  of  God;  thus  armed,  you  tnay 
fcailessly  run  the  race  which  is  before  you.  It 
ii  my  earnest  petition,  that  you  may  go  through 
Ae  world,  carrying  with  you  the  same  pure 
^irit  which  breathes  now  in  the  expression  of 
^  young  countenance;  for  believe  the  words 
^  an  old  man,  when  he  declares,  that  no  pro- 
sperity can  compensate  for  the  peace  of  an  in^ 
^^ocent  mind,  or  heal  the  sorrows  of  a  conscience 
^ctured  by  reproach." 

''Is  there  a  being,  stubborn  as  the  rock  to 
^iafortune,  that  kindness  does  not  affect?  for 
our  part,  it  seems  to  come  with  a  double  grace 
^d  tenderness  from  the  old.    It  seems  in  them, 
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the  boarded,  and  loag-purified  benevolence  of 
s  if  it  had  surriTed  and  conquered  the 
and  selfishness  of  the  ordeal  it  had 
passed — as  if  the  winds,  which  had  broken  the 
form,  had  swept  in  raiu  against  the  heart — and 
the  frost,  which  bad  chilled  and  whitened  the 
thin  locks,  had  possessed  no  power  over  the 
warm  tide  of  the  affections.  It  is  the  triumph 
of  nature  over  art ;  it  is  the  voice  of  the  angel 
which  is  yet  within  us  I  Nor  is  this  all.  The 
tenderness  of  age  is  twice  blessed,  in  its  trophies 
over  the  obduracy  of  encrusting  and  withering 
years ;  blessed,  because  it  tells  us  that  the  heart 
will  blossom  even  upon  the  precincts  of  the 
tomb,  and  flatters  us  with  the  inviolacy  and  im- 
mortality of  love." 

Upon  Nina,  the  affectionate  admonibon  of 
this  valued  friend  produced  the  most  lastiD^ 
effect ;  she  never  forgot  these  parting  words ; 
and  if,  in  future  dlays,  Mr.  Stanley  had  been 
permitted  to  look  upon  her  career,  he  might 
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We  felt  proad  and  happy  in  the  thought,  that 
adtice  which,  in  the  sincerity  and  devotion 
of  his  heart,  he  had  ventured  to  pour  forth  to 
ber,  was  the  rule  upon  which  she  guided  her 
condoct  throughout  life. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

"  This  region,  surely,  is  not  of  the  earth. 
•     Was  it  not  dropt  from  Heaven  ?    Not  a  grove, 
Citron,  or  pine,  or  cedar,  not  a  grot, 
Seawom  and  mantled  with  the  gadding  vine, 
But  breathes  enchantment.     Not  a  cliff  but  flingi 
On  the  clear  wave,  some  image  of  delight" 

We  will  pass  over  a  lapse  of  time,  and  rejoin 
the  Elmsdales  in  Italy,  where  our  young  Coun* 
tess  was  acting  the  role  of  ambassadress,  in  the 
beautiful  city  of  Naples. 

The  Earl,  in  order,  as  much  as  possiblej  to 
make  up  to  his  dear  little  wife,  for  the  ex- 
patriation she  so  much  deplored,  had  spared 
nothing  which  money'or  trouble  could  command. 
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to  meet  with  a  readence  which  mighty  in  every 
respect,  be  delighdal  to  her. 

The  Palazzo  they  occupied,  was  indeed  per- 
fection.     It  stood  in  the  midst  of  extensive 
pleasure    groands,  overlooking  the  bay.     The 
windows  of   the  principal  saloons  opened   at 
o&ce  upon  the  gardens,  formed  upon  an  elevated 
terrace,  surrounded  on  three  sides  by  a^  marble 
balostrade,  and  enclosed  on  the  fourth  by  a 
kng  gallery,  filled  with  the  choicest  pictures, 
Btataes,    and    alto   and    basso    relievo.       On 
the  top  of  the   other  gallery,    which  was  of 
considerable  extent,   was  another  terrace,    at 
tlie  extreme  end  of   which,  was  a    pavilion, 
inth  open  arcades,  and   paved   with  marble. 
This  paviUon  commanded  an  enchanting  pro- 
spect  of  the  coasts  of  Sorento,  Capri,  Nisida, 
Prodda,  Ischia,    and    the    promontory,    My- 
cinninm.    The  foreground  was  filled  up  with 
gardens,  and  vineyards ;  the  odour  of  flowers — 
the  Spanish  jessamine,  and   tuberoses,  which 
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covered  the  walls  of  the  pavilion,  rendering  it 
indeed  one  of  the  most  delicious  of  spots. 

The  interior  of  the  Palazzo  was  equally  beau- 
tifiil.  The  ceilings  and  walls  of  some  of  the 
saloons,  were  covered  with  panels  of  the  finest 
china,  the  designs,  landscapes,  and  groups, 
finely  executed.  The  chandeliers,  and  frames 
of  the  mirrors,  were  also  of  porcelain,  and  the 
effect  was  singularly  beautiful. 

Comfort  mingled  with  luxury  and  good 
taste.  The  bedroom,  boudoir,  and  sitting-room 
of  the  Countess,  were  faultless  specimens  of 
Parisian  elegance.  To  counteract  as  much  as 
possible,  the  enervating  effects  of  tbo  climate, 
constant  use  of  the  cold  bath  had  been  recocn- 
mcnded,  and  the  one  attached  to  her  apartments 
was  truly  inviting. 

It  was  a  small  chamber  cased  with  marble, 
and  the  bath  occupied  nearly  the  whole  of  it, 
leaving  only  a  space  sufficiently  large  to  admit 
of  ottomans,  formed  of  the  same  materials^  b 
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nnged  round  the  room.  A  flight  of  marble 
steps  at  each  end  descended  to  the  bath^  the 
the  dimensions  of  which  would  not  only  admit 
(^  bathing,  but  of  swimming.  A  lamp  of 
alabaster  hung  from  the  beak  of  a  dove,  over 
the  bath.  In  the  marble  casings  of  the  room^ 
inirrors  Were  inserted,  and  paintings  of  nymphs 
preparing  for  the  bath.  Marble  stands  for 
flowers  were  stationed  near,  so  that  their  odours 
ought  be  enjoyed  by  the  bathers. 

The  dressing-room  was  equally  tasteful  and 
luxurious.  No  ,  Eastern  queen  ever  owned 
DWre  luxury.  All  looked  indeed  as  if  it  were 
designed  for  some  mortal,  young  and  beauti- 
fcl  as  the  nymphs  whose  forms  were  there 
reflected.* 

Nina  could  not  fail  to  be  otherwise  than 
delighted.  Every  external  circumstance,  at 
leasts  conspired   to  gratify  her  senses.      The 

•  We  are  partly  indebted  for  this  description  of  Naples, 
to  an  elegant  modem  authoress. 
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enchauting  scenery  viewed  from  every  o 
casement,  each  change  in  tlie  atinoapk=a 
giving  it  a  new  aspect — the  light  elastic 
In  Italy,  reBpiration  even  is  no  looger  am^ 
knowledged  —  sometimes  a  painful  sensat= 
in  Guch  a  climate,  existence  is  a  positive 
joyment. 

"Who  can  wonder,"  says  Lady  Blessing- 
"that  her  children   are  idle,  and   luxurio 
disposed  to  gaze  upon  the  cloudless  sky, 
blue  Mediterranean,  in  an  atmosphere  so  j:^ 
and  balmy.     It  is  enough  to  make  the  vec 
plodder  who  ever  courted  Plutus,  abandon 
toil,  and  enjoy  the  delicious  far  nicnle  of 
Neapohtans." 

And  Nina  was  the  last  person  in  the  wtn 
to  have  contemplated  this  favoured  spot 
nature — to  have  basked  in  its  sunshine^— ei 
perienced  the  genial  air  of  its  tYanspare 
atmosphere,  and  not  have  felt  every  cai 
lightened. 
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Her  iotellectoal  enquiring  mind,  here  found 

^^^^,  upon  which  it  delighted  to  regale.     Her 

^**ti8t  eye  met  with  exquisite  enjoyment,  not 

ly  in  the  specimens  of  art  and  science,  which 

irroanded  her,  but  in  the  magnificent  scenery 

hich  gave  exaltation  to  her  souL 

The  novelty  of  the  scene  was  in  itself  amuse- 

It;  and  had  her  heart  been  quite  as  light 

it  was  wont  to  be,  how  keenly  would  her 

buoyant  spirit  have  entered  into  all  the  ardour 

^f  the  moving  scene,  and  participated  in  the 

S^ty  which  seemed  to  ring  through  the  very 

The  cheerful  sound  of  the  guitar,  mingling 
^th  the  joyous  laugh  of  the  lazzaroni — the 
<ldcet  tone  of  the  voices  which  issued  from  the 
pOQps,  in  carriages,  accosting  each  other,  with 
^  animation  peculiar  to  the  Italians,  as  their 
vehicles  encountered  on  the  promenades — the 
sveet  sounding  Italian  words  which  often  broke 
on  the  ear, — and  above  this  scene  of  life  and 
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gaiely, — this  motley  asBcmblage  of  the   bea.ia 
ful  and  grotesque — a  sky  spread  of  the  deep* 
azure,  thickly  studded  with  Btars,  whose  dazzli: 
brightneGs,  seemed  to  shed  warmth  as  welX 
light  over  the  moving  panorama ! 

Heart  and  soul  could  Nina  have  entered  Lki 
the  novelty  of  her  existence,  had  it  not  b^s 
for  the  secret  torment  which  weighed  up- 
her  sensitive  mmd — the  sickly  phantom  of  * 
pate  Reginald,  which  was  ever  before  her  ey 
and  seemed  to  follow  her  even  in  her  drea"*^ 
Too  plainly  did  she  see,  that  what  at  ^S 
she  hoped  might  be  surmise,  was  hut  too  r^ 
That  he  was  so  absurd — presumptuous,  as 
love  her,  she  could  no  longer  doubt ;  and  t* 
only  consolation,  was  the  certainty,  that 
her  alone,  did  the  knowledge  extend.  H(^ 
studiously  did  she  endeavour  to  veil  it  &o^ 
every  other  eye,  to  arrest  its  insidious  progress^ 
— but  this  was  a  difficult  task  for  the  innocei:^ 
girl. 
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IDuring  the  journey,  they  travelled  apart; 
^  ina,  contrary  to  her  original  intention,  insisted 
^^pon  occupying  the  chariot,  instead  of  the  open 
^^■^JTiage,  which  had  been  fitted  up  expressly 
^^  her  accommodation,  and  which  was  therefore 
Siven  up,  to  the  use  of  the  attaches.  The 
*^«arl  was  surprised  at  this  whim,  for  she  usually 
X^otested  vehemently  against  dose  carriages; 
^^t  he  was  not  sorry,  that  her  little  caprice 
^lundd  have  been  thus  directed,  for  he  thought 
Lt  there  might  be  more  rest  for  her,  in  the 
xeuse^  and  his  fond  eye  had  detected  an  air 
^^^  languor,  unlike  her  usual  elasticity  of  tempe- 
^^^xient 

They  travelled    generally    till    late    in    the 
^Vening,    and    the    Earl    was   peremptory    in 
'^^aking  her  retire  early ;  consequently,  Regi- 
*^d  saw  very  little  of  Lady  Elmsdale,  during 
^^  period,  compared  with  the  constant  inter- 
course, which  had  taken  place  between  them  in 

VOL.  II.  o 
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the  lart  lew  monthfi — fatal  moments  to  his  pe^^^*^ 
of  mind  < 

To  the  wretched  youth,  this  was  a  time  -=^^ 
martyrdom.     The  soflerings  of  Tantalus,  cor  ^d* 
scarcely  have  been  more  tormenting,  than  th  .m^^^ 
which  his  morbid  mind  had  created  for  hims*^*  *-^^^ 
In  bis  ignorance  of  hia   own  feelings,  all         ^ 
imagined,  be  desired,  was  to  see  her  constan**-^ 
before    his   eyes,  to    hear    the    sound  of  tt- 
nielodious  voice,  though  even  her  words  w^^ 
not  addressed  to  him.     A  single  movement 
her  figure,  unconscious  as  she  was  of  its  grac^^^^ 
plunged  him  into  a  delicious  reverie  for  bou^^^^ 
— a  single  word  acddently  addressed  to  hiic:^^^ 
left  him  without  power  even  to  reply  to   it     ^ 
but  when  alone,  be  would  repeat  it  over  an^' 
over  again,  to  himself,  aa  if  it  were  a  spell. 

It  ia  the  nature  of  an  early  and  first  passion^ 
which  still  retains  the  purity  of  uncontaminated 
youth,  to  believe  that  the  presence  of  the 
loved  object,  is  all  the  bliss  tbey  seek  on  ei 


unaiea 

iieba^H 

eai^^^l 
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^^  deceive  themselves  by  thinldiigy  that  if 
^*Jy  allowed  to  feast  the  vision  upon  it,  every 
''^^pe  is  granted. 

liike  the  Persians  before  the  divinity  they 
orBhip,  the  in&toated  boy,  only  prayed  to  see, 
bow  the  knee  before  his  idol,  and  to  adore. 
Ut  this  stage  was  of  short  duration.     The  very 
t  of  the  object  of  his  devotion — the  con- 
int  which  he  was  obliged  to  put  upon  every 
*iBeUng — the  absolute  necessity  of  suppressing 
^^ery  word,  which  rose  to  his  lips— the  strug- 
Sle  of  the  heart  bursting  with  its  secret — became 
^^H>   painful  to  bear;  each  hour  the  unfortu- 
nate Reginald  drank  deeper  of  the  poisoned 
^p,  which   he  had  not  the  courage  to  dash 
^m  his  lips,  although  every  moment,  he  felt 
^ore  and  more,  the  effects  of  its  undermining 
power. 

And  now  to  mark  her,  with  a  sinking  spirit, 
^Yide  every  attention  between  him,  and  the 
^her  persons  of  the  suite — treat  him  as  the 

g2 
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Tifwiwy,  ht  «ha  h^  ben  Ifte  ■  bn^r  to 
Wt    >b  ant  kv  at  lamik.  mi  ftd  tint  ber 

tlJT  «1B  SCVCT  flBOB  tmWO    SpOD  I  111       II  HI  to 
MEK,  VIB  •  gltfUf  UBKtty  KV  ODC  GtllS  WWU 

aMnHadcKdoB^j  tolinB,aii  wbk^  he  m^bt 
honriatod  AeMK  ef  Ac  diy!— it  ns  slotr 


Aad  cmU  ««  vidi  it  to  be  otherwise  f 
ITndv  the  iafaef  ai  olbec  cabuBttiei,  the  ' 
■Ma  cia  aneft  ib  paws,  and  mg^est  tumi  i 
bat  taa  sanrtuiMte  wbo  v  a  pR^  to  ^nutf 
fcalii^  biB  BB  Tttage  to  hb  niserT'.  We  see 
tarn  wnwtfrtg  «itb  bn  sins,  erery  woand  of 
d)a  ipirit,  vbieb  occanoes  racb  esqttiaite 
terave.  Tbe  bahj  aeatnnr  beooDes  hta  ovo 
lemeater,  lad  tbos  ve  ete  tbe  retribotiTe  hand 


Tbe  Cmuuees  a{^>e«xed  nuxeasiiig  in  cotd- 
Mn,  aft  bis  feeing  becane  more  ferrent ;  ber 
JwaeanooT  sc«ned  to  bin,  by  cootiast,  hkt 
tbe    fri^    EoDe.       to    sDcfaJike    dangeroot 


THB  LITTLE  WIFE.  125 

tlionghts,  he  wasted  days,  watching  for  some 
>ligiit  token  of  returning  confidence  from  her ; 
md  sleepless  nights  were  passed,  in  recalling 
any  trifling  proof,  at  which  in  his  despair  he 
gnsped. 

Thus,  in  an  existence  of  futile  dreams,  the 
ume  went  on  for  some  months,  after  Beginald's 
^val  at  Naples  ;  and  with  the  hours  that  fled, 
10  had  his  health  and  spirits  departed — the  vital 
lesoorces  seemed  to  vanish. 

Re  appeared  to  move  mechanically — to  go 
^Qgh  his  duties,  like  an  automaton,  wound 
ttp  for  the  task.  He  gave  up  all  study — all 
Kterary  pursuits — completely  wasted  his  exist- 
ence. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

"  Oh  love !  e'en  in  thy  happiest  hours,  thou  art 
A  troubled  dream  of  restless  hopes,  and  fears, 
A  scorching  fire  that  feeds  upon  the  heart, 
Blanches  the  cheek,  and  fills  the  eye  with  tears. 
Ah !  but  for  thee,  how  many  a  joyous  spirit, 
Now  crushed  and  quelled,  had  still  been  light  and  free  ! 
How  many  a  gentle  heart,  that  well  might  meet 
A  happier  faith,  hath  been  undone  by  thee." 

We  have  already  observed,  that  Reginald's 
person  was  strikingly  handsome.  A  sculptor 
scarcely  could  have  added  to  the  perfection 
of  his  form ;  a  painter  vainly  would  have  endea* 
voured  to  render  more  beautiful,  the  tints  of 
his  complexion — that  bloom  of  youths  so  seldom 
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SB,  and  which  is  of  so  short  duradon,  par- 
ticrulaily  in  men.  His  looks  had  greatly 
<=liangedof  late;  but  they  were  still  most  dls- 
*^Qgi)ished,  and  gained  for  him  universal  obser- 
■^^ation  and  much  admiration;  especially  amongst 
the  Italian  society,  which  crowded  the  Ambas- 
sador's enteruinmente.  The  style  of  his  beauty, 
■**'a^  peculiarly  striking  to  the  Italians.  His 
Sreat  height  and  manliness  of  appearance, 
^*"oved  a  strong  contrast  to  the  extreme  youth 
0'£^  his  countenance.     His  fair  and  polished  skin 

lis  large  soft  hazel  eyes — his  head,  shaped 

*i1e€  that  of  the  young  Antinous,  with  his  short 
*^cli  curls  of  chesnut-coloured  hair,  afforded  the 
■'Qost  perfect  opposite  to  the  dark  beauty  of  the 
^capohtans,  and  thereby  enhanced  the  charm 
°*  hit  aspect.  Then  again,  the  sadness  of  his 
**presgion,  the  listless  indiiference  with  which 
"^  seemed  to  bear  about  so  many  attractions, 
^^  another  source  of  interest  to  the  Italian 
""lales.      Lord    Elmsd ale's    anxiety    for    the 
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welfare  of  his  prutegi,  evinced  itself  in  every 
action.  He  introduced  him  as  a  cherished 
young  friend,  as  well  as  in  the  public  capacity 
of  his  secretary ;  and  soon  it  vas  understood 
that  attention  to  the  young  Stanley,  was  a 
pleasing  compliment  to  the  Ambassador;  con- 
Bequently  Reginald  met  with  the  most  flattering 
accuiel  from  all  quarters. 

Foolish  youth !  how  he  marred  his  ovrn 
happiness ! — Lord  Elmsdale  was  much  occupied 
at  this  moment,  with  affairs  connected  with  his 
public  situation,  as  well  as  with  the  increasing 
claims  of  society,  which  his  position  entaUed 
upon  him  ;  however,  he  had  remarked  the 
extraordinary  bearing  of  Reginald,  and  it  gare 
him  much  uneaainesa.  He  mentioned  his 
anxiety  to  Nina;  but  gaining  no  insight  from 
her,  into  the  cause  of  his  evident  depression 
of  spirits,  he  at  length  attributed  it  to  what  be 
had  long  considered,  the  unfortunate  bias  of  the 
mind  of  the  young  man.     It  was  sad  to  think. 
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^though  nature  seemed  to  have  done  every 
^^Ung  for  him^  that  from  over*indxiIgence,  or 
^me  other  cause,  his  character  appeared  unstable 
^  water»  ever  obeying  a  fresh  impulse. 

The  Earl  loved  him  for  his  own  sake,  for 
^ere  was  something  most  attractive  about  him ; 
^U[t  still  more  did  his  heart  turn  to  him  from  the 
affection  he  felt  for  his  fiither.  He  saw  Begi- 
Id  qualified  to  sustain  a  distmguished  career 
life,  and  yet  with  disappointment  he  reflected, 
tlxat  the  morbid  parts  of  his  nature,  might  cause 
lum  to  fall  even  to  the  lowest  grade. 

He  saw   him  at  one  moment,  amongst  in- 
tellectual men,  all  sparkling  intelligence — all  ho- 
*^«>rable  ambition ;  with  pleasure  he  listened,  as 
■^  gave  proofs  of  genius  and  talent,  startling,  and 
^^*^ked-for  in  one  so  young;  and  in  the  next, 
^he  Earl  beheld  him  listless — silent — void  of  all 
^^^^y  his  countenance  pale— ^-inanimate — ab- 
^^'^cted — immoveable!  —  He  was  a  complete 
®>^igma,  and  Lord  Elmsdale  could  not  fathom 

G  5 
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liis  character,  for  he  seemed  to  Tary  with  ereiy 
liglit  and  shade,  that  wandered  orer  its  surface. 
Wise  as  waa  the  Earl,  he  was  a  perfect  igno- 
ramus in  the  present  case ;  a  surmise  of  the  reiil 
cause  of  his  secretary's  present  wayward  state 
not  once  crossed  his  imaginatioii.  Lord  Elms- 
dale  had  never  been  romantic;  he  had  not 
thought  much  upon  the  subject  of  la  belle pastion, 
which  might  appear  a  little  extraordinary  to 
those  who  witnessed  him  now,  loving  as  he  did 
his  young  wife,  bo  tenderly — so  passionately  ! 

But  hia  was  one  of  those  healthy,  yigorous 
minds,  which  had  ever  kept  its  own  level, 
although  from  his  infancy  the  world  had  been  at 
his  feet.  lie  had  been  educated  in  a  sound 
and  judicious  manner  by  his  mother,  his  father 
having  died  when  he  was  very  young.  Lady 
Ehnsdale  possessed  a  powerful  understanding ; 
and  it  had  been  her  study  to  inculcate  the  seeds 
of  the  strictest  principle  into  the  soul  of  her  son, 
before  launching  him  into  the  perils  and  tempta- 
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tioQswIiich  are  the  accompaniments  of  our  large 

^hdk.    He  therefore  entered  life»  armed  with 

^impenetrable  buckler  of  self-knowledge ;  and 

»k  ideas  of  right  and  wrongs  became  clearer^  as 

^6  saw  examples  of  vice,  and  virtue^  encounter- 

^  him  on  all  sides. 

His  early  ambition  was  a  public  career,  and 
*^i  many  years  he  was  absorbed  in  its  over- 
'^hehning  vortex.    Fame  was  his  most  attrac- 
^ve  mistress;  her  turbulent  charms^  perhaps^ 
Prevented  for  so  many  years,  his  discovering 
t  source  of  love — ^that  deep  well  of  tender- 
ly which  when  once  called  forth,  flowed  with 
tide,  whose  strength  surprised  even  himself. 
He  was  no  judge  of  a  passion,  such  as  was 
destroying    the   peace    of   mind,    of  his    un- 
Iiappy  secretary.     What  dismay    and    indig- 
nation would  the  discovery  of  such  infatuation 
have  occasioned   him  !      He   was   himself   so 
honorable,  that  with  the  kindness  of  feeling 
which  virtue  inspires,  he  was  apt  to  draw  the 


fHE    LITTLE  WIFE. 


^ 


chai'Dctcr  of  othcra  to  a  coaficting,  as  well  i 
a  merciful  manner,  llio  idea  of  evil  was  slow 
to  cross  luB  imagination ;  where  be  loved,  he 
must  place  implicit  confidence ;  atFection  and 
trust  were  to  him  synonymous  terms. 

The  poor  little  Countess,  however,  was  en- 
dued with  clearer  perceptions.  How  thankful 
would  she  have  been,  to  remain  for  ever  un- 
enlightened in  the  present  iustance ;  for  she  felt 
wretched.  Her  nature  was  all  kindness — 
ail  benevolence ;  but  there  beat  in  that  deHcate, 
child-like  frame,  a  heart  noble,  determined, 
courageous  eveu,  when  the  cause  called  tbrtb 
its  energies, 

With  the  intuitive  perception  with  which 
women  seem  to  be  peculiarly  endowed,  she 
became  more  and  more  aware  of  the  state 
of  lleginald's  sentiments  towards  her ;  the 
knowledge  of  them  caused  her  to  feel  the 
extremes  of  anger,  diedain,  and  confusioo ! 
And    ihcn    again,    Gometimes    softer    fee 


THX  LITTLE  WIFE.  133 

^f  sorrow  mingled    with  these   sterner  emo- 
^ons.    She  could  not,  diongh  provoked  and 

• 

^censed,  but  sigh  when  she  witnessed  the  too 
^^dent  misery  of  the  wretched  youth  —  his 
struggles --the  despair   painted   on    his   coun- 
tenance. 

Is  there  a  woman  to  be  founds  who  is  not 

''^^ensibly  flattered9    even    against   her  better 

^^^^son,  by  devoted  incense  to  her  charms? — 

•^^ry  few,  we  fear  I — ^poor  human  nature  is  full 

^^   vanity.      A  woman  will  indignantly  spurn 

'"^^^h  love, — her  sense  of  right  will  make  her 

•*'^«nk  with  shuddering  from  such  feelings ;  still 

^^X^rc  is  too  often  a  latent,  lingering  spark,  of 

K^^^ttified  self-love,  hovering  about  the  heart; 

^*-though  the  spark  is  prevented  from  spreading 

to  a  flame,  by  the  preponderating  influence  of 

^Tong  principle,  and  purity  of  mind.     It  is, 

we  before  said,   human  nature — and   this 

^^me  nature  is  miserably  full  of  weakness  and 

Canity. 


I 


1  ••  OK  a^  disc  ik  cndd  al 


r  pVM  ■BBdy  M6  Hit  slm^^  c 

f  bf  amii  bariag  bcea  Isafced  ^onwitltcTa  of 

I  bve,  by  Uie  ptenoaptnoai  joodi.     SooietiBO 

I   4w  thoQgfat:    "Shall  I  at  oaee  diralge   Uk 

iecrct  to  mf  hnibaad !" — bat  tben,  again,  with 

i^rinkiog  repagnance.  she  woald  say,    "  Oh ! 

never,  never  f" 

t'or  to  what  might  such  a  dtsdomreJ 
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Her  husband,  who  she  knew,  with  all  his  in- 
dulgent kindness,  held  every  feeling,  approach- 
^^g  to  leyity  or  indiscretion,  in  snch  abhorrence  ! 
Qc^ight  he  possibly  think  that  any  act  of  hers — 
axxy  enconragement,  given  in  the  simplicity  of 
^er  heart,  had  emboldened  Reginald  in  his  pre- 
s^nt  folly  ?  Might  her  beloved  husband  imagine 
^^n  in  any  way  to  blame-^think  less  favonr- 
^^>ly  of  his  little  wife  ?  —  dreadful  —  dreadful 
i^^ca! 

And  even  if  he  exonerated  her,  what  would 
his  feelings  towards  the  ill-fated  Reginald  ? 
ight  he  not  drive  him  from  his  presence  with 
intamely? — and  then  would  he  be  ruined — 
^^>idone;  every  prospect  destroyed — blighted! 
his  excellent  fiither !  he  would  live  to  see 
e  child,  upon  whom  he  had  lavished  every  re- 
^^laining    earthly    affection,    a    cast-away — he 
"Vrould  die  in  sorrow;  no,  she  must  still  bury 
lier  hated  secret  in  the  inmost  recesses  of  her 
lieart.    But  she  must  devise  some  means  of 
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arresting  the  further  progress  of  this  del 
and  OUT  dear  young  heroine,  true  piety  d 
every  impulse,  sought  in  prayer  for  aesistBDOC 
for  direction  to  that  Friend,  whose  ear  is  erer 
open  to  our  faintest  cry  for  support.  Would 
that  in  every  trial — every  danger  and  tempta- 
tion, we  looked  for  that  help,  which  it  is  in 
rain  to  expect  from  man;  we  might  rely  upon 
even  the  act  of  so  doing,  having  the  hieased 
effect  of  lightening  the  pressure  of  every  evil. 
It  vTDidd  point  out  a  certain  path  of  safety. 
How  could  we  well  go  astray,  knowing  that  the 
eye  of  God  was  upon  us  ? — we  cannot  be  utterly 
confounded,  whilst  we  remember  that  His 
hand  is  ever  ready  to  direct  us. 

But  it  was  very  painful  to  Lady  Elmsdale  to 
witness  the  sutferings  of  Reginald — the  conflicts 
of  his  mind.  What  was  she  to  do  for  the  best  f 
She  must  alter  her  manner  towards  him,  she 
must  mark  her  disapprobation  of  his  present 
coodoct ;    for,   were   she  to  be  still  kind   and 
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familiar,  it  would  be  like  giving  tacit  encour- 
agement to  his  folly — say  rather,  his  sin ;  and 
yet  she  saw  that  her  altered  demeanour  had 
the  effect  of  slow  poison  upon  his  susceptible 

mind. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


"  It  it  to  loTC,  to  fis  the  tender  gaze, 
To  hide  the  timid  blush,  and  ileal  away; 

To  hIiUI  the  hi)sy  vorld,  and  waste  the  day 
In  gome  rude  mountain's  solitary  maxeT 
h  it  to  chnunt  one  name  in  ceaseless  lays, 
To  hear  no  words  that  other  tongues  can  sayi 
To  watch  the  pale  moon's  melancholy  ray, 
To  chide  in  fondness,  and  in  folly  praisef 
Js  il  lo  pour  th'  involuntary  Bigh, 

To  dream  of  bliss,  and  woke  nev  pangi  to 
To  talk  in  fancy  with  the  speaking  eye. 

Then  stort  with  jealousy,  and  wildly  i 
Is  it  to  loath  the  light,  and  wish  lo  die? 

For  these  I  feel — and  feel  that  they  a 


topi^^_ 

loT^^H 


Blt   as   Nina  every   day   became  a 
whilst  her  eye  turned  proudly  and  indignats 
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^^om  him^  numerous  were  the  dark^  large^  lus- 

^*^Tis,  and  expresfliye  orbs — which  at  one  mo- 

^^ent  would  flash  with  vivacity,  and  the  next 

It  with  softness — that  were  fixed  upon  the 

ung  Secretary. 

Many  a  splendid  Italian  beauty,  with  tresses 

as  the  raven's  wing,  and  whose  charms 

ht  have  melted  even  the  heart  of  a  stoic, 

deavoured  by  their  fascinations  to  win  his 

es» 
To  one  less  exclusively  devoted,  much  might 
ve  been  found,  amongst  the  society  which 
rrounded  the  insensible  Reginald,  to  com- 
nsate  for  the  little,  pale,  spirit-like  looking 
^^•^ing,  who  seemed  daily  to  become  more  unap- 
proachable. The  beauty  of  the  young  Secretary 
^^as  speedQy  rendering  him  quite  the  rage  at 
Naples,  the  luxurious  air  of  which  spot,  alone 
appears    to    waft    love    in    its    every    balmy 
freeze. 

But  at  each  gay  party  and  ball,  might  be 
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aeen  the  abeorbed  youth,  almost  as  insensible  to 
the  incense  which  was  poured  forth  to  attract 
him,  as  the  beautiful  statue  which  he  so  much 
resembled.  "Hiw  eyes  were  fixed  bat  oa  one 
object,  and  that  one  they  followed  with  a  per- 
tinacity which  was  inflexible.  Aa  the  Countess 
moved  about  the  gorgeous  saloons,  his  thoughts 
were  employed,  in  contriving  a  thousand  devices, 
that  he  might  be  only  in  her  path — that  even 
her  drees  might  touch  him  as  she  passed  ;  his 
whole  ideas  were  absorbed  by  expedients  to  be 
only  near  her — and  then  to  feel,  unfortunate 
boy!  that  to  see  her,  was  to  be  every  moneat 
nearer  despair  1 

The  lovely  conclave  who  wished  to  patronize 
the  handsome  Reginald,  were  at  first  surprispd, 
and  amused  at  the  coldness  with  which  he  re- 
ceived their  advances ;  but  soon  their  fiery 
natures  became  incensed  at  obtueeness,  which, 
in  their  opinion,  amounted  to  stupidity. 

There  was  one  upon  whom  hia  attracdons  bad 
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<2feited  an  impremon  more  vivid,  and  lasting, 

than  even  upon  the  other  female  hearts,  which 

^ere  ready  to  surrender  themselves  to  a  new 

^tne;  she  was  the  reigning  belle — the  idol  of 

'ke  society  of  Naples. 

The  Marchesa  Rosinette,  joaog,  eminently 
^>ely,  rich,  and  a  widow,  had  drawn  to  her  feet 
'^o^ts  of  enslaved  admirers.  In  her  beauty, 
^'^^ere  existed  a  ^lendour — a  majesty,  which 
^^^re  most  dazaling.  Her  charms  were  matured, 
**^d  thence  even  more  dangerous — ^more  irre- 
^^^Ktible  I  And  to  add  again  to  their  effect,  she 
that  experience  of  the  world,~of  the 
lings  of  men,  which  had  initiated  her  into 
^^«  science  of  female  captivation. 

She  had  learnt  to  speak — to  act — to  look,  in 

^^e  manner  she  knew  was  most  attractive  to  the 

^■^nses.    To  compare  her  with  Nina,  we  must 

^forced  to  acknowledge^  although  the  simile 

^ay  be  invidious,  that  the  Marchesa  was  like 
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unto  the  bright  full  moon,  dazzling  in  its  loTeli*  ^ 
nees,  and  the  young  Countess,  the  pale  starr  ^^ 

"Twinkling  funVand  diitant  &r,"  ^^H 

eclipsed  by  the  resplendant  lustre  of  that  all 
brilliant  luminary. 

Free  and  unencumbered,  this  beautiful  woman, 
with  feelings  ardent  as  the  sun,  under  whose 
fierce  influence  she  had  been  reared,  looked 
upon  the  young  man,  and  his  uncommon  at- 
tractions excited  her  easily  kindled  love.  She 
immediately  asked  for  an  introducdoa — con- 
templated him  with  eyes  which  liad  never  before 
gazed  in  vain.  He  coldly  bent  his  head  wbea 
presented  to  her — that  was  all!  He  scarcely 
raised  his  eyes  to  her  countenance ;  for,  in  the 
extraordinary  abstraction  of  his  thoughts,  he 
hardly  distinguished  the  lovely  being  who  thus 
honoured  him,  from  any  other  lady  of  the  bril- 
liant assembly,  by  -which  he  was  so  constantly 
surrounded. 
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At  first,  the  Marcheaa  thought  this  must  be 
acting,  caprice,  conceit !  any  reason  she  would 
assign  to  his  coldness,  and  disregard  to  her 
charms.  "But  then,*'  she  would  muse — '^  these 
frigid  Englishmen  are  too  matter-of-fact  for 
finesse  of  that  description."  Could  it  be  the 
natural  reserve  of  his  temperament,  the  timidity, 
perhaps,  of  youth  ?  And  again  as  she  fixed  her 
scrutiipzing  glance  upon  him,  she  saw  that, 
although  his  height  was  so  great — his  bearing 
®^  manly,  his  countenance  plainly  indicated  ex- 
treise  youth.  But  a  slight  shade  tinged  his 
^Pper  lip;  his  face  was  smooth  and  fair ;  still  in 
*^  beautiful  eye  there  was  an  expression  which 
P**dnly  erinced  deep  sensibility,  when  once 
«^cd  forth. 

**  He  knows  not  what  it  is  to  love  !"  she  men- 
^^y  exclaimed ;  *'  it  is  I  who  am  to  be  the  first 
^  inspire  him !" 

This  idea  revived  her  hopes,  and  gave  her 
^esh  energy  in  the  pursuit;  from  that   mo- 
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ment  her  every  spell  was  cast  forth, 
not  relu  ia  those  soft  aUurements,  which  had  ^ 
vanquiched  so  many  hearts,  in  order  to  inepire 
the  cold  GtBtue-Hke  Adonis,  with  the  same 
ardour  that  glowed  in  her  own  warm  natare. 
But  it  was  all  in  vain,  ^e  was  doomed  to 
worship  one,  ioaccessiUe  and  unassaitable 
the  marble  form  of  the  Belviderc  Apollo,  upon 
which  the  unfortunate  mdd  of  France  gased, 
until  she  first  loved,  and  then 

"  Perished  in  despaii 

Fruitlessly  did  she  pour  forth  to  his  ear^ 
beautiful  language  of  her  country  ;  he  scarcely 
heard  what  she  said:  and  as  for  her  glances, 
their  piercing  darts  passed  harmlessly  before  fats 
eyes.  TTSey  seemed  bhnd,  save  to  one  object, 
on  which  they  were  either  then  fixed,  or  in 
search  of  which,  they  were  wandering  in  every 
direction. 

The  Marchcsa  asked  him  to  her  house ;  but 
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he  never  availed  himself  of  an  invitation,  which 

toobuin,  was  the  summit  of  ambition  to  all  the 

oen  at  Naples  j  only  on  public  occasions,  did  he 

^  her  Biunptuoos  palazzo,  in  the  suite  of  the 

'I'libassador.   The  hitherto  haughty  fair  one,  was 

low  wounded  by  hei  own  weapons.     How  often 

**«d  she  caused  anguish  by  her  coldness — by  the 

'^putse  she  had  given  to  some  enslaved  heart ! 

^ow,  even  her  omnipotent  charms  were  slighted 

disregarded ! — charms  to  whose  shrine,  kings 

^d  princes  had   humbly   bowed  the  knee  in 


"  Insolent  boy!"  would  she  exclaim,  and  then 

^c  endeavoured  to  turn  her  love  to  hate ;  but 

'*-     was  difficult  to  turn  the  strong  current  of 

**^r  feelings,  into  an  opposite  direction.     Italian 

*^ve  is   violent;   nature — education — climate — 

^^stom,  all  combine  to  add  to  its  force.      The 

PassiDns  of  those,  bom  under  this  southern  cli- 

tnate,  may  be  likened  to  the  burning  mountain 

of  Vesuvius,  where  all  in  semblance  is  calm  and 

VOL.    II.  H 
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iame  which  r     ! 


:  foe  « time,  lite  fierce  fiame  \ 

^  witfain,  may  be  smothered,  but  it  is 

L  dvsj¥  xtadj  to  boist  forth  with  a  fury,  ravaguig 

1  &tal  to  all  arouod.     With  e3re8,  rendered 

I  itiU  Boce  keen  and  searching,  from  the  present 

L  iMk  of  ker  fiedangs,  the  Marchesa   began  to 

k  lit  gimtWn  crery  nwTement ;  she  would  at 

mudimnax  to  discover  the   cause  of  this 

I  •bdnnKy^-cQdi  ejres  as  his,  could  not  be  inseii- 

[  able  to  lore.     Was  it  possible  that  his  present 

Bodnct  apraag  from  a  preoccupied  heart  i 

Tbu  idc«  was  frenzy  to  the  passionate  Italian. 

[  'Where  was  the  abject — the  favoured — the  de- 

d  rival? — and  ahe  in  imagination  could  ba*« 

ptuaged  the  da^er  into  her  breast.    Herjealeai 

g1anc«  now   watched  him   narrowly — followed 

Ae  directioD  of  bis  eye,   and  like  a  fiasb   of 

forked  lightning,   the   truth  glared   upon   ber 

And  could  it  be  true  ? — Was  it  thus  she  was 
to  be  eclipsed? 
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She  saw  his  whole  countenance  illumine^  as 

one  erening,  at  a  ball^  given  by  the  Ambassador, 

Niiia  chanced  to  pass  the  spot  where  Reginald 

*^,  and  perceiving  him^  stopped,  and  turning 

to  him,  requested  him  to  execute  some  com- 

'^isaion  for  her,  in  an  adjoining  apartment.    The 

^archesa  almost  started  with  dismay,  as  she 

'^^ked  the  variations  in  his  countenance — the 

^^HA.  of  deep  tenderness  with  which  he  regarded 

**^T — the   colour  which  overspread  his  cheeks, 

^"^d  as  suddenly  retreated,  leaving  him  pale  as 

^-^ath — his  heaving  breast — his  faltering  accents ! 

^"^^  then  the  black  look  of  despair,  with  which 

^^  watched  her  receding  footsteps ! 

The  Marchesa  was  speechless  with  surprise, 

^^d  mortification ;  she  could  have  gnashed  her 

^^eth  with  impotent  rage.     "  Is  it  for  her  I  am 

^<>  be  slighted  ? — that  pale-faced  girl  I'*  and  she 

^vimed  to  a  mirror,  and  saw  reflected  there,  her 

^wn  lustrous  charms — her  sun-like  eyes — her 

^lack  hair,  wreathed  with  diamonds — the  sculp- 

H  2 


Countess,  and  viitti  feelings  raging  lik^ 
in  her  heart,  she  could  endure  no  mor^ 
She  turned  round  to  some  of  the  c^ 
cavalierly  who  were  always  in  attendaS 
her,  and  imperiously  ordering  them  | 
her  carriage  were  in  readiness,  with  a  1 
traded  with  feelings  of  vexation  and  dl 
ment,  mingled  with  the  true  Italian  ifl 
revenge,  abruptly  departed,  in  order  b 
from  her  sight  that,  which  maddened  I 
hold ;  and  also  that  in  solitude,  she  migl 
plans,  for  at  least,  satisfying  one  of  hei 
nant  passions. 


CHAPTER  XrV. 


Wben  eyet  m 

What  DeveT  tongue  niiglil  tell — 

When  Kan  are  streiuning 

From  their  cryrtal  ccn— 

Wben  hands  are  linked  that  dread  to  pi 

And  heart  ia  prMt  hj  throbbing  heut— 

Oh  bitter,  bitter  is  the  pain 

Of  them  Uiat  bid  ferewell ! 

When  hope  ii  chidden 

That  fain  of  bliss  would  tell. 

And  lore  forbidden 

In  the  breaal  to  dwell ; — 

When  fettered  by  a  viewless  chain, 

Vc  turn  and  ga/e-— and  turn  again, — 

Oh !  death  nere  mercy  to  the  pain 

Of  them  that  bid  Farewell  1 


'*  Thb  firat  boura  of  the  departure  of  those  we 
*e,  ire  such  at  even  he  who  has  felt  them,  can 
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It  is  indeed  '  the 


scarcely  describe  tlie  miaery. 
first  dark  day  of  nothingnesB.' 

"Moments  pass  on ;  thoughts  follow  thoughts, 
like  the  waves  of  the  sea,  under  a  midnight  sky; 
neither  shade  nor  light — neither  distinction  or 
pause !— one  gloomy  level  of  unbroken  sadness. 
moving,  but  not  diversified.  With  one  who 
suffers  much,  time  b  no  more.  It  is  thus  we 
look  around  and  wonder,  that  things  remain  the 
same,  when  we  are  no  longer  so — that  objects 
make  the  same  impression  upon  our  senses, 
without  leaving  any  ou  our  minds — that  the  sun 
still  shines,  and  we  cannot  see  its  light — that 
men  continue  to  speak,  to  be  employed  about 
we  know  not  what,  for  we  have  ceased  to  under- 
stand the  language  of  life.  We  are  surprised  to 
feel  the  hands  of  friends  press  ours  still,  when 
we  can  no  longer  return  the  pressure.  The 
world  has  passed  away  from  ns;  we  live  in  a 
world  of  our  own — a  wild   world  of  misery. 
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^'■eims  and  recoUectiona — we  are  aa  it  were  in 
'Oe  grave,  but  without  the  repose  of  the  grave." 
Thue.in  this  beautiful  quotation,  have  we  fully 
Portrayed  the  melaucholj  feelings  of  poor  Alice 
^ruce,  afler  the  departure  of  the  Elmsdale  fa- 
It  will  be  a  eombre  change  to  our  readers, 
t»e  tritte  description  of  the  sorrows  of  her 
Crushed  heart — from  the  bright  sparkling  Naples, 
>  ihe  saddened  interior  of  the  cottiigc ! 
ilr.  Stanley's  health  was  daily  declining. — 
Tie  attacks  of  indisposition  to  which  he  had  been 
>ng  subject,  were  of  much  more  frequent  re- 
*c«rrence,  and  his  constitution  was  evidently  lot- 
^^niiig  under  their  undermining  effects. 

But  still  he  struggled  against  the  weakness, 
^'Uch  would  fain  have  urged  him  to  call  to  his 
*viie  hia  darling  son.  Unselfish,  and  self-sacri- 
"Ong  in  his  nature,  he  was  loath  to  embitter 
'lie  present  enjoyments  and  advantages,  of  which 
^^  trusted  Reginald  was  tasting  freely ;  ami 
'Jiough  the  father's  heart  yearned  to  behold  him, 


he  concealed  tlie  desire  with  the  same  devoted 
energy,  with  which  he  had  subdued  every  other 
humsa  weaknesB. 

Amidst  all  hi§  own  suSeringe,  Stanley  was  not 
unmindful  of  tlic  feelings  of  others.  He  watched 
with  sorrow,  the  struggles  of  poor  Alice — he 
well  knew  how  devoted  she  was  to  Reginald — 
he  was  acquainted  with  the  circumstances  re< 
lating  to  the  first  part  of  the  history  of  her  aSe^ 
lions ;  but  of  its  finale,  he  was  ignorant — he 
imagined,  that  attachment  still  subsisted  be- 
tween the  two  young  hearts,  and  rejoiced  at  iU 
In  the  simple  romance  of  his  pure  mind,  he  ftit 
comfort  in  the  idea,  that  after  a  few  years,  in 
which  he  would  gain  experience  of  the  world, 
his  son  would  gladly  fall  back  upon  the  peacefiil 
enjoymetits  of  domestic  life. 

And  who  could  there  be  more  calculated,  (in 
Mr.  Stanley's  opinion)  to  make  life  flow  on  in 
an  even  current  of  tranquil  happiness,  than  the 
gentle,  excellent  Alice  ?     In  her,  was  there  not 
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^^>mbined  every  qoaUty,  most  to  be  desired  in  a 
*fife ;  and  he  would  tfaua  talk  to  bia  poor  niece, 
^^aa  please  and  aolace  himself,  by  picturing  the 
•uture  placid  life,  of  the  two  beings,  he  loved 
<>ttt  OD  earth ;  little  imagining,  the  tortuie 
le  was  inflicting  upon  the  unhappy  girl,  who 
lewd  him  pMnt  bright  prospects,  which  she 
■well  knew  could  never,  never  be  realized. 

But  still  she  did  not  undeceive  her  uncle. 
She  was  but  too  certain,  that  his  days  were 
numbered ;  and  even  to  retain  the  few  that  were 
lefi  to  him,  tranquillity  of  mind  must  be  pre- 
served :  any  great  agitation,  might  prove  imme- 
diately fatal.  And  indeed  she  bad  not  the  heart 
to  destroy  the  hope,  which  gave  him  such  plea- 
sure and  comfort ;  so  there  she  sat,  like  a  mar- 
tyr at  the  stake,  listening  to  words  that  fell,  like 
coals  of  fire  on  her  seared  heart. 

Poor  girl !  on  the  morning  she  had  seen  Regi- 
nald depart,  it  was  indeed  a  sore  trial  to  her — a 
moment  of  agony.  She  then  felt,  that  suffer  as  she 


lid  ^^ 
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miglit  be  doomed  to  do,  in  days  to 
misery  could  exceed  the  pang  of  that  instant 
Beemed  as  if  the  end  and  aim  of  her  exifitencc 
were  over.     She  should  live,  but  it  would 
life  without  hope ;  consequently,  without  jo] 
give  it  animation. 

Like  a  breathing  statue,  so  pale — bo  cold !  she 
stood  at  the  gate  of  the  cottage,  felt  the  faithless 
Reginald  clasp  her  in  his  arma  in  a  Jaat  embrace 
— received  the  parting  adieus  of  Lord  and  Lady 
Ebnsdale — saw  the  carriage  move  rapidly  away 
— listened  till  the  sound  of  the  retreating  wheels 
had  long  died  upon  her  ear — and  then  turned 
and  left  the  spot ! 

But  where  to  go  ? — she  must  fly  and  hide  hei*- 
self  from  every  eye.  She  waited  rapidly  on, 
till  she  came  to  a  sequestered  nook,  where  thore 
was  a  rustic  seat ;  there  she  hoped  to  pass  a 
time  in  perfect  solitude. 

Poor  Alice !  we  must  remember  that  her  lo»e 
had  long  existed — had  been  the  treasure  which 
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»Iie  had  watched,  and  gloried  in,  ever  since  she 
<onld  recollect ;  ita  remembrance  mingled  with 
every  object,  animate  or  inanimate,  and  brought 
back  vividly  to  her  mind,  her  early  days  of  hap- 
,  and  the  image  of  him,  n-ho  had  pEutici- 

J  all  her  early,  pure  and  innocent  joys. 

ne  in  which  they  had  been  brought  up 
It^ther — the  garden  they  had  together  cul- 
tivated— the  plants  which  had  grown  up  under 
their  eye — the  prospect  on  which  they  had  both 
looked  with  rapture — the  mountains — vallies ! — 
all,  all  that  had  a  tale  to  tell)  connected  with 
her  sorrow ;  and  Alice  fancied  that  it  was  not 
until  this  moment,  that  the  last  faint  spark  of 
hope  bad  totally  expired. 

And  oh !  how  precious  is  that  faint  last  spark ! 
Many  who  read  this,  may  have  experienced 
with  what  agonizing  tenacity  it  has  been  che- 
rished. We  do  not  mean,  only  in  such  a  case 
as  that  of  Alice,  but  also  under  the  influence 
of  any  other  impending,  dreadful  evil.     How 
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earnpetly  watched  ia  that  last  lingering  nj, 
which  we  know,  when  it  entirely  sinks,  will 
sleep  our  souls  in  wretchedness — with  what 
breathless  eagerness  the  eye  pursues  it! — and 
when  its  light  is  at  length  extinguished ! 

As  long  as  Reginald  remtuned  at  Elmsdiile, 
in  the  weakness  of  her  heart,  she  still  nourished 
a  latent  anticipation  that  all  might  come  right 
— that  it  was  only  a  temporary  wandering — that 
he  perhaps,  after  all,  realty  loved  her — only 
for  a  time  was  his  vision  obscured — the  clouds 
might  pass,  and  again  the  rainbow  of  hope 
appear  for  her.  Day  after  day,  although  her 
heart  grew  fainter,  still,  against  the  dictates 
of  her  better  judgment,  she  indulged  in  these 
vain  delusions ;  and  every  hour,  the  anchor  to 
which  she  clung,  became  more  unstable. 

It  was  foolish,  it  was  unlike  herself;  but 
where  is  there  the  woman  who  without  reluct- 
ance, will  put  out   "  the  last  taint  liogericg 
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flame  which  flickers  on  hope's  altar  ?"     Tenaci- 
^Tjs  indeed  is  a  woman's  love  ;  she  will  even 


" Lay  het  aillj  heart 

In  bope'a  cold  um,  tuid  in  chat  funeral  ne 
Brood  oW  her  lore." 


A  wroman'B  love  will  truly  outlive  even  hope  ; 

from    Alice,  hope  had  qow  completely  £own, 

I      and    still    she    loved.      She    remembered    the 

Hteuant   Reginald,  only  as  he  was :  and  in  this 

^ftnrly  state  of  her  unhappiness,  she  had  not  the 

^Buiergy  (o  surrender  him  at  once.     She  thought 

^■Df  him,  B8  when  he  was  good,  and  innocent — 

^recalled  orer  and  over  again,  in  her  imagination, 

the  scene  before  his  unfortunate  departure  for 

I«ondon — those  words  and  protestations,  which 

'ere  so  sweet  to  her — the  last  that  she  should 

ver  hear  from  his  lips  ! 

Absorbed  by  these,  her  miserable  reflections, 

heeded  not  the  flight  of  time — knew   not 
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that  hours  had  sped,  whilst  she  thus  selfishly — 
weakly  abandoned  herself  to  grief;  she  forgot 
all,  even  her  uncle.  But  it  was  only  a  tem- 
porary forgetfiilaess  of  her  higher  duties;  for 
Alice  possessed  a  mind,  which  would  over  quick- 
ly rise  to  its  own  elevated  level,  and  never 
allow  her  to  be  ranked  in  the  scale  of  love* 
sick  damsels. 

Mr.  Stanley,  surprised  and  alarmed  at  the 
unusual  absence  of  his  niece,  at  length  sent 
several  messengers  in  different  directionB  to 
seek  her.  Mr.  Herbert  volunteered  to  be  one 
of  them,  and  he  it  was  who  discovered  her 
retreat.  He  was  shocked  to  find  her  so  pale, 
so  agitated  :  he  most  accurately  divined  the 
cause,  and  pitied  her  from  his  heart.  He 
knew  well  how  to  sympathise  with  the  painful 
nature  of  her  sorrow,  for  she,  hke  himself,  loved 
without  a  return. 

Kind  were  his  words,  and  soothing  bis  man- 
ner, as  he  gently  led  her  home,  and  Alice  felt 


THE  LITTLE  WIPE.  159 

Comforted,  as  she  ever  did,  by  their  influence, 
-'^^^lioiigh  time  alone  could  effect  the  work  of 
'^^ealing   the  wounds   of   her  heart,  stiQ    she 
^^^^aoU  not  but  appreciate  the  value  of  such  a 
lend,  and  was  deeply  grateful  for  his  kind- 
He  was  so  scrupulously  delicate  in  his 
>n8olations  ;   for   although   she    saw   that  he 
her  secret,  he  never  uttered  a  word 
hich  marked  that  knowledge. 
From  his  healthy  strength  of  mind,  Alice 
^rived  wholesome   advice,   and  by    degrees, 
le  returned  to  every  duty.     She  was,  as  she 
id  ever  been,  the  staff  and  comfort  of  the 
.edining  days  of  the  &ther  of  Reginald,  and 
'^^stened  with  patience  and  calmness,  even  when 
^^e   spoke   of  hopes  and   expectations,  which 
^Vrung  her  heart 

She  was  again,  as  she  had  been,  the  active 
Christian,  cheerful,  though  not  gay,  and  scru- 
pulously kind  in  her  domestic  character.  Her 
flowers,  her  birds,  which  for  a  time  had  lost 
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her  care,  were  again  the  objects  of  her  inoo 
recreation  ;  and  Alice  Bruce,  to  the  casual 
server,  returned  to  what  she  had  heen  forme 
as  to  the  secret  feelings  of  her  heart,  they  n 
sacred  to  herself. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

"  Ne  le  fa  a  cielo  di  bellezza  avaro, 
Nel  volto  giglio,  e  rosa  la  fioriva 
£d  aggimifle  ancor  un  dii  preclaro, 
Ed  invaghiva  ognuno  che  rudia, 

Tanto  era  pien  di  grazia  e  leggiadria." 

•  ••••• 

"Sir, 
You  speak  a  language  that  I  understand  not." 

The   beautiful    Marchesa  Bosinette  was    a 

^tar  of  great  magnitude  at  Naples ;  her  pre- 

^nce  seemed  necessary  to  give  brilliancy  and 

^at  to  every  f<Ste.     There  certainly  existed  in 

Her  manner  and  address^  much  of  fascination. 


^ 
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The  CountesB  of  Elmsdale,  like  others,  was 
drawn  towards  her  by  the  bewitching  charms  of 
her  deportment,  as  well  as  by  her  personal 
lorelinesB,  great  talents  and  aocomplisliments. 
Her  education  had  been  of  a  higher  class  than 
that  of  the  usual  routine  of  Italian  ladies  ;  she 
was  lull  of  natural  genius,  and  possessed  a 
voice,  which  was  truly  splendid,  and  richly 
cultivated. 

The  Marchesa  bad  promised  the  Countess 
to  sing,  on  the  evening  we  left  introduced  her 
to  our  readers  ;  indeed  it  was  to  ascertain  whether 
the  music-room  were  in  readiness,  that  Nina 
had  spoken  to  Reginald,  and  thereby  pro- 
duced the  tell-tale  emotion,  which  had  occa- 
..Roned  such  violent  feelinga  in  the  breast  of  the 
•pMnonate  beauty.  The  young  Countess  had 
not  witnessed  either  her  changed  countenance, 
or  her  abrupt  exit ;  in  vain  she  souglit  in  every 
apartment,  for  the  bright  object  which  e 
so  suddenly  to  have  vanished.     Surprisedrijl 
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Lppointed^  she  inquired  eagerly  of  those 
^^'Ptind,  if  they  cotdd  give  any  tidings  of  her ; 
but  no  information  did  she  gain^  for  the  depar- 
^^^^e  of  the  Marchesa  had  been  achieved  in  so 
^^Uet  a  manner. 

At  length  Nina  perceived^  just  entering  the 
apartment  in  which  she  then  stood,  a  certain 
-'^^ian  nobleman,  who  was  ever  to  be  seen  in  the 
^*^in  of  the  Marchesa.     He  was  a  well-known 
^^tor  for  the  hand  of  the  splendid  widow ;  she 
^^^d  however  rejected  his  addresses,  and  his 
Jealousy  and  ai^r  were  proverbial  in  Naples, 
^ina  immediately  assailed  him  with  questions. 
^*Had  he  seen  the  Marchesa?" 
**  She  is  gone  !"  he  replied,  at  the  same  time 
Saving  way  to  an  impatient  gesture,  a  glance 
^f  mingled  rage  and  contempt  flashing  from  his 
fierce  black  eyes. 

"  Gone  ?"  cried  the  Countess,  "  impossible  ! 
I  spoke  to  her  a  few  moments  since ;  she  pro- 
mised me  the  delicious  treat  of  hearing  her  sing. 
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I  trust'  nothing  is  the  matter — that  she  is  not 
ill?" 

The  Italian  smiled  signiScantly  and  sarcas- 
tically, Nina  saw,  by  the  expression  of  his 
disagreeable  countenance,  that  some  double 
meaning  influenced  his  thoughts,  and  she  con- 
tinued to  urge  him  to  be  more  explicit. 

At  first  he  was  silent  j  but  offering  her  his 
arm,  they  proceeded  through  a  luite  of  apart- 
ments to  a  music  saloon,  where  some  amateur 
performance  was  to  take  place.  AAcr  the  pause 
of  a  moment,  the  Itahan  began  to  speak, 

"  Signora  la  Conteasa"  he  said,  in  his  own 
liquid  language,  "  are  you  not  aware  that  it  i« 
your  own  charming  self,  that  has  been  the  cause 
of  the  eudden  exit  of  the  Marchesa  V 

"  I !"  exclaimed  the  surprised  Nina. 

"  Yes ;  your  soft  fair  hand,   metapha 
speaking,  has  plunged  the  poisoned  daggef  I 
her  heait," 

The  Countess,  astonished,  and  half  alarmed 
«t  this  rodomontade,  however  replied  with  » 
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<%nity  of  manner^  which    child-like  as   she 
^^Qiedy  she  well  knew  how  to  assume. 

'^  Pray^''  she  said^  ''  at  once  explain  your 
Q^eaning.  I  am  desirous  of  knowing  why  I  am 
^^prived  of  the  society  oT  the  Marchesa,  and 
^e  reason  for  my  being  implicated  in  her  sud- 
^en  disappearance.** 

**  Well !  if  you  will  insist  upon  hearing  it," 
^Q  continued,  his  countenance  becoming  abso- 
*Otely  livid  as  he  spoke,  "  if  you  will  know 
^*1*  listen,  and  I  will  tell  you.*'  He  fixed  his 
^^^^dous  eyes  upon  her,  and  said,  *'  Her  heart 
^^^  love  have  abjectly  fixed  themselves  upon  a 
^^rdless  boy.** 

Kina,  surprised  by  this  extraordinary  com- 
munication, involuntarily  started.      The  Italian 
Perceiving  the  movement,  a  smile  crossed  his 
^^d-like  countenance ;  there  was  something 
^  the  look,  with  which  he  regarded  the  Coun- 
tess, that  absolutely  caused  the  blood  to  re- 
tieat  from  her  cheeks  and  lips,  and  her  heart 
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beat  audibly.  She  felt  that  she  had  better  lien 
DO  more  ;  she  had  an  inward  presentimeDt  that 
what  would  follow,  might  be  of  import  sufficient 
to  rouse  every  spark  of  indignation  in  hex 
nature  ;  yet,  with  a  sort  of  faecinatioQ,  like  onto 
that  which  lures  the  victim  into  the  very  jaws  of 
the  rattle-snake,  she  listened  on.  The  Italian 
continued, 

"The  proud  Marchesa  is  at  length  paid  off 
in  the  same  coin,  with  which  bo  long,  she  has 
served  others.  She  has  been  cruel— cold — 
repul^ve,  to  those  who  would  have  laid  down 
their  lives  for  her — adored  her — worshipped 
her !  She  heeded  not  how  many  hearts  she 
lacerated — what  feelings  she  wounded  ;  and 
now  she  is  tasting  the  enfferings  she  has  so  often 
created.  She  loves  this  youth — this  yoong 
secretary,  to  distraction,"  (and  the  man  abao- 
lutely  gnashed  his  teeth  with  fury.)  "  I  have 
watched  the  progress  of  the  passion — and  ohl 
the  delight  it  has  given  me  to  see  her  endor- 
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^  pang  £)r  pang^  for  what  she  has  made  others 
endure  I" 

But  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  me?" 
^^d  Nina,  impatiently.  "  I  wish  to  hear  no 
"^ore,  upon  a  subject  which  does  not  please 

'^  Oh !  you  pretend  ignorance,  fair  Countess ; 
^  you  think  that  I  give  credence  to  the  idea, 
^^t  you  are  not  aware,  that  the  indifference 
^der  which  the  Marchesa  now  writhes,  arises 
^Om  the  preoccupied  heart  of   the  favoured 
^^uth ;  and  that  the  pride  and  boast  of  NaplesL 
^^  been  supplanted  by  another,  and  that  other, 
^ir  lady,  yourself? — Tastes  will  differ,"  he  con- 
^^ued,  in  a  sneering  tone  of  insolence ;  "  some 
^^efer  the  pale,  cold  moonbeams,  to  the  lustrous, 
^^illiant,  melting  rays  of  sunshine.     The  young 
'Englishman  is  accustomed  to  the  frigid  beauties 
^f  his  country.    No  wonder  he  admires  one  so 
different  to  an  Italian  beauty ! — though  we  in 
^taly  have  heard,  Signora,  that  underneath  the 


la«K^ci«*wi  ^iAS^  horn  lite  Gpi  nf 


d^  yoo,  Lidy. 

I  fmoM,  in  tbe 
■  ■■■s  V  km  vlacB  hc  evcf  rtitiitg  froD  Wf 


"  1m?  in  MK  Aiak  I  wwite' tf  hisduiee^ 


to  l«ak  ^a«  Ae  pw,  Twmg  giri! 


glinee  he  darad.    . 
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are  passing  fidr,  heUUiima  Signorina  !    When  I 
ihink  upon  you,  so  young — so  soft !  I  compare 
you  to  the  early  dawn  of  the  year,  the  gentle 
season  of  love  ;  and  could  address  you  as, 

^  *  La  primavera  gioventu  del  anno 

Bella  madre  cUJlori, 

D'erhe  novelle  e  di  novelli  amort,' 

''Every  one  has  long  understood  the  feelings 
of  tie  young  Stanley — all  but  the  Marchesa, 
utd  she,  blinded  by  her  own  sentiment,  had  not 
detected  the  reality — ^no,  not  until  this  very  even- 
^.  I  marked  her,"  and  there  was  a  triumphant 
nudignity  in  his  air;  '^  I  witnessed  the  moment 
^hen  the  scales  fell  from  her  eyes.  It  was  at 
^^  time  when  you,  Signora,  spoke  to  the  de- 
moted youth.  She  then  perceived  the  rapture 
^^  his  look — the  feeling  which  at  once  beamed 
^rth  from  his  glance.  It  was  enough  for  her — 
she  was  in  an  instant  enlightened — felt  that  she 
«4d  been  slighted !  —  and  for  you,    Signora  ! 

VOL.  II.  I 
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Stung  with  rage  and  jealonsj,  she  fled.  And 
now^  in  the  solitude  of  her  chamber^  she  is 
meditating,  no  doubt,  schemes  of  revenge  and 
hatred ;  or  how,  by  fresh  arts,  she  may  allure 
from  you — your  young  lover  !" 

The  Italian  was  so  engrossed  by  the  vehe- 
mence of  his  own  words  and  feelings,  that  he 
heeded  not  the  effect  they  might  produce  upon 
his  companion.  His  own  slighted  vows^  and 
wounded  self-love,  gave  venom  to  every  accent; 
and  the  suppressed  voice  in  which  he  uttered 
these  last  words,  grated  with  a  hissing,  snake- 
like sound,  on  the  ear — a  fitting  vehicle  for  the 
poisonous  language  which  issued  fit)m  his  lips. 

Nina  spoke  not  immediately;  she  could  not; 
her  tongue  seemed  to  cleave  to  her  mouth :  but 
when  the  Italian  turned  towards  her,  to  mark 
the  sensation  his  discourse  had  produced,  he 
quite  started  when  he  saw  the  alteration  in  her 
demeanour. 

She  was   no  longer   the    colourless-looking 
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g^^    Her  cheeks  were  brightly  flashed,  and 

^  eyes !— eyen  hifi^  bold  and  daring  as  they 

were,  sunk  abashed  beneath  hers,  from  which 

sptrinoffire  seemed  actually  to  emit.   Her  form 

^  appeared  to  have  gained  height  and  dignity. 

In  her  whole  aspect  there  was  now  a  haughty — 

nif,  eyen  a  fierce  character,  at  which  the  Italian 

flailed.      Nina  fixed  her  gaze  steadily  upon 

him,  and  he  could  not  meet  it. — Such  is  the 

power — the  majesty  of  a  really  virtuous  wo- 

nin's  indignation. 

"  Presume  not  thus  to  speak  to  me  I"  she  at 
length  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  steady  and  distinct ; 
'^lam,  indeed,  an  Englishwoman ;  and  you  say 
tndy,  when  you  affirm,  that  there  are  fires  hidden 
beneath  their  cold  surface ;  but  they  are  flames, 
which  would  fain  annihilate  presumptuous  inso- 
l^ce.  Their  ears  are  unaccustomed  to  be  sul- 
lied by  such  words  as  you  have  dared  to  pour 
mto  mine ;  and  believe  me,  they  are  the  last 
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you  will  ever  have  an  opportimity  of  ad< 
sing  to  me." 

And  so  saying,  she  walked  with  delibt 
steps  towards  her  husband,  whom  she  perce 
just  entering  the  music-room  i  taking  his 
with  a  violent  effort  over  herself,  she 
deavoured  to  conquer  her  agitation,  and  t 
with  calmneasB  into  conversation  with  t 
aiound. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

*  Poyeri  abitanti  del  settentrione !     Non  sapeva  quanto 

^^a  quest'  ora  sotto  un  bel  cielo,  in  riva  al  mare,  mentre 

datura  e  ancora  tutta  nel  sonno,  e  questo  silenzio,  viene 

<^l^na  interrotto  dal  sordo  gorgoglio  dell'  onda  che  al 

*^^*4  del  penri^ro,  non  ebbe  mai  riposo  dal  di  che  fu 

^^^ata,  n^  I'ayr^  finch^  piu  non  ria.     Chi  non  s'^  trovato 

^o  a  quest'  ora  chi  non  ha  sentito  sventolarsi  presso  il 

I'ultimo  batter   d'ala  della  nottola  mattutina  nel 

bcipiar  del  caldo,  sulle  belle  coste  del  regno,  non  sa 

dove  guinga  la  divina  bellezza  delle  cose  create." 

So  well  did  she  act  her  part,  that  no  one 
^^^Tild  have  guessed  all  the  struggles  of  the  poor 
*ittlc  Countess's  heart ;  she  was  suffering  abso- 
lute torture,  and  her  efforts  to  get  through  the 
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evening  wero  most  courageous.  But  she  fctt 
that  now,  indeed,  was  the  moment  for  exertioD. 
Every  public  display  of  emotion,  must  be  scru- 
pulously avoided ;  particularly  as  the  eye  of  tic 
insolent  Italian  still  seemed  to  beam  upon  ber 
with  malicious  scrutiny. 

Kina,  however,  possessed  a  spirit  which  was 
not  to  be  daunted  by  wortbleBsness,  although  it 
was  painfully  susceptible  to  the  possibility,  of 
being  in  any  way  connected  with  the  idea  of 
levity  or  indiscretion.  She  went  through  her 
task ;  and  it  was  not  until  she  had  reached  her 
own  dressing-room,  that  she  almost  gave  way  lo 
her  overcharged  feelings.  But,  even  there,  she 
restrained  herself;  for  Llsette,  with  all  her 
anxiety  and  assiduity,  could  not  have  been  pre- 
vailed upon  to  leave  her  lady,  had  she  eeen  het 
Hgilatcd,  and  Nina  panted  to  be  alone. 

Therefore,  pleading  excessive  fatigue,  the 
Countess  hastily  undressed,  and  promised  her 
faithful  Abigail  immediately  to  repair  to  bed. 


^ 
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But  ^hen  quite  alone,  she  sunk  upon  a  chair, 
^^  gave  way  to  a  burst  of  tears,  which  became 
^08t  hysterical  from  its  yiolence. 

The  poor  little  thing  felt  humiliated — de- 
gnded— lowered  in  her  own  esteem.  She^  the 
wife  of  such  a  man,  to  be  told  by  an  insolent 
itranger,  ''that  she  was  the  object  of  love  to 
^husband's  secretary!'* — and  still  more  dread- 
fid  insinuations^  ''that  she  did  not  discourage 
his  audacity."  To  her  pure  mind^  already  was 
die  tainted  with  disgrace.  She  felt  that  the 
eyes  of  the  world  were  upon  her,  that  the 
^er  of  scorn  pointed  at  her.  What  was  she 
to  do — ^what  course  to  pursue  ? 

And  then  she  thought  upon  her  father — 

^t  honoured  parent,  who  had  ever  sought  to 

^^Icate  on  her  young  mind,  the  most  rigid 

'^^as  of  female  modesty  and  discretion — who 

*^   loved  to  cite  their  sainted  mother  as  the 

^'^Vilem  of  purity !     She  felt  as  if  she  had  for- 

^^d  the   right  of  being  considered  without 


176  THE   LITTLE   1 


m 

jatcd  over  aad 


reproach,   since   a  man   had  ventured  i 
address  her. 

"Aft/  young  lover!" — she  repeat 
over  again :  "  Merdfiil  HeavcOB  !  had  my  hus- 
band heard  these  words,  what  might  he  have 
imagined  ?" 

And  she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands^  as 
if  to  bide  even  from  herself,  the  blushes  of 
shame  which  overspread  her  countenance ;  then 
fearing  that  her  husband  might  find  her  thus, 
she  sought  her  bed,  and  feigned  to  sleep ;  but 
in  vain  she  tried  to  rest.  ^^H 

Poor  Nina,  for  the  first  time  in  her  life,4^^| 
covered  that  a  disturbed  mind  is  a  more  com- 
plete antidote  to  slumber,  than  even  the  rack- 
ing of  bodily  pains.    There  are  soporifics  v 
will  allay  the  anguish  of  a  suffering  frames 
where  can  we  find  the  medicine  to 

"  MinUter  to  n  mind  diseswedt" 
For  even  should  sleep  overtake  the  mispi 
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Steams  they  realise  the  wretchednen  which 
^e  predominant  feeling  of  the  imagination. 
^  oonld  not  rest ;  and  as  she  listened  to  the 
^^'^  breathing  of  her  husband,  who  in  confid- 
es luq;>piness  slept  by  her  sidoj  her  tortured 
^^cjy  which  too  highly  coloured  the  past  CTents, 
^^de  her  yiew  every  circnmstance  which  had 
^^^^rred,  in  a  light  which  half  distracted  her. 

**  My  husband !''  she  continued  to  muse^ "  who 

^^v^  mCf  I  know^  for  my  innocence!  he  has 

^^^Wn  told  me  so. — Can  I  be  still  blameless  ? — 

^hat  would  he  think,  if  he  knew  that  an  au- 

^^cious  Italian  had  dared  thus  to  insult  me — 

^^   taunt  me  with  such  allusions? — Miserable 

^^^nald !    That  which  I  have  so  long  feared, 

^  then  evident  to  every  eye ;  your  madness — 

your  foUyt  have  been  discovered.     I  had  hoped 

^ti]],  that  it  might  be  a  dreadful  fancy  of  zny 

brain, — ^And  I  am  enacting  the  part  of  rival  to 

^^  Italian  Marchesa — a  noble  position  for  the 

^^'ountess  of  Elmsdale ! — But  it  shall  not — must 

I  5 
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not  continue — ihis  degrading  situation  I"  she 
exclaimed,  almost  audibly.  Finding  it  quite 
impossible,  from  the  feverish  excitement  of  het 
mind,  to  remHin  in  bed,  she  glided  from  it. 
Bougbt  hei  drcBEing-room,  and  opened  the  win- 
dow, which  ted  to  a  balcony. 

The  balmy  air  of  the  earliest  morning  greeted 
her,  laden  with  the  fragrance  of  the  orange 
blossoms,  and  the  sweet-smelling  flowers  and 
shrubs  which  bloomed  around-  Not  a  shade  of 
vapour  mingled  with  the  clear,  balmy  breeze, 
mild  and  fresh  from  the  eea-  Oh,  it  was  a  lovely 
scene  which  presented  itself  in  the  faint  twi- 
light of  opening  day ! 

The  bay,  with  its  placid  waters,  lay  stretched 
before  her — the  faint  outline  of  the  chain  of 
mountains — VesuWus  sending  up  its  blue  in- 
ceuBG  in  shadowy  columns  into  the  cloudless 
sky^ — Capri,  behind  which  the  sun  was  putting 
forth  its  rosy  beams;  all  nature  t 
loveliness. 


e  smiled  in  jert^l 
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Karly  dawn  in  Italy  is  scarcely  to  be  imagined 

^y  "US  nnfortunatesy  who  are  accustomed  to  a 

^^^^untry^  where  the  rising  san  has  six  days  out 

^  the  seven  to  struggle  through  vapours  and 

^istSy  before  it  can  make  itself  even  visible. 

^here^  bat  in  Italy,  could  a  delicate  female 

^ve  sat,  as  did  our  heroine,  clad  in  her  light 

^^^ess,  in  an  open  balcony^  at  fimr  o'clock  in  the 

'^'Qnuiigy  rejoicii^  in  the  sensation  of  the  balmy 

• 

^f  gently  waving  her  hair,  and  refreshing  her 
^^^Ung  temples  with  its  coohiess  ? 

Imperceptibly^  the  mild  breeae — the  soothing 

^^ds  of  the  fountains,  in  numbers,  playing  in 

^  gardens — the  glories  of  the  scene,  which 

'^otight  back  to  her  mind,  feelings  more  exalted 

^^*x  those  which  spring  from  earthly  passions, 

•^^t-hed  the  irritation  of  her  ideas.      It  was 

'^^t.vire  which  she  now  contemplated  in  all  its 

^^esty ;  and  her  thoughts  rose  to  the  God  of 

"^^ttire,  whose  beneficent  hand  had  created  the 


180 


TUB    I.ITTtX   WIFE. 


^ 


beauteous  Bcene  before  her,  and  wbose  gracifiiu 
pionuBe  waa,  to  asBist  all  His  creatures  who 
place  their  trust  implicitly  in  Him;  she  re- 
membered, that  to  cast  all  her  cares  upon  that 
ever-ready  friend,  was  not  only  her  bounden 
dutj-,  but  her  only  safety  and  comfort. 

Strengthened  by  these  reflections,  her  thoughts 
flowed  into  a  more  healthy  channel)  ftnd  she 
meditated  for  some  time.  Seated  in  this  fra- 
grant balcony,  {bower,  it  might  almost  be 
termed,)  her  elbow  leaning  on  the  railing — 
her  cheek  resting  on  her  band,  and  her  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  sun,  which  was  rising  gloriously 
from  the  glassy  bosom  of  the  sea,  her  countenance 
by  degrees  lost  its  distorted  expression;  and 
when  she  rose  again  to  seek  her  couch,  there 
was  a  calm,  collected  aspect,  pervading  it. 

Our  young  Countess  possessed  a  mind  na- 
turally comprehensive  and  vigorous ;  and  the 
high  principles  which  had  been  instilled  into 
it,     made    a   deep   impression   on    her    heart. 
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^^hibt  the  thus  8tt  medittdngy  the  dark  cloads 
^^  ber  imagination,  by  degrees  dispersed;  she 
'^^S&n  to  see  her  way  more  plainly ;  the  road 


The  residt  of  her  musings  was  a  plan,  which 

Bae  intended  to  put  into  e&ct  immediately ;  so 

^  to  be  enabled  to  act  in  the  manner  most  con- 

"'Stent  with  her  own  dignity  and  respectability, 

^^  also  with  the  safety  and  future  wel&re  of  the 

^^ortnnate  Beginald.    These  resolves  seemed 

to  remove  a  weight  from  the  mind  of  our  sweet 

^'^^ine ;    for,    when   again   she    pressed    her 

I'^'low,    almost   immediately   she   fell    into    a 

P^^ocftd  slumber. 


CHA1>TER  XVII. 

"  There  was  but  one  beloved  face  on  earth — 
And  that  was  shining  on  him. 

He  had  no  breath,  no  being,  but  in  herft : 
•        *         •         He  had  ceased 

• 

To  love  within  himself:  she  was  his  life, 
The  ocean  to  the  river  of  his  thoughts, 
Which  terminated  all !" 

When  the  Countess  again  awoke,  the  day^ 
was  somewhat  advanced.     Her  sleep,  thought 
heavy,  had  been  unrefreshing,   and  her  head 
ached  violently ;  she  found  that  she  was  quite 
unable  to  leave  her  dressing-room  till  late  in  the 
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^y  •  Lord  Elmsdale,  she  knew,  had  a  dinner 
^^S^ement,  and  at  this  circonwtance,  Nina 
^'^^sieed.  She  had  mnch  to  execute,  before 
^Xiotiier  night  closed  in ;  she  had  rowed  a  tow 
^  herself,  that  the  light  of  another  day  should 
^^t  shine  again  upon  her,  and  find  her  without 
^^vmg  put  her  weU-resolred  plan  into  execution, 
^^d  she  was  firm  in  her  determination. 

Would  that  we  all  strove  to  imitate  the  con- 

^^ct  of  this  young  Creature,  and  be  bold  in 

Xir  obedience,   when    reason    and    principle, 

*N»nt  to  the  mark.     Why  should  we  in  general, 

^^  BO  slow,  in  following  the  suggestions  of  the 

^till  small  voice,  which  ever  whispers  within 

^^,  although  we  are  so  wilfully  anxious  to  drown 

"^ts  importunate  sounds,  by  irresolution,  folly, 

^r  vice,  and  often  by  delay ;  the  result  of  which 

is,  that  the  spirit  to  do  right,  is  too  generally 

quenched,  and  the    heart    hardened.     Alas  I 

liow  many  instances  are  before  our  eyes,  which 

sadly  prove,  that  the  delay  of  a  day,  or  even  of  an 

hour,  in  acting  according  to  the  promptings  of 
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a  right  pnDciple,  has  involved  the  wavering 
individual,  in  sorrowful  and  irremediable  per- 
plexity. Let  us  then  go  on  courageously, 
when  the  inward  and  sincere  monitor  whispers 
to  us  to  proceed. 

Contrary  to  the  faithful  Lisette's  earnest 
entreaties,  that  her  lady  would  not  think  of 
leaving  her  apartment  that  day,  her  attentive 
eye  having  detected  the  hectic  spot  which 
excitement  had  kindled  in  the  otherwise  pale 
cheek  of  the  Countess,  and  various  other  symp- 
toms, which  betokened  an  unnatural  and  feverish 
state — regardless  of  all  these  well-meant,  but 
officious  expoBtulationB,  Lady  Ebnsdale  si^i- 
fied  her  intention  of  dining  as  usual,  with 
any  of  the  suite,  who  were  not  to  accompaaj 
Lord  Elmsdale  to  his  stale-dinner,  at  ths 
Prince  de  V — 's.  On  inquiry,  she  found  that 
Reginald  and  another  secretary— a  middle>Bgc4 
person,  who  had  long  been  in  the  Earl's  oobp 


^^B         ^'"^f,  »ere  the  only  two  persons  left  to  join  1 
^  ^"  ^' « the  dinner-table. 

'Jfi/adi,  j-our  bands  are  hot  and  feverish,*** 
'"''listed  Lisette,  as  she   finished  the  toilette 
her  young  mistress,   and   a  servant  at   the 
^'**f  announced   that  the  repast  was   served, 
-Remember,  you  are  not  strong,  and  that  it  1 
**■*-»  moment,  yoa  ought  to  take  care  of  yourself.** 
"***:«t   Nina,    with  impatience     unlike    hersel^l 
^'"^^-Ted  her  off,  and  in  a  hurried  manner  de*n 
^'C^  ■ — Tided  to   the  apartment   in  which  she   had' 
o«:-^3fTed   the    repast  to   be   served ;  there   sher  1 
i"**  '*-^*  nd  that  Mr.   Brown,  the   senior  secretary, 
'  imexpectedly  been  summoned  on  business, 
■ch  prevented  his  being  of  the  party ;  she   ' 
■w^»»  iherefore  destined  to  dine  tHe-a-tHe  with' 
'B-eginald.  -^ 

How  different  were  the  feelings  of  the  two 
i'idividnals  upon  this  occasion !     How  weakly" 
'^^  those  who  love,  grasp  at  trifles — luxuriate  in  '  | 
'■wters  of  the  merest  moonshine  1     What  in- 


describable  delight  was  it  to  B^inald,  to  t^  *A 
the  place  rw-a-fia  to  Nina,  which  Toold  othrf^ 
wiae  have  been  occupied  by  Mr.  Brown  \ 

He  might  now  without  interruptioa  iea^S^ 
upon  the  contemplation  of  the  object  befon 
bim — listen  to  her  words,  which  she  mtut  bow 
address  exclusively  to  him.  She  would  con- 
verse with  him,  turn  her  sweet  eyes  upon  him — 
a  happiness  of  which,  lately  she  had  been 
strangely  sparing ;  his  heart  beat  with  joy — his 
eyes  sparkled  from  the  same  emotion. 

But  to  our  poor  little  Nina,  it  was  all  x-ery 
different.  For,  although  she  had  most  courage- 
ously nerved  herself,  and  decidedly  made  up 
her  mind,  that  during  the  course  of  that  same 
evening,  his  fate  should  be  sealed ;  although 
she  had  resolved  to  take  this  proper  step,  still 
it  was  a  hard  task — one  of  great  diiGculty. 
She  knew  it  would  give  her  the  utmost  p^n, 
to  inflict  that  which  would  be  like  a  death- 
blow   to    the    unfortunate    youth.      And    the 
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nff^^^Xit  ffyg  thus  acting,  was  so  unexpectedly 

ntniB^t^jjjj^ — for  whenooold  there  be  so  &yorable 

^  ^t^l^ortanity  as  after  the  servants  had  with- 

"'*^^?    It  was  a  golden  occasion^  not  to  be 

^Qr  kind  heart  sunk  within  her,  when  she 
^^d  him,  with  his  melodious  toned  voice,  en- 
^^'^  with  an  earnestness,  which  she  well  knew 
"P^ng  from  his  soul,  after  her  health;  and 
^  when  for  a  moment'she  looked  upon  him,  and 
^^^ted  the  expression  of  a  countenance,  which 
®^©ii  she,  cold  as  were  her  feelings  towards 
*^,  could  not  but  allow  was  like  the  painter's 

^^am  of  beauty. 

She  had  come  into  his  presence  with  any 

^^g  but  kindly   sentiments.      The  insulting 

^''^^^'Versation  of  the  Italian,  still  rung  in  her  ears ; 

^^^e  dreadful  words,  which  seemed  written  in 
^^■acters  of  fire  upon  her  recoUection — "  Your 

9^^'^^mg  hverP^  And  it  was  through  his  presump- 
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dous  madness,  that  she  was  placed  in  a  sitnation 
which  rendered  her  thus  open  to  be  insulted. 

Id  the  indignation  of  her  outraged  delicacy, 
she  had  denounced  Reginald  aa  insolent,  for 
even  presuming  to  allow  such  sentiments  to 
have  found  entrance  into  his  imagination.  "  No 
longer  shall  he  remain  in  my  presence  I"  she 
had  exclaimed  with  anger.  "  The  chosen  object 
upon  whom  his  generous  patron  ahowera  con- 
fidence and  kindness !  Is  this  the  manner  he 
requites  his  friendship  ?  I  will  not  submit 
tamely — abjectly,  lo  see  my  husband  stung  in 
the  most  vital  manner,  by  the  viper  he  has  takea 
to  his  bosom." 

And  to  have  watched  the  young  Nil 
countenance,  as  these  thoughts  passed  throi 
her  mind,  she  no  longer  looked  the  timid 
girl ;  no,  the  virtue  of  an  outraged  matroD 
flashed  from  her  eyes.  "  Cteaar's  wife  must  not 
be  suspected,"  she  murmured ;  "  and  a  thought 
allied  to  shame,  must  not  be  attached 


ttached  to  ll^^| 
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^i  my  noble  husband;  nor  shall  it  be^ 

^  I  have  energy  left  to  act.     No,  with  my 

^  uecree  will  I  drive  him  hence.** 

Ut  it  is  a  very  different  affair  to  make  bold 

^*^e8  in  private.     Face  to  &ce  before  one 

^th  she  had  once  r^arded  with  a  kindness 

^^Ost  sisterly — the  sight  of  his  altered  form, 

^  shadow  of  his  former  self— knowing  well  the 

^^^  of  the  change, — too  well  aware  of  the 

Motion  with  which  he  madly  regarded  her  ;  and 

^^^,  the  hnmble  air  of  timid  subjection — the 

^^tering  tone  in  which  he  accosted  her  !  — 


conldit  be  otherwise  than  that  Nina's  heart, 
^^Ixich  was  benevolence  itself,  was  softened? 
She  thought,  *'  He  little  knows  what  awaits 
;    poor,  poor,  Beginald  !"      Tears    were 
to  her  eyes,  and  her  manner,  which  at 
(t  was  sorepidsive  and  distant,  became,  imper- 
^^^^tibly  to  herself,  kinder ^nd  more  gentle. 

^And  now  she  was  in  fact  more  cruel  then 
^^Ibre.      She  had  better  have  remained  the 
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r^mniEs^  iThi  Z9L  hsz  fist  entrance  had 
soe  ^  :^  y^HDig  Secretary ; 
±r  rien  su:  fiSHraelT  nzMBssimci  the  sweet,  con* 

-»Tiar-w^j  yna,  jc  stise  hafipT  days  which  had 
sms  Jai— <xn  re  tiiki — ac  bnght — so  smiling ! 

1  TxiTfiii  2C  cramuDx  K>r,  which  nevei^-neTer 

•  >.  «  •  - 

:  iar  It  was  truly,  "  Love's 
CT  dicsB z'  and  now  the  ray  of  re- 
whk^  his  watchfbl,  gasping 
sool  decectedy  caised  the  warm  blood,  to  msh 
into  his  chilled  heart,  and  filled  it  with  a  feeling 
of  happiness,  which  rendered  him  more  than 
ever  unprepared,  for  the  sequel  of  this  moment- 
ous inteniew. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


**  It  was  new  life — the  earth — the  sky — 
Seemed  to  grow  fairer  for  thy  sake ; 
But  this  is  gone — Oh  destiny ! 
My  heart  is  withered,  let  it  hreak !" 

"Thine  is  the  name,  I  breathe  to  Heaven, 
Thy  face  is  on  my  sleep ; 
I  only  ask  that  love  like  this, 
May  pray  for  thee  and  weep." 

-t^BE  dinner  had  been  served  in  a  smaller 

^^^tment,  which  was  used  by  the  Earl  and 

^^utess  when  they  dined  without  company, 

^^  an  unusual  treat.     It  was  a  beautiful  sa- 

^^^,  suited  in  its  aspect,  and  all  its  decorations, 

^he  summer  heats^  which  were  at  this  time 
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a  paradise  to  happj 
jc'vviiaeas  acd  huEorr  of  tbe 

m 

HdSe  heeded  bT  the  two 
there  sat,  sorroonded  by 
i:  cixtiucstaiice,  that  could 

^sddious  of  wants.    But 


THS  LITTLE  WIFE.  193 

little  had  it  the  power  of  lightening  the 

of  care,  which  at  that  moment  hang 

ifilf  upon  their  minds !    To  a  casual  ob« 

%  what  a  di£ferent  idea  would  have  been 

ted  of  the  state  of  their  feelings  ! 

To  look  at  than,  in  all  their  youth  and  beauty, 

^vi^' might  have  been  Hkened  to  the  happy 

of  the  garden  of  Eden,  before  sin  had 

their  joys ;  surrounded  by  flowers  and 

&iiitB,  and  all  the  sweets  of  life.     However, 

^tkis  may  well  be  called  a  £ir-fetched  simile, 

^^cnmdering  that  our  young   pair,    were  well 

licsiised — ^well  clothed — ^well  served,  with  chairs, 

teUes,  knives  and  forks  to  boot!     However, 

«uch  as  it  is,  we  will  leave  it  and  proceed. 

Beginald  thought  only  of  her  who  was  before 

'^ — saw  only  the  fair  being  whom  he  adored. 

^^  he  been  in  a  desert,  instead  of  this  lux- 

^oqb  abode,  it  would  have  been  the  same  to 

^*^  ;.  there  was  but  one  point  of  attraction,  and 

^  liis  senses  were  drawn  to  that  sole  focus. 

Vol.  II.  K 
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And  Ktna! — htx  tbooghu  woe  all  cwiot. 
bated  to  one  rabjecS ;  ahe  vat  len^vin^  in 
ber  miod  the  painfal  taak  abe  was  ftboot  to 


The  dinner  wm  mob  ended,  though  nerer 
did  the  Connten  Ih^er  so  long  OTer  ■  repottL 
With  a  degree  of  epknrism,  of  w^bicb  she  coold 
oerer  before  bare  bees  accused,  abe  cuued 
herself  to  be  serrcd  from  rahoos  dishes,  whkhi 
after  coqnetdng  with  for  some  time,  she  wnt 
away  untouched.  But  this  delay  could  not  laM 
for  ever;  ereo  dinners  will  come  to  an  end,  at 
which  aldermen  may  well  sigh. 

It  was  at  length  finished,  this  meal  so  toitn- 
ring  to  her,  so  delightful  to  Reginald ;  his  latt 
brief  space  of  pleasure  for  a  long  period.  His 
•enrants  retired,  and  they  were  alone  I  Nim't 
heart  beat  almost  audibly*  and  her  eyes  mn 
fixed  upon  her  plate.  A  long  silence  enaoad. 
Mow  that  the  moment  had  arrived,  she  ielt 
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w*  "^  firmness— coonge — ^her  past  indignation^ 
^'S;  &st  away. 

Sow  conld  she  commence  ? — ^what  had  she  to 

"^y'-^in  what  words  could  she  embody  a  sab- 

Mio  delicate^  one  which  she  knew  must  cause 

^  agony  to  the  wretched  youth  before  her  ? 

%  respectful;  dejected  countenance,  was  all 

^   saw    at   that    moment;    and    quick    as 

^Mooghty  the  idea  passed  through  her  mind — 

^oidd  she  not  alter  her  resolution — soften  her 

decree  ?    After  all,*  his  manner  had  ever  been 

strictly  deferential  towards  her ;  not  a  word  had 

be  breathed,  which  she  could  condemn  :  would 

tt  not  be  premature,  nay,  even  indelicate  in  her, 

to  take  upon  herself  to  speak  on  a  subject, 

wUch  after  all  might  be  the  vain,  sinful  imagi- 

lungs  of  her  own  disordered  fancy  ? 

9ie  half  relented,  half  shrunk  back  in  her 

determination — a  feather  would  have  weighed 

^  balance  in  his  favour ;  but  at  the  very  in- 

,   "^t,  when  her  heart  had  soft;ened — when  her 
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purpose  was  totteriiig,  she  raised  her  eyee,  a.^ 
beheld  those  of  Reginald  riveted  upon  her — 
and  it  was  all  over  with  himt  The  nera  d^ 
tennined  spirit  which  was  there  fixed,  whee* 
she  entered  the  room,  rushed  back  to  her  mind 
the  reaction  had  added  to  the  strength  of  her" 
courage. 

There  was  in  the  looks  that  Reginald  had 
darted  upon  her,  that  indescribable  expres^on, 
which  at  once  reminded  the  Countess,  that  ha, 
proper  course  was  the  one,  her  high  sense  oi 
principle  had  before  urged  her  to  pursue,  la 
that  one  glance,  with  which  the  misguided  young 
man  had  dared  to  regard  the  wife  of  another, 
was  combined)  all  that  passion  and  love  could 
have  expressed,  had  they  been  gifted  with  a 
thousand  tonguea.  It  would  have  terrified  her 
to  behold,  had  not  disdain  and  anger  sustained 
her  firmness. 

All  tenderness  and  consideration  for  his 
feelings  at  once  vanished.     Outraged   delicacy 
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^^^d  the  place    of   the   relenting  softness 

^a  was  &Bt  creeping  over  her  senses ;  at 

^^  the  power  of  speech  seemed  restored.    But 

^  instant  before,  and  she  felt  it  impossible  to 

^^ey  by  words,  that  which  must  so  painfully 

^^ct  him ;  but  now  her  anger  lent  energy  to 

^^r  language. 

'*Mr.  Stanley!"  she  exclaimed;  and  Reginald, 
^^lo  had  been  so  wholly  absorbed  in  the  ecstacy 
^f  the  feelings,  which  had  caused^him  thus  pas- 
sionately to  gaze  upon  his  companion,  that  he 
^ad  not  noted  the  flash  which  emitted  from  her 
^7^>  or  the  deepened  colour,  and  indignant  ex- 
I^reision  of  her  countenance,  absolutely  started, 
^^hen  he  heard  her  speak  in  a  voice,  so  unlike 
^*^  of  the  gentle  Nina. 

**  Mr/Stanley  !"  she  again  said,  firmly,  "  I  am 

''Voiced  to  have  found  an  opportunity  of  speak- 

^^S  to  you,  although  I  feel  that  the  subject  is 

^^^  of  excessive  embarrassment,  odious  and  hu- 

^^liating  to  me  to  be  obliged  to  broach.     It 
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makes  me  absolately^  ehudder  to  think,  that  I 
should  ever  have  been  deBtined  to  encoaater 
such  a  trial ;  but  so  it  is — I  have  but  one  coarse 
to  pursue;  therefore  without  hesitation,  I  tell 
you,  that  I  desire — nay,  I  command,  your  »b- 
sence  from  this  roof — from  my  presence," 

Reginald  started  from  bis  seat ;  had  a  pistol 
been  fired  at  his  bead,  his  nervous  system  could 
not  have  received  a  greater  shock ;  he  could 
scarcely  credit  the  sense  of  hearing. 

"The  step  which  I  have  taken,  may  be  an 
unprecedented  one,"  continued  the  Coontess  ; 
"  and  most  repulsive  is  it  to  my  feehngs,  lo  he 
obliged  to  adopt  it ;  but  it  is  my  duty,  and  witti 
this  conviction  strong  upon  my  mtnd,  fearlessly 
I  act.  Tou  must  leave  Lord  Elmsdale— quit 
Italy,  and  that  immediately.  Your  conscience 
will  at  once  tell  you,  why  I  thus  banish'you. 
You  know,  that  you  have  committed  a  breadi 
of  confidence — of  friendship — of  gratitude  ;  you 
are  well  aware,  Reginald,  that  you  have  dared 
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^n  way  to  feelioga  which  ore  dishonourable 

at,  enn  though  you  might  attempt  to  hide 

^«m  in  the  secret  recesses  of  your  heart — 

^nsi!"*  she  cried,  interrupting  him,  for  with 

*^4uped  hands,  and  entreaty  on  his  pale   and 

^tjirering  Ups,  he  was  about  to  speak,  "  do  not 

^^Xideavour  to  extenuate  yoar  conduct ;  the  result 

**-as  proved,  to  what  insult  your  folly — to  use 

*^t»e  Diildest  term — has  exposed  me.     Have  not 

*^l3«  most  revolting  insinuations  been  poured  into 

^^Emy  ears,  by  a  profligate  Italian  ? — has  he  not 

*^  "ared  to  intimate,  that  I  sanctioned  tlie  atten- 

K^^Mis  of  my  husband's  secretary  I — And  oh !  to 

K^ft^ok  that  I,  whose  heart,  I  am  sure,  beats  with 

^M  »-iequalled  devotion  towards  my  dear  lord, — to 

t:~k:Kinlc,  that  my  ears  should  have  been  polluted 

V>y  the  sound  of  such  language !     O  God!"'  she 

^3t^«med,  greatly  agitated,  prCEsing  her  handi^ 

^gkly   upon    her    throbbing    heart,     "  grant 

tut  patience  to   submit  to   this  indignity,  and 

Hiw  me  for  any  share,  that  I  may  ancon- 


sciously  have  had,  in  bringing  upon  me  this  di^si 
tracting  trial.  Regiaald !  what  have  I  ev^^ 
done,  to  encourage  yoa  in  such  mad  folly"* 
True,  I  waa  kind  to  you — friendly — sislerl^^" 
but  it  was  as  the  favorite  of  my  husband,  T  tl*-"^ 
treated  you;  at  first,  it  was  merely  to  ple^  *l 
him,  that  I  acted  towards  you,  as  I  woald  ha""^ 
done  to  a  brother ;  and  then  by  degrees,  I  Ie»rr — ^ 
to  regard  you  for  yourself.     I  thought  you  goc^^ 

and  excellent ;  and  without  a  fear — a  scruple ' 

I  trusted  and  esteemed  you.     And    how  har^^ 
you  returned  my  indulgence  and  confidence     "* 
You  have  violated   every  principle   of  honont  • 
and  rectitude,  by  letting  the  world  even  tmagiue^,^ 
that  you  entertained  towards  me,  feelings  mosf^ 
opposite  to  those  of  the  respect  due  to  me  ae  a    ) 
virtuous  woman — as  the  wife  of  another ;  and 
that  other,  the  man,  to  whom  you  owe  so  deep  a 
debt  of  love  and  giatiude.     And  now  your  only 
course  is,  to  go  from  hence — make   any   pre- 
tence you  please,  but  go  you  must.     If  you  hesi- 
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^^  to  pursue  the  only  path  which  will  lead  to 
^^'^ty — to  peace  for  us  both^  I  shall  feel  obliged 
take  even  a  more  decided  part — to  enlighten 
^y  husband^  who  is  at  present  so  unconscious — 
^^  Unsuspicious  of  the  injury^  which  you  would 
^^  inflict  upon  him^  by  lowering  the  general 
^^inion  of  his  wife's  discretion.     He  will  then 
^^owy  that  the  youth,  whose  well  doing  he  has 
^«itched  with  such  solicitude — who  from  his  in- 
^^ticy  has  been  the  object  of  his  anxious  hopes — 
^l^e  son  of  the  friend  he  reveres  as  a  father^  has 
^l^jmed  traitor — has,  from  his  conduct,  engen- 
^^red  remarks,  detrimental  to  the  virtue  of  her, 
'^hose  fair  fame  is  dearer  to  him  than  life.     Do 
you  think,  that  he  could  bear  the  light  of  day, 
i£  he  thought  that  his  wife,  whom  he  considers 
%o  innocent,  had  been  subject  to  whispered  in- 
sinuations, foul  as  they  were  false  ? — no,  it  shall 
Tiot  be !" 

"  Say  no  more.  Lady  Elmsdale,"  cried  Regi- 
-siald,  start^ig  distractedly  from  the  seat,  in  which 
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often  oenuoned  to   me,    that   he   feared    the 

cliraiiteof  Naples  did  not  agree  with  you;  and 

TOO  ian  even  a  more  i-easonable  and  natural 

eiense  for  your  absence.     The  accounts  of  your 

kber'a  bealtb,  are  not  cheering;  you  have  only 

'0  u^e  a  wish  to  be  with  him,  and  I  am  sure 

^fd  Elmsdale  will  not  oppose  it,— Reginald," 

'oe  added,  after  a  short  pause,  and  in  a  voice 

*iicii  was  now  softened  aad  tremulously  sweet, 

•itb  your  departure,  wiU  all  my  anger  cease, 

"*We  me ;    never    will  my  interest   in  your 

^"elfare  diminish.       Lord    Elmsdale's   eyes  of 

^flection  will  ever  rest  upon  you;  and  if  your 

Other's  health  improve,  you  may  be  cer- 

*>tt  that  he  will  secure  for  you  honourable  em- 

ijyment,  that  he  will  look  to  your  advance- 

^•Sent,  though  it  may  not  be  under  his  own  rool. 

I  ^t'ou  must  forgive  me  for  my  harshness,  and  re- 

'toieiober  that  mine  is  a  very  conspicuous  utuation. 

^Evexyeye  scrutinizes  my  actions;  I  am  young, 

and  my  appearance,  I  believe,  is  peculiarly  so. 
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My  husb&nd  is  much  older  than  myself,  bbc^-' 
that  circumstance  (in  which  I  glory)  cmboldeii*-*^ 
the  audacious  to  suppose,  that  I  maybe  mor^*^ 
open  to  the  advances  of  the   young  men  bjC* 
whom  I  am  surrounded. — My  noble  husband  !"*  " 
she   exclaimed,  indignation  flashing   from  her** 
eyes  ;  "  they  little  know,  in  their  absurd  ignor-  — ' 
ance,  how  /  estimate  him,  when  I  compare  him    ^ 
to  the  rest  of  mankind! — Compare  him,  did  I 
■ay?   The  idea  of  placing  any  one  so  superior — 
so  exalted,  in  looks,  manner,  talent,  in  every 
way ;  in  competition  for  a  moment  with  any  of 
the  superficial,  inferior  beings,  who  go  by  the 
name  of  men! — it  would,  indeed,  be  like  com- 
paring the  light  of  the  sun  to  the  artificial  rays 
of  a  lamp. — No,"  she  continued,  "  people  Httle 
think  how  safe  I  am ;  but  still,  as  I  said  before, 
my  conspicuous  situation  in  society,  readers  roe 
liable  to   their    attacks— their   surmises — their 
malice ;  and  so  jealous  am  I  of  the  dignity  of 
every  circumstance  appert^oing  to  Lord  Elms- 
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's  fair  fame,  that  never,  through  my  means, 

^*^^ll  it  be  impugned.      Therefore,   Reginald, 

^^^^^^orrow  you  most  make  your  communication 

^^^     my  husband,  and  as  soon  as  possible  you 

depart." 

^ina  had  summoned  up  all  her  strength  to 

xuake  this  communication ;  the  excitement  of 

feelings  had  enabled  her  to  say  even  more 

^«a.ii  she   had    originally  intended ;    she   had 

^X>ol[en  rapidly  and  with  warmth  ; — ^it  was  now 

^^ne,  her  spirit  had  sustained  her  till  it  was  over. 

^t^«  had  expressed  her  every  thought  —  put 

^^^th  the  cruel  decree  of  banishment  to  the  un- 

^'PPy  Kegiiiald  ;  and  now  that  the  deed  was 


"^pleted,  she  was  exhausted  and  overcome. 
The  reaction  of  her  feelings  was  most  painful, 
er  anger  had  evaporated,  from  having  given 
11  vent  to  its  source,  and  from  her  having 
^sed  the  scruples  of  her  conscience  by  order- 
g  him  to  depart;  and  before  her  stood  the 
^^iserable  young  man,  and  she  had  made  him 
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)  Ac  ■«<  wntebed  of  humui  bongi.  She  saw 
the  oon^ilete — the  proftHmd  wfcnaj,  he  endured ; 
tar,  altboogh  hu  c«aiUenaiice  was  arerted,  the 
deep  deepondeticy  of  his  suitude  pUinly  de- 
picted his  inward  EaSerings. 

This  paiufol  pause  oontiiined  tmbroken  fat 
•ome  moments ;  at  length  R^nxld  remored 
Us  bands  fion  befbre  his  blood-shot  eyes,  acd 
looked  towards  the  Countess ;  and  in  that  glance 
erery  feding  of  his  heart  might  have  been 
traced — the  deepest  K^rrow  and  repentance,  but 
still  mingled  with  the  subtle  fire  which  he  bad 
so  long  and  sinfully  nourished ;  but  it  was  evi- 
dentally  subdued  by  the  grief  which  over- 
whelmed him.  Its  chflractet  no  longer  irritated 
and  offended  Nina ;  she  regarded  it  only  as  the 
last,  expiring,  latent  flame,  uf  a  sentiment  abooi 
to  be  extinguished  for  ever.  At  lengi 
spoke. 

"  Lady  Ebnsdale,"  he  said,  "  before  t 
row's  sun  bae  set,   I  shall  be  lar  from  ] 
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Ena, 


'favour,  if  possible,  to  forgive  me.     I  plead 
*">  to  your  ever}'  vcusation ;  I  have  been 
'**iil — presiUDptaoos ;  I  bow  to  the  justice  of 
jOn^  decree,  tortanng  as  I  feel  it  to  be.     I  have 
^'ed,  madl}',  raably,  to  adore  you;  no  wonder 


4a.r, 


■^at  devotion,  such  as  I  have  fell,  has  evinced 

*-self  in  every  look — in  every  action.     Nay,  be 

^•^t  angry ;  bear  with  me  for  one  little  moment 

~~~~it  is  my  laat !     Not  another  word   will  you 

^^er  again  hear  of  a  passion,  which  I  now  eon- 

^*8,  humbled  with  sorrow  and  contrition.     But 

*U  I  entreat.  Lady,  that  even  whilst  you  bUme, 

^°u  will  pity  me,  and  deign  to  remember,  as 

^o»e  slight  extenuation,  that  I  have  not  been 

^^thout  my  trials — my  temptations.   My  patron, 

^Hevolent,  excellent  as  he  is,  never  reflected  or 

'^'"esBw,  that  with  his  own  kind  hand,  be  was 

^*^ng  me  into  perils,  I  could  scarcely  have 

**i   strength  of  mind  to  escape,  with  my  an- 

**>"tiiiiate  temperament,  which,   to  my  cost,  I 

■**»^  ii  trdfiUt,  as  it  is  unstable.     You  little  nn- 


la  JBtiiiiielT,  iot*  ^^ 
boor  lAer  hour,  L^^ 
« ivire,  ihe  himc  of  vhose  aonndB  Bust  eTcga* 
ria^  m  Mf  ■■■ar^  lia^  after  in  nelody  iSc- 
■Hte  far  ■«;  aod  penwOad  to  be 

IMCS  of   a 


'  tr.1— t  -  aaistiiK  in  all 
•!■&« — m  aM  Taar  aBnaemeats  ! — oil  \  think 
kind  I'^t  i^at  a  perikxH  ordeal  I  had  I* 
pas,  aad,  in  proportion  to  my  trials,  compw-- 

Kina  w»  bj  this  tone  veeptng  bitterly. 

**  Too  liiUe  kaov,"  be  continawlt  his  Toic= 
bccoBiiBg   inner   and  more   eitergetic,  "  ba~-« 

crael — bow  fid^,  vas  your  kiadDess,  wbeo,  '1'^ J 

aftiT  dar,  you  called  me  to  your  dde ;  when 
alloired  my  hand  to  guide  yours,  so  Jair- 
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^  !  over  the  strings  of  the  guitar — and  then 

^*^  Toices  blending  in  the  songs ;  our  tending 

^K^ther  the  flowers  and  plants,  your  balmy 

^'^^th  even  mingling  with  mine,  as  we  bent 


our  pleasant  labours.  I,  whose  existence 
hitherto  bounded  to  the  most  confined 
•J^liere — who  had  been,  till  then,  unconscious  of 
^*^^  fiewdnationB  of  one  gifted  Uke  yourself.  But 
^■^nk  not  I  blame  you,  sweet  Lady ! — you  acted 
*^oua  the  impulse  of  a  heart  which  is  purity 
^^*^lf,  one  that  could  not  dream  of  evil,  or  of 
eting  with  so  unlooked-for  a  return  for  your 
erous  confidence ;  I  only  strive  to  excite 
r  commiseration — your  indulgence,  when- 
your  thoughts  by  chance  revert  to  the  un- 
^^*^nate  man,  whom  once  you  called  your  friend, 
^was  not  through  vice  that  I  have  thus  been 
captive ;  a  thought  that  could  have  wronged 
,  has  never  sullied  my  imagination ;  but  I 
not  strength  to  withstand  the  attractions  of 
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^"ly,  and  to  eternity;  but  I  will  look  upon  it  in 

^*^y  mind's  eye,  as  the  wife  worthy  of  her  exalted 

™''*Bl)and.     If  ever  my  feelings  can  be  again 

^^^m,  which  at  this  moment  I  deem  impossible, 

if  I  continue  to  live  when  deprived  of  the 

**8lit,  under  whose  bright  influence  I  have  lately 

•^  Itizuriously  existed ; — if  I  have  strength  re- 

***^iBing,  to  draw  on  my  sad  and  weary  days, 

*^^en  with  the  weight  of  misery  which  weighs 

^'^y  very  soul  to  the  dust,  then,  will  your  sweet 

^^coUection,    be    my    greatest    incitement     to 


e." 


*•  Oh,  Reginald!"  cried  Lady  Elmsdale,  with 

^our,  "there  are  higher  motives  than   any 

**'thlyones — better  thoughts  and  remembrances 

^^^n  any  connected  with  this  world,  that  should 

^^^e  your  mind  towards  the  attainment  of  ex- 

^^Mence;  you  should  embody  no  human  crea- 

^*'^e  with  perfection ;  lift  your  eyes  above  this 

^^^ng  earth,  and  look  for  an  example  in  a 

higher  sphere." 


■J12 
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But  Reginald  scarcely  heeded  these  admoni-J 
tory  words ;  he  continued  aloud  the  train  ac 
thought  which  so    totally   absorbed   hu  erer^ 


"Should   I  BUTYive  this  crisis,   and  in  afte:'^ 
life  attain   to   any    degree   of   improyemeat — ■ — 
should  I  again  become  worthy  of  your  friend—"' 
ship,  you  will  have  inepired  me ;  your  adored^ 
image  will  either  lead  me  towards  excellence,    i 
or  else  will  hover  round  my  bed  of  death,  and 
receive  my  last  thought — my  last  look  I  for  my 
eyes  will  be  ever  upon  you,  fixed  with  a  sted- 
fast  gaze.  —  And  now   I  go  —  farewell,   Lady 
Elmsdale !   Pardon,  if  possible,  my  errors ;  and   j 
when  surrounded  by  every  circumstauce  which  J 
can  make  life  desirable,  cast  sometimes  a  thougbtl 
of  kindness  on  him,  who  would  willingly  expire  J 
to  obtain  another  glimpse  of  you." 

Poor  Nina,  deeply  distressed,  arose,  and  i 
vanced  towards  Reginald ;  she  held  out  '. 
hand. 
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*"'  Grod  blew  you,    Reginald ;"  she   sobbed ; 
did  you  know  how  deeply  I  suffer   at  this 
ment^  you  would  be  aware  that  it  is  in  kind- 
is — in  justice^  that  I  have  been  thus  explicit, 
oigire  me^  if  I  have  seemed  harsh — ungentle  ; 
^'O.t  last  night's  conversation — the  words  of  the 
^^xxsolent  Italian,  appeared  almost  to  change  my 
^^ture,  80  dreadful — so  unexpected^  were  they. 
^  iregret  deeply  to  part  thus — but  it  must  be. 
^V"ould  that  you  had  remained  as  you  were  for- 
**xerly  my  kind  brother — my  indulgent  friend ! — 
^u.t  as  it  is  not  thus  to  be,  we  must  indeed  say, 
ferewell. — So  again,  God  bless  you,  Reginald  !" 
Aj^ii  her  tears  fell  abundantly. 

^ginald,  unconscious  of  his  actions,  in  the 

%ony  of  his  heart,  sunk  on  his  knees  before 

*^®'>  pressed   the    fair   hands,   that   were    un- 

reeistingly  placed  in  his,  to  his  lips,  and  many 

*  fitter  drop  fell  upon  them.     It  would  be  hard 

^ay,  which  of  the  two,  at  this  moment,  felt  the 

^^t  acutely,  although  their  grief  flowed  from 

different  sources. 
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It  was  vith  difficulty  that  Nioa  terminate£»^ 
this  distressing  scene ;  and  when  at  length  sh^^^^j-J 
had  torn  herself  from  the  miserable  Reginalt^^  »■  J 
and  reached  her  own  apartment,  she  was  in  -  ^1 
state  of  agitation,  which  she  would  fain  conce^  ^^^  I 
from  every  eye.  She  locked  herself  into  h^__,_J 
room,  and  in  silence  and  sohtude  passed  many  ~^j.  j 
bitter  hoar.  d 


CHAPTBB  XCS: 

"pBrewell — !  if  ever  fondest  prayer, 
For  other's  weal  availed  on  high, 
Mine  will  not  all  be  lost  in  air — 
But  waft  thy  name  beyond  the  sky." 


"^BB  moment  of  awakening  the  next  morning, 
^^  indeed  a  painful  one  to  our  heroine.  We 
^*at  all  have  experienced  the  bitterness  of 
^*-^  first  rush  of  returning  consciousness,  which 
^hes  upon  the  mind,  after  the  deep  sleep, 
"^^i  sometimes  complete  oblivion,  which  suc- 
^^ds  any  great  eicitemt-nt  or  distress — the 
^^insitory,  though  perfect  f  ngetfulness  of  feel- 
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ings,  which  have  been  ptunfully  wrought  upon 
rendering  the  sufferingB,  which  by  degreei 
the  fatal  remembrance  of  the  last  day's  conflic 
occafiions,  even  more  trying,  when  with  a  chillj 
shudder  it  creeps  before  the  imagination ;  uii' 
folding,  by  alow  and  cruel  degrees,  the  scenei 
of  unhappiness,  which  for  a  few  short  houtv 
had  faded  from  the  memory. 

The  CounteBB  awoke  from  her  feverish,  thoug 
profound  sleep,  unrelreBhcd  and  really  3 
She  was  evidently  so  much  indisposed,  tfc 
the  attentive  Lisette,  who  had  marked  tS 
agitation  of  her  demeanour  the  day  befor" 
now  insisted  upon  her  remaining  in  bed;  an; 
indeed  she  received  no  opposition  to  her  en- 
treaties. The  ConntesB  had  given  hopea  U 
her  fond  husband  and  iriends,  which  render« 
her  more  than  ever  interesting  and  predoui 
to  them.  She  was  likely  to  become  a  mother 
and  her  youth  and  delicacy  occasioned  many  at 
s  thought. 
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She  was  lying  quiedy,  vainly  endeavouring  to 

^l^xxt  out  from  her  mind,  reflections^  which  she 

felt,  were  indeed  too  distressing  for  her  present 

'^v'eakened  state  of  nerves  to  dwell  upon^  when 

^He   door  slowly  opened,  and  Lord  Elmsdale 

approached  the  bedside  of  his  Countess.     On 

^^aring  bis  step,  she  turned  hastily  rounds  and 

'having  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  countenance, 

■*iie  surprised  him,  by  suddenly  starting  from 

**er  pillow,  and  fixing  her  eyes  eagerly  and 

^^Idly  upon  him. 

"Tell  me  what  has  happened,"  she  ex- 
^l^imed,  with  almost  breathless  agitation; 
^^d  certainly  the  Earl  looked  unusually  pale, 
^^^  there  were  traces  of  sorrow  upon  his  ex- 
l^X'^jssive  features.     He  immediately  answered : 

^'  I  have  been  agitated,  dearest ;  however,  I 

^^^ght  to  have  been  prepared — poor  Reginald !" 

At  these  words  the  emotion  and  nervousness 

^^^^der  which  Nina  had  before  laboured,  in- 

^^^ased  to  a  frightful  pitch.     **  Gracious  Hea- 

VOL.  II.  L 


vena !  he  has  told  all,"  was  the  thought  i 
rushed  through  her  mind,  hut  she  spoke  i 
She  sat,  looking  deadly  pale,  her  eves  s-^^H 
fixed  upon  Lord  Elmsdale,  with  wild  disteii«3fi" 
pupils,  and  her  heart  almoet  audible  in  '* 
pulsations.  It  was  a  brief  space  of  tortur-^:*^ 
suspense. 

"  My  sweetest  Nina,"  exclaimed  Lord  El*-^" 
dale,  "  do  not  look  so  terrified.  Lie  down  t^^^ 
compose  yourself,  and  I  will  tell  you  all," 

She  sank  back  ujKin  her  plUow  and  turn  ^^ 
away  ber  fecc.  The  communication  the  E^** 
had  to  make  was  this. — ^That  morning's  couri»* 
bad  brought  intelligence,  which  saved  iU_*-' 
unhappy  Reginald  from  all  further  trouble  an»-*^ 
explanation,  with  regard  to  breaking  to  hio-' 
patron,  the  circumstance  of  his  intended  depai--^ 
ture.  Despatches  had  arrived  from  Elmsdale, 
containing  must  distressing  accounts  of  the  state  of 
Mr.  Stanley,  and  desiring  that  Reginald  should, 
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^^ttiout  a  moment  of  unnecessary  delay,  hasten 
^  Ikis  niffermg  parent. 

Xiord  Elmsdale,  although  almost  oyerwhelmed 
^^  the  sad  news,  with  his  usual  considerate 
^^dness,  communicated  it  as  cautiously  to 
^^^^^ginald  as  his  own  overcharged  feelings  would 
t^mit  Earnestly  did  he  long  to  accompany 
^^^im,  once  more  to  behold  his  respected  friend  ; 
^lit  he  had  only  power  to  pour  forth  his  senti- 
^^ents,  by  writing  in  a  strain  which  he  trusted 

'ould  be  soothing  and  comforting  to  the  dying 


He  told  him,  that  he  would  henceforth  be 
SL  &ther  to  his  son,  that  his  eye  would  ever  be 
i3.pon  him,  watching  over  his  interests  with 
JXTsevering  anxiety,  and  never  losing  sight  of 
l»i  welfare.  He  said  all  that  was  likely  to 
retnoye  every  remaining  vestige  of  doubt  and 
liness,  concerning  the  temporal  well-doing 
this  much  loved  child :  and  mercifully  was 
good  Stanley  spared  from  the  sorrow  of 

L  2 
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itection  of   t^9l 


knowing,  that  although  the  protection 
Earl   would  ever  he  extended  to  his  ^arLi.~^ 
Eon,  vet,  that  his  own  folly  had  btmished  1 1  'Sf 
from  the  fostering  roof,  which  otherwise  mi^^il 
have  continued  a  happy  home  to  him.      Aad     1 
was   also   most  fortunate,  that  the   benevol^^* 
Lord  Elmsdale,  in  the  unconsciousness  of  his  «-  ^ 
Euspicioue,  confiding  heart,  was  able,  freely  ta^-    , 
sincerely,  to  make  promises,  which  were  c«rMi-^^ 
to  shed  peace  and  calmness  over  the  last  hour^^ 
ofthe  poor  father;  for  painful  solicitude  for  Begi- 
nald,  was  the  only  impediment  to  the  perfect 
tranquillity,  which  the  pious  faith  of  his  hopes    ' 
had  afforded  to  his  mind.     Thus  soothed  from 
every   earthly  care,  the  good   man   could  lay 
himself  down  to  take  his  rest  in  peace — iiay — 
even  in  joy.     His  antinpations  of  a  future  state 
were  bright  and  encoura^ng, — death  had  been    , 
robbed  of  its  sting.  j 

Overwhelmed  with  every  description  of  kind- 
ness by  the  Earl,  the  miserable  Reginald,  his 
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^^  filled  to  bursting   with  sorrow,  shame, 

^^ter  regret,  and  gratitude,  which  now  seemed 

^  add  to  the  agony  of  his  feelings,  in  a  state  of 

'I'Uiid  pitiable  in  the  extreme,  threw  himself  into 

^^  travelling  carriage,  and  departed. 

The  Earl  gave  these  details  in  as  few  words 
tt  possible  to  Nina. 

*•  Poor  fellow  !"  he  added,  •*  you  may  imagine 
Ww  my  heart  bleeds  for  him — I,  who  love  his 
&ther  as  a  son.  I  never  saw  any  one  so  com- 
pletely overcome.  I  have  sent  my  own  man, 
Harris,  with  him,  for  he  was  not  in  a  state  to 
ti^vel  alone ;  indeed,  I  have  long  remarked  his 
^tered  looks,  and  with  such  an  affliction  in  store 

^^  him,  my  heart  responds  to  every  pang  he 
feels,*' 

^ina  did  not  once  interrupt  her  Lord  in  his 

'^^'^ative.     With  her  face  buried  in  the  bed- 

^^^thes,  she  lay  struggling  with  her  own  varied 

^Ungs.     The  Earl,  much  agitated,  paused  for 

^  few  moments,  and  then  proceeded  to  speak. 
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lis  waiti^^H 
taal  distreaHH 


"  Of  conne  I  did  not  propoee  Iiia  i 
see  yoQ  ;  it  vonld  luTe  been  a  miitaal  distr 
but  I  said  for  you,  Nina,  all  that  I  am  erne  -von 
woqU  hare  wished  to  express,  and  he  vas  b*- 
^  tisfied  and  gratified  ;  for  srhilst  he  was  wringiBg 
my  band  in  parting,  he  faltered  out,  for  he  «>*>" 
•carcely  speak,  '  Say  to  the  Coontees,  that  *9 
Ugt  words  were  of  gratitude  and  respecL  V^T 
the  Almighty  shower  down  ever}-  blessing  o^^*^ 
her!'" 

Nina's  tears   now  flowed   freely,   and  tfc^^* 
lelieved  the  heariness  of  her  heart. 

UpOTi  ereiy  subject,  there  are  diversities 
opinion,  and  some  of  my  readera  may  perchan*-*^ 
have  viewed  our  heroine's  conduct  nnder  diS^ 
ferent  aspects.  We  mean,  particularly,  in  all*^ 
aton  to  the  circumstance,  of  her  being  the  firs^ 
to  bring  to  hght,  trom  the  hidden  recesses  of  hi^* 
heart,  the  unfortunate  attachment  of  Beginald.  ' 
Some  may  hare  thought  that  she  acted  well ;  some 
may  bUme  her,  and  say,  "  Afler  all,  the  youag 
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^^^<i  had  not  avowed  his  pasdon^  and  might 
**^Vcr  have  done  no^  had  she  not  drawn  forth  a 
^^^^rfesaion  of  his  love.  Would  it  not  have  been 
^K^ore  modesty  more  discreeti  to  have  pretended 
^St^orance  of  its  existence  T' 

Her  character   may  be  deemed   unnatural, 

^^i^£einiiiine;  but  in  any  opinion  derogatory  to  our 

^^l^iarming  heroine,  we  could  never  be  induced  to 

^oi^cur !  Indeed,  we  earnestly  wish  that  her    * 

'>right  example  may  be  followed    by  those  of 

fair  readers,  who  ever  may  be  so  situated  as  to 

exposed  to  a  similar  triaL    We  fear  that  there 

many  who  have  been  subjected  to  an  or- 

^^al  of  the  same  kind ;  we  mean,  the  annoyance 

shame  of  discovering  traces  of  an  incipient 

don,  in  one  whom  circumstances  have  thrown 

^^X'timately  into  their  society.    They  may  have 

X^^iceived  it,  and  deplored  it;  and  yet,  from  irre- 

^^^ludon,  timidity,  or  felse  shame,  have  allowed 

^^   to  take  its  own  course ;  and  thus,  from  not 

'^^ving    checked  the    insidious   feeling  in  its 
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infancy,  the  sentimetit  has  gained  strength.     By 
the  most  gradual  and  latent  steps,  the  destructioii 
of  virtue  and  principle  advances.      The   coa- 
sequenccs  of  imprudence  do  not  unveil   them- 
selves at  first ;  but  as  it  rolls  on,  its  direfiil  effects 
become  apparent :  it  creeps  on  insidiously  &oikk. 
step  to  step,  until,  by  a  train  of  circumstances-  ^ 
the  government   of  the  mind  is  irrecoverably^ 
lost.      It  is  thus  that  every  unworthy   feelin^^ 

swells  and  blackens,  if  not  at  once  destroyed  i 

the  bud;  like  the  small  cloud,  such  as  tli^E: 
prophet's  servant  sa.w,  no  bigger  than  a  maa^  - 
hand,  rising  from  the  sea,  but  which  soon  carriers 
the  tempest  under  its  wing. 

No — fearlessly  we  affirm  our  conviction,  tha»  .* 
our  young  heroine  pursued  not  only  the  path  of^ 
rectitude,  but  of  sound  wisdom,  which  derived 
its  source  from  a  heart  of  perfect  purity  and 
innocence.  She  did  not  stop  in  her  course, 
weakly  to  temporize ;  boldly  at  once  she  came 
to  the  point,  when  she  discovered  that  the  mad 
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*^^ou  of  the  young  Secretary  was  no  longer 

^^estion  of  doubt,  not  only  to  herself,  but  to 

otVi 
^^^.    She  acted  with  perfect  judgment.    Had 

^  endeavoured  to  take  a  circuitous  path,  she 

^Kt  have  found  herself   embarrassed — per- 

^    ^ied;  the  labyrinth  might  indeed  have  become 

^cate,  the  clue  lost  which  was  to  guide  her. 

^at  Nina  had  been  taught,  from  the  moment 

^^  could  distinguish  good  from  evil,  to  what 

^^Onitor  she  must  resort  in  every  dubious  case 

'**'*"^that  inward  voice,  whose  decision  she  must 

^^^^Usider  infallible. 

Our  young  and  inexperienced  readers  may 

^'^st  secure,  that  there  is  scarcely  any  trans - 

^^^tion  of  importance  whatever,  in  human  life — 


weighty  question,  that  holds  us  in  suspense 

to  its  performance,  but  that  our  conscience 

"^riU  suggest  the  difference  between  right  and 

'^^tong;  and  the  principle  of  integrity  will,  if  we 

■isten  to  it,  imperatively  give  a  clear  decision. 

L  5 
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The  lustre  of  virtue  outshines  all  other  bright- 
ness; wherever  that  polar  star  directs  as,  to 
that  point  let  us  steer  our  course.  Let  us  ask 
this  one  question  of  our  hearts ;  "  Which  is  the 
most  honourable  conduct — the  part  most  becom- 
ing tho  station  in  which  we  move — the  character 
which  we  wish  to  preserve — the  expectations  of 
those  whose  opinions  we  value,  whose  love  and 
good  opinion  are  our  most  precious  posses- 
eions?"  Being  once  deuded  as  to  this,  we 
need  hesitate  no  longer;  we  may  pursue  oar 
path  of  integrity,  without  turning  to  the  right 
or  to  the  left. 

However  unusual  or  extraordinary  was  the 
course  which  the  conscience  of  our  heroine  sug- 
gesteil  her  to  adopt,  it  was  surely  the  high  road 
on  which  the  light  of  the  sun  may  shine, 
straightforward  and  open.  How  fervently 
would  we  wish  every  young  wife  to  emulate 
her  example,  and  then  our  hearts  would  i 
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*:n  be  pained  and  shocked,  by  details  of  do- 

*-'stic  woes  and  frailties. — Husbanda  estranged 

^ta  iJieir  wives  ;    the  wife    forgetting  what 

ler  bounden   duty  towards   her   husband  ; 

*"Oiking  the  sacred  tie  which  ought  to  be  bo 

*^«r  and  binding ;  leaving  him,  whom  she  had 

^"wed  before   her  God,   to  love,  honour  and 

^**iey,  till  death  alone  should  sever  the  sacred 

Society  would  be  in  a  far  lesa  degenerate  state, 
'«re  the  first  dawning  indicationG  of  feelings, 
'liich  mufit  be  criminal  in  their  continuance, 
*t,   once  resolutely  extinguished — had  women 
*nly  the  moral  courage,  to  shew  at  once  that 
•■*Viey  were  fully   awake    to   the   responsibility 
^*f  maintaining  their  own  respectability,  instead 
^1  weakly  suffering  attentions  which  feed  their 
t^uerile   vanity  —  at  first,   perhaps,   harmlessly 
enought  but  which,  by  constant  feeding,  in- 
creases.     For  what  is  the  consequence  of  al- 
lowing imprudent,  though  innocent,  familiarity  ? 


■Other  eyes  begin  to  see  their  folly.  Remarks 
are  elicited,  suspicions  cDgendcrcd,  and  uu- 
tasinesa  created,  in  those  most  interested  in 
iheir  welfare.  And  what  renders  the  finale  still 
more  fatal,  hj  allowing  the  continuance  of 
such  questionable  assiduities,  the  subtle  fliime 
too  often  communicatee  itself  to  the  heart, 
which  ought  to  be  proof  against  so  devastating 
u  passion. 

W^  And  then  what  are  the  direful  results  ?— 
Ruin  to  peace  of  mind,  and  too  often  to  re- 
a-pectability,  virtue,  and  happiness. 

Had  every  woman  the  firmness  and  courage 
to  adopt  the  bold  step,  so  nobly  taken  by 
our  heroine,  then  would  the  columns  of  our 
English  press,  be  less  frequently  crowded  with 
details,  which  fill  the  mind  with  shuddering 
disgust,  and  which  have  the  effect  of  lowering 
the  standard  of  the  character  of  our  British 
K^ir  ones.     Let  a  woman  cotue  resolutely  i 
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^ard    to   her  own   rescue,    and   depend   upon 

^^>   she   wiQ  reap  her  own  reward,   if  it  be 

^^y  in  the  blessed  feeling  of  a  conscience  void 

^*  offence  towards  herself,  her  husband,  and 

^^r  God. 


\ 


CHAPTER  XX. 

"  Now  yean  have  given  my  Nina's  face 

A  thongbtAil  and  a  quiet  grace ; 

Though  happy  still — ^yet  *chance  dittreaa 

Hath  left  a  pensive  loveliness! 

Fancy  hath  tamed  her  fairy  gleams, 

And  thy  heart  broods  o'er  home-bom  dreams  f 

And  when  thou  speak^st,  thy  melting  tone, 

That  tells  thy  heart  is  all  my  own, 

Sounds  sweeter  from  the  lapse  of  years, 

With  the  wife's  love,  the  mother's  fears  I" 

We  most  now  make  use  of  a  theatrical  ma- 
noeuvre, and  let  down  the  curtain,  and  crave 
the  pardon  of  our  gentle  Readers  for  making 
a  considerable  gap  in  the  story,  and  for  not 
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**0'^ng  the  career  of  those  whom  we  have 

^^^^^nted  to  their  notice^  through  all  the  Yorious 

^^^es  of  their  Hves^  daring  the  long  interval 

^ht  years.      We  think  it  better  that  it 

^^^Tild  be  so,  that  the  little  more  which  is  to 

^    said,  shotdd  be  condensed  into  as  small  a 

^P^^  as  possible. 

^When   we   next    elevate    the   curtain,   and 

m  to  the  dramatis  persofue  of  our  narrative, 

find  the  Countess  of  Elmsdale   seated  in 

morning  room,  in  Arlington  Street.     The 

e  of  eight  long  years  has  altered  her  person, 

is  true ;  but  in'  this  instance,  time  had  per- 

^^>Tned  the  work  of  improvement.    The  flower, 

^^iiich  before  was  only  partially  blown,  had  then 

^^^lained  the  fall  perfection  of  its  open  charms. 

"^^ex  countenance,  always  expressive  and  sweet, 

^^^  gained  Ae  impress  of  deeper  and  more 

^^E^atured  feelings. 

When  we  next  introduce  the  sweet  Nina  to 
^^  readers,  she  is  at  her  writing  table;  the 
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iame  Iteautifiil  ringlets  full  over  her  iace,  as 
she  stoops  over  her  paper,  but  their  colour  is 
deeper  and  richer.  Her  figure,  though  rounded 
and  more  womanly,  is  in  the  most  perfect  pre- 
serration ;  and  as  she  looks  up  &am  her  oocu- 
pation,  and  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand^ 
as  if  in  meditation,  in  that  speaking  countenance^ 
the  observer  might  mark  the  growth  and  con — 
tinuatioD  of  those  virtues,  which  even  in  he^ 
younger  days  were  bo  eminently  conspicuoue. 

As   she   conUDued  to   muse,   by    degrees  ^ 
pensive  shade  seemed  to  overshadow  the  serenitw^; 
of  her  features ;  and  with  a  deep  drawn  sigh  k: 
she  might  have  been  seen  to  touch  the  springs 
of  a  bracelet  that  was  on  her  arm,  and  whilst  she^ 
appeared  to    gaze    with   intensity    upon   some   ^ 
object  which  it  contained,  large  tears  dropped 
&om  her  eyes.     But  she  brushed  them  hastily 
away,  moimuriog,  "  No,  this  must  not  be  ;  no 
vain  regrets  should  linger  in  this  heart.     It 
was  done  in  mercy,  in  justice,  no  doubt.     I  was 
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A^appy,  revelling  in  this  world's  bliss,  mak- 

8  this  earth  my  heaven.     Was  it  not  to  bid 

remember,  that  there  was  another  and  a 

^^  world,  to  which  I  ought  to   raise  my 

l^? — and    to  that  bourne,  they   are    now 

^*^ed,  where  I  humbly  hope  again  to  meet  my 

^ere  Nina  paused,  whilst  she  struggled  suc- 
^^•sfully  against  her  excited  feelings,  and  then 
'^^  continued  her  letter ;  and  ever  and  anon,  as 
raised  her  head  to  look  at  the  clock,  which 
on  the  chimney-piece,  her  countenance  was 
Im  and  composed. 

But  the  Countess  was  evidently  in  expectation 

an  arrival ;  for  she  put  down  her  pen  very 

I,  to  listen,  when   any  sound  like  that  of 

'^tsteps  met  her  ear,  the  colour  mounting  into 

cheeks,  then  leaving  them  paler  than  before. 

was  apparent  that  some  nervous  anticipation 

as  keeping  her  in  suspense. 

At  length,  her  quick  ear  detected  the  well- 
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known  tread  of  the  groom  of  the  cham 
followed  by  Bome  other  person.  Nina  M 
from  her  scat.  The  door  was  thrown  Q|fl 
Mr.  Stanley  was  announced.  ifl 

But  in  the  fine,  manly-looking  stn 
animation  sparkling  from  bis  eyes,  his 
plcxion  tinged  with  the  hue  of  health — w 
step,  firm  and  confident,  we  could  sea 
identify  the  pale — melancholy — thougL 
interesting,  Keginold.  He  advana 
towards  Lady  Elmsdalc ;  and  as  he  i 
to  face  before  her,  his  eyes  eagerly  scanniDj 
features,  some  powerful  emotion  evideDU] 
tatedbim.  ^ 

Nina  held  out  both  her  hands,  ^I^M 
afifectionately  seized,  and  bonding  with  dev 
over  them,  pressed  them  fervently  to  his 
she  did  not  attempt  to  withdraw  tliem, 
appeared  fully  to  participate  in  the  fee 
which  the  interview  called  forth. 


though 

ince^H 
leBtfl 
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^^d  in  her  eyes,  but  they  arose  from  a  joyful 


'  Beginald  1''  at  length  she  said,  "  how  de- 

^8^ted  I  am  to  see  you.    I  have  been  expecting 

^^U  all  the  morning,  with  the  most  anxious  im- 

^^tience.    How  you  are  altered  !'*  she  continued, 

^^   she  gazed  earnestly  and  affectionately  upon 

^^;  "and  I  must  add,  how  much  improved. 

"^^o  wonder,"  she  said,  archly  smiling,  '^  that  you 

^ould  have  made  so  brilliant  a  conquest." 

B^inald  &intly  coloured.      He  shook  his 

'^^ad,  and  something,  very  like  a  sigh,  heaved 

<>m  his  heart,  as  he  answered,  in  a  tone  of 

^>ice,  which  recalled  to  the  Countess  past  days, 

"Yes,  I  am  changed,  Lady  Elmsdale,   in 

^Xrery  respect,  save  one,  and  that  can  never 

^Xter ;  it  is  in  the  unbounded  devotion,  gratitude, 

^^d  affection,  which  I  must  ever  feel  towards 

Yourself,  and  your  noble  husband.     What  do  I 

'^V)t  owe  to  you  both  ?"  continued  Reginald,  as 
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he  took  the  Beat  to  which  Nina  invited  him^ 
her  side,  on  the  sofa. 

"Oh!"  exckimcd  Nina,  "  do  not  renew  the 
old  history  of  your  gratitude  ;  you  have  already 
aud  loo  much  upon  it ;  remember,  Lord  Elms- 
dale  lias  always  considered  you  as  bis  adopted 
son,  and  the  son  of  the  dearest  friend  he  ever 
poesesaed  on  earths  There  is  one  subject 
which  is  uppermost  in  my  thoughts,  and  on 
which  I  am  all  curiosity  to  hear  every  parti- 
cular; therefore,  on  that  I  beg  you  will  only 
speak.     It  is  of  yoar  approaching  marriage." 

"Dearest  Lady,"  rephed  Reginald,  "hon 
little  did  I  imagine  that  the  time  would  ever 
arrive,  when  I  could  calmly  sit  by  your  side^. 
and  talk  of  such  an  event.  But  the  moment  ias^ 
come,  and  God  knows  that  I  am  thankful  thacV 
so  it  should  be.  How  many  years  have  elapsed^ 
since  the  miserable  moment  when  I  parted  from-fV 
you  at  Naples — how  many  events  have  occurred!!  J 
and  yet  now  I  see  you  again,  so  little  altered- 
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^^actly  the  image  of  lier,  whom  my  pre- 

^'•^ptuous  heart  dared  first  to  worship^  I  fear 

^^  I  might  aUnost  go  back  to  the  days  of  the 

^^etched  Keginald,  who  was  sent  an  outcast 

^^m  your  presence." 

These  words^  however,  were  pronounced  in 
manner  that  did  not  seem  to  give  ofience  to 
ly  Elmsdale.   She  only  laughed  and  blushed, 
^^hilst  she  said, 

''No,  thank  Heaven!  those  days   are  over. 

^f  ou  are  grown  wiser,  and  fortunately  have  dis- 

^^vered  another  goddess,  before  whose  shrine 

^ou   may  legitimately  bend  your  knee.     We 

"^^l  not  talk  of  old  grievances;  why  remind  me 

of  what  I  had  almost  forgotten?     You  must 

tiell  me  so  much  about  your  intended.     I  have 

Oesired  that  no  one  should  be  admitted,  and  I 

4o  not  expect  Lord  Elmsdale  to   return  from 

Windsor  until  one  o'clock;  therefore,  we  shall 

liave  time  for  a  long  and  confidential  gossip.     I 

have  kept  the  letter  open  which  I  am  writing  to 
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Alice,  that  I  may  repeat  the  aubstanc^ 
that  you  have  to  relate." 

"  Dear  Alice  I"  exclaimed  Reginalcl) 
ardently  I  long  to  see  her  again,  and  i 
eye-witnesa  of  her  happiness." 

"  She  is,  indeed,  a  perfectly  happy  wotti 
replied  the  CountesB ;  "  and  who  ever  dese 
to  be  BO,  more  than  that  excellent  creature? 
Herbert  is  a  devoted  husband,  and  her 
children  are  chaimlng." 

*'  But,  Lady  Elmsdale,  your  children-: 
report  describes  as  so  beautiful— I  am  a 
tience  to  be  introduced  to  them." 

"  All  in  good  time ;  but  I  have  a  great 
first  to  hear  from  yoti :  so  now  begin,  an^ 
me  all  about  your  bride-elect, — cTery  mi 
particiilar  concerning  her,  and  about  yourse 

"  It  would  be  a  very,  vertf  long  story,  ■ 
I  to  relate  to  you  all  the  drcumstaDces  of 
last  eight  years  ;  and  I  fear  you  would  com 
it,  for   the   moet  part,    but   a  friate  rela 
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Jy  in  the  few  conclading  years  of  my  pro- 
ion,    have    I   experienced   any  thing    like 
^'^^xishine,  to.  illumine  my  dreary  path.      All 
fore,  appeared  dark  and  stormy.     What  a 
of  time!"  he  continued;  "and  yet  every 
event — every  feeling,  is  vividly  before 
&ncy.     My  wildness — my  despair,  in  that 
'etched  moment  when  I  departed  from  Na- 
ples I     With   sorrow    and   deep   contrition   I 
^^onfess,    that  so  selfish   and    sinful  were  my 
^^^S^ets,  that  the  sad  and  ostensible  cause  which 
**^ok  me  away — my  dear  father's  illness,  perhaps 
^^  that  moment,  gave  me  the  least  portion  of 
^®  agony  I  endured,  during  the  journey.    Bear 
^«i  me.  Lady  Elmsdale,"  he  continued,  seeing 
^^t  she  would  fain  have  waved  hearing  this 
P^^t  of  his   history;    "you  must  receive   the 
^^le  of  my  confessions  ;  and  after  I  have  once 
^^eved  my  heart,  by  pouring  them  forth,  then 
^^tefully  win  I  thank  you,  for  allowing  the  re- 
^^brance  of  my  past  follies,  to  be  washed  in 
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the  waters  of  Lethe,  nad  never  again  be  brou^ 
to  light.     But  I  feel  that  1  owe  it  to  you,  to  c^— 
you  all  I  have  suffered  for  ray  sin, — and  sic^^ 
was,  in  having  abandoned  myself  so  complete-  '^^ 
to  a  feeling,  which,  had  il  not  been  for  yc:*- 
strength  of  mind,  your  pure  and  noble  caadtm-^  ^ 
might  indeed  have  proved  my  ruin,  and  h^» 
lost  for  me  the  confidence  and   friendEbip 
Lord  Elmsdaie,  who  has,  indeed,  been  a  p&r^?'  ^ 
to  me.     When  I  arrived  at  my  home,  oh !  it  v^^^ 
a  miserable  moment.     I  remember  that  it  <*"'' 
a  gloomy,    tempestuous   day.       Every 
around  seemed   changed,  and  desolate.     As 
passed  through  the  flower-garden,  which  \ 
to  welcome  one's  approach,  by  its  gay,  luxuriot.. 
beauty,  everything  looked  mournful  and  neg 
lected.     The  wind  had  scattered  the  blossoms— 
the    plants   were    broken   and   prostrate.       t 
seemed  as  if  the  hand  of  Alice  were  raiseitig  tc^ 
raise  the  drooping  heads.     I  entered  tho  house  ^''^ 
it  appeared  deserted.     How  well  I  recollect  thf^ 
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{eeling  oi  ''^iielineBs  which  crept  over  me — of 
fcai  anddiead,  m  I  crossed  the  deserted  hall. 
There  are  oiomenls  in  our  exietence,  the  re- 
membraBce  of  which  will  never  fiwie,  but  will 
ever  recur  with  the  sane  icy  chill  upon  the 
heart,  altiiough  dme  may  hare  rolled  on, 
tnd  crowding  events  may  have  usurped  their 

'"Onefgial  remembrance,  one  sgrrow,  wiU  tlirow 
'■•bleoJi  ihade  alike  o'er  our  joy>  and  oiirwoe.' 

"Hardly  knowing  what  I  was  about,  I  at  once 
''Oceeded  to  my  father's  chamber. 

"I  opened  the  door.  "What  a  scene  met  my 
v'csj  He  was  dying,  supported  in  the  arms 
'  poor  Alice — that  tender,  excellent  Alice, 
*  whom  I  had  been  so  cruel — bo  ungenerous." 
Here  Reginald  paused,  overpowered  by  this 
^tncmbrance,  and  Nina  wept  for  him.  In  a 
moments  he  continued : — 
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"  Mr.  Herbert,    and    Edward   Bruce,  wen 
kneeling  by  his  side;  the  former  was  pra; 
and    my    beloved,    my   excellent    father' 
moved,  as  if  following  his  pious  aspirations,     i^ 
who  had  never  learnt  to  control  my  fcelicgs, 
rushed  forward,  and  threw  myself  in  impotent 
wretihedness  upon  the  bed.     1  was  almost  in- 
sensible with  grief;  but  the  sound  of  his  Toice 
at  length  aroused  me,  and  I  raised  my  headi 
look  upon   a  countenance  which  was  about 
pass  for  ever  from  my  sight. 

"  '  Beginald,  my  son  !'  he  said  ;  '  oh !  bo*  ' 
have  prayed  to  behold  you  once  more ;  O*^ 
I    shall   die  in  peace.     My   child,'  he   co^^ 
nued,  and  he  raised  his  feeble  hand  upon  ^ 
head,  for  I  now  knelt  by  the  bed,  and  buried  t^     ^ 
face  in  the  coverlid :  '  be  virtuous — be  good'  ^"^ 
he  strong  in  that  faitli  which  has  sustained  ntf^^^ 
through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death ;  aacr  *^ 
then,  through  the  mercy  of  God,  we  may  hope^ 
to  meet  again.* 


Tee  little  wife.  i 

1  im  distresang  jt)u  with  these  melanclioly  1 
Jeuili,  my  deai  Lady  Elmsdale ;  but  I  wish  6 
ioTj-ou,  iow  at  length  I  was  brought  low— J 
»w,  and  Bhen,  my  correction  produced  amend* 
111,  itnd  I  was  enabled  to  shake  off  from  the 
incljos  of  their  exifiteuce,  my  sins  and  follii:-s, 
ttb  would  otherwise  hare  proved  constant 
j^edimeDts  in  my  path  through  life.  I  love 
jbBce  my  improvement  back  to  my  father's 
iL-bed.  It  is  painful,  but  still  a  aalis- 
ion  to  feel,  that  his  la^^t  words — his  dying 
^  saved  the  child  he  loved  so  well.  The 
teseion  I  received  at  his  death- bed,  caused  a 
Iplete  reaction  in  my  system.  Long  fed 
k  indulgence,  little  suited  to  this  uncertain 
ilj  proud  and  presumptuous  in  my  happiness, 
kd,  by  my  own  wickedness,  sharpened  the 
|t  of  the  sword,  which  was  lifted  up  to  smite 
L  From  the  morbid  state  of  my  feelings,  I 
JB  unarmed  to  struggle  against  adversity.  I 
j9  nothing  now  to  which  I  could  turn  in  my 
M  2 
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distress — intent  only  upon  my  own  gratificatS-       -oo, 
I  bad  pursued  a  career,  n'ithout  paostng  to  re- 

fleet  on  the  feelings  of  others; — the  ties  of  a^^^«c- 
tion,   the  sterner  ones   of  dutyi   I   had   alK^-'-'e 
forgotten.     £ven  Alice,  whose  kindness  at 'T^^ 
moment  might  have  been  my  greatest  cons^:^**" 
tion,  she  was  changed — my  conduct  had  ali^  x>s- 
led  even  her  affection.     True,  she  was  ge^dti^ 
and  kind,  as  it  was  her  nature  ever  to  be ;       •^ 
her  manner  was  totally  altered.      I  saw  that     ^ 
had  beea  striving,  and  successfully,  in  her  ef^ 
to  cast  from  her  heart  the  power  of   a  Ic:^ 

...  -  .4*^ 

which  her  maidenly  pride  scorned  to  cher*-*"^ 

when  unrequited.     So  then,  in  lonely  wret*^^^-^ 

edness,  remembrance  arose  from  its  deep  alu^^^ 

ber,  and  I  thought  of  all  the  real  happiaess-^"''^  ^^ 

the  consolations — I  had  abandoned,  in  graspir^^^^-^^^   ^j 

at  a  vain  shadow.     1  thought  of  my  father, 

oh  I  the  idea  was  bitter.     Even  now,  time  hi 

not  obliterated  the  agony,  when  I  rememb^^ 

how  be  loved  me — ^how  completely  bis  hspp^' 
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ilia  existence  was  wrapped  ap  in  seeing 
Be— taring  me  near  him — and  yet,  in  his  unsel- 
fcb  tenderness,  without  a  murmur,  he  allowed 
If  lo  depart,  when  willingly  I  chose  to  forsake 
A  strong  sense  of  my  ingratitude,  min- 
ed with  all  my  other  sorrowful  thoughts, 
ipirit  of  deep  a  elf-abasement — of  genuine 
Hiilence,  began  lo  pervade  my  heart.  And 
w,  when  I  thought  of  you,  Lady  ElmBdalc — 
It  I  will  not  dwell  upon  that  theme ;  I  know 
I  painful  to  both.  SufEce  it  to  say,  that  it 
a  work  of  time,  to  calm  in  any  degree,  my 
BpetuouB  feelings,  to  bring  them  at  all  under 
ibjection,  and  enable  me  to  re£cct  on  your 
Ne  image  without  remorse,  sin,  and  agony. 

You  know  the  sequel  of  my  history,  I 
tttild  not  bear  to  remain  at  the  cottage  ;  it  was 
fti»  the  home  of  Edward  Bruce,  and  his  sister, 
^gaveup  all  to  them,  and  besought  your  hus- 
■•••wl  lo  procure  me  employment  in  some  far  dis- 
•m  country.     My  excellent  friend  and  patron  1 
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how  truly  has  he  fulfilled  ereiy  promise 
poor  fadier.  You  know  how  he  has  w 
over  my  interests,  and  by  obtaining  for  me 
tituations  of  iropoi  lance,  has  enabled  me  to  earn 
fcr  ropelf,  some  degree  of  renowD-  The  hope 
of  distingaishing  myself — of  gaining  a  reputa- 
tion, which  would  reflect  honour  on  my  bene* 
&ctcT,  has  been  my  dearest  ambition  ;  snd  with 
this  idea  \ras  mingled,  I  may  add,  the  soothing 
thought,  that  the  time  might  come.  Lady,  when 
yoa  would  have  reason  to  improve  your  opinion 
of  my  character.  Your  image,  which  has  be«n 
Tividly  present  to  my  mind's  eye,  has  tmly  been 
the  magnet,  which  drew  me  on  in  the  pstbi 
which  I  may  say,  has  been  ultimately  one  of 
respectability,  if  not  fame.  How  h^hly-fs' 
Toured  have  I  been,  in  having  had  opportu- 
nities afforded  me  of  making  for  myself  a  na 
The  landable  ambition  of  my  early  days 
turned — again  I  applied  my  mind  to  literature. 
The  richly  cultivated  education  which  my  dear 
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ather  so  delighted  to  impart  to  me,  now  began 
*^  yield  abundant  fruits ;  I  found  that  I  pos- 
'essed  talents,  and  I  cultivated  them — you  know 
*l»e  reaulL  My  literary  worka  have  gained  for 
^»e  fortune  and  renown;  and  bringing  roe  under 

^e  notice  of  Lord  L ,    I  obtained  the  situa- 

taon  I  GO  long  held  under  him  in  Russia ; 
iQius  commenced  my  acquaintance  with  his 
|i^Ti{;hter. 

*  There  again.  Lady  Elmsdale,  it  was  your 
,*%nieinbiance  that  brought  me  at  length  to  her 
feet.  Strange  to  say,  there  exists  between  you 
d  Lady  Caroline,  an  extraordinary  likeness ; 
4U  least,  my  eyes  imagine  it,  and  it  was  that 
Resemblance  which  6rst  attracted  my  interest.  I 
"will  not  tire  your  patience,  by  the  tedious  detail 
-n!  my  love  afiair,  which  is  singular  indeed,  from 
.its  extraordinary  good  fortune,  to  an  individual 
so  humble  and  undeserving  as  myself;  I  will 

only  add,  that  Lord  L willingly  gives  me 

his  only  child,  and  I  am  proud  and  grateful  to 
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I  ™'*r\y  stage  of  our  courtship.     I  am  indeed 
*PPy-~rar  happier  than  I  expected  or  deserved 

*"  w»  and  my  felicity  is  complete,  now  that  I 


W 


seen  you  again,  dear  Lady  EIraadale, 


"nchinged  in  kindness  towards  me — ao  bloom- 

'"?  in  health,  and  from  your  countenance  beam- 

'"?  ihe  expression  of  an  unclouded  life," 

"  Yes !"  cried  Nina,  with  enthusiasm,  "  I  am 

I    '6<t,  far  beyond  the  ordinary  lot  of  mortals. 

**/  dearest  husband  is  unaltered  in  his  nnre- 

■  "llttiiig  attachment ;  indeed,  I  think  I  can  cun- 

K  *WenlIy  say,  that  his  love  is  even  more  devoted, 

"lore  exalted  in  its  nature,  since  time  and  ex- 

crience  have  changed  my  character — I  humbly 

Ust  I  may  add,  improved  it.     I  have  lost,  I 

•*pe,  many  of  my  childish  follies  and  frivolities, 

Qd  am  now  more  6l  to  be  the  companion  and 

md  of  my  husband.     Indeed,  Reginald,"  she 

^Elinned,  smiling  playfully,  "you  may  judge 

my  improvement,  when  I  tell  you,  that  even 

iiy  Grantham  now  tolerates  me  ;  nay,  extols 
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me,  and  tells  every  one  bow  charmed  she  is,  to 
remark  how  'pose'  Lady  Elmsdale  has  become, 
and  how  rarely  she  infringes  '  fes  bUnteancei  He 
la  societe. ' '' 

"  But  Lady  Elmsdale,"  said  Reginald,  eag«r- 
ly ;  "I  should  be  quite  unhappy,  if  I  thoaght 
you  had  lost  those  elastic  spirits,  the  remem- 
brance of  which  I  even  now  dwell  upon,  as 
bright  sparkling  moments,  never  to  be  forgot 
of  which  I  think  as, 

"  'The  frolic  wing  thai  breatbM  of  Spring.' 
Oh !  how  often  in  memory  has  your  cheerful  .^^ 
ringing,  musical  laugrh  sounded  upon  my  fan* 
itnd  there  was  nothing  but  the  sweetest  melcsC^^T 
in  the  tone.  Say  not,  I  beseech  you,  that  y^t  "^^ 
have  become  grave," 

"  No,"  rephed  Nina,  "  I  can  still  laugh — ~~^ 
can  still  be  gay ;  it  wonld  break  Lord  Elmsdale^'- 
heart,  if  his  little  wife  had  lost  her  smiles — he^**"' 
cheer  (illness.     He  loved  me  first,  I  believe,  fo. 
the  Itveliness  of  my  miad ;  knd  I  -would  ■ucfa'*^^ 


<on,  as 

^OttM^H 


THE  UTTLB   WIPK-' 


'W        'wiifa  iose  the  attractioo,  which  was  at  first  a  no- 

^H        ftlty,  and  afterwards  became  dear  to  bim.    But, 

^H        fiejinald,  I  am  older  by  many  years,  since  we 

^H       4>rt:"  and  here  her  voice  trembled;  "though 

^B     <^ppy,   bleet  beyond  my  dceerts,  I  have   not 

^B    ^scaped  a  severe  trial — since  I  saw  you,  I  have 

^1   ^aiown  what  misery  is — I  have  made  acquaint- 

^r  -^t^Ktce  with  deep  sorrow ;  but  I  have  also  learnt 

*o  tb*nk  God,  that  He  has  tried  roe.     Yes,  Regi- 

**  aid,  I  was  too  happy — how  far  too  happy  !    It 

^'^^as  an  unnatural  state  of  existence — it  partook 

*^^»  much  of  heaven  for  this  world,  and  con- 

^*^=quently,  I  became  presiiniptuous  in  my  pros- 

^^«rity — I  looked  round,  and  saw  nothing,  but 

■^^fce  brightestjoy.     Affluence  poured  its  unboun- 

*ied  plenitude  upon  me.     I  had  a  husband 

"^chom  I  adored ;  children,  beautiful,  blooming, 

full  of  health — it  was  too  much  ;  the  cup  of  joy 

^■ras  overflowing,  and  in   overwhelming  pleni- 

t^nde  I  became  ungrateful,  unmindful ! — I  forgot 

to  give  due  praise  to  Him,  from  whom  it  all 
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flowed;  in  short,  I  woisbipped  the  creatur-^ 
■nd  forgot  the  Creator.  In  my  vain  securi  "* 
I  never  cootempUted  the  idea  of  change  lu^s 
sorrow.  'Why  shoold  I  ? — all  tny  joys  seenm-  - 
80  firm — BO  stahle.  My  husband  in  the  priiK=: 
of  life — in  perfect  health ;  my  children  !  tzJ 
coloar  of  the  rose,  glowed  not  brighter,  than  tiJ 
beautiful  hue  which  tinted  their  fail  cheeks.  " 
But  Reginald,"  she  continued,  as  with  aa  ^^ 
piessioii  oi  deep  agony,  she  fixed  her  cye«  up»i"" 
him  ;  "  amidst  this  lovely  cluster  of  bloBsoi^^ 
there  was  oOe,  a  bud  of  toch  beau^ — so-  ^ 
promise  V* 

And  here  she  paused — she  could  not  pro( 
she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  and  v 
for  some  time  silent ;  and  Reginald,  with  fee  -^^ 
ings  which  entered  most  fully  into  the  sorro^^^ 
of  this  fair  creature,  as  he  looked  upon  het^^ 
thought,  even  moralised  upon  the  idea,  v'^^ 
[he  impartiality  with  which  the  hand  of  Goc^  ' 
diffus«s  good  and  evil.      Even  this  sweet  youn^ 
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•^i"^,  so  highly  gifUtl  by  fortune,  bad  not 
'Ksped  the  general  lot  of  mankind — severe 
'naJ;  wliich  seemingly  equalizes  the  destiny  of 
*Qe  most  favoored,  with  the  leas  prosperous 
•'ale  of  others.  And  truly  the  poor  mother 
**a(l  been  sorely  tried ;  "  alas  !  the  best  of  God's 
^snhly  gifts  are  ours,  only  for  the  shortest 
l*-«riod8.  The  dearest  and  sweetest  of  chil- 
^i-Wn,  are  but  as  flowers  from  our  hearenlj 
-^■^"ather's  garden,  which  often  come,  but  as  a 
^»animer's  loan,  and  then  away  again.  Happy 
*":»fywho  can  hold  them  with  as  loose  a  hand, 
*-**"aa  wise  a  heart,  as  to  restore  them  thankfully 
^**d  cheerfully,  when  called  for,  by  Him,  from 
^*"«H)m  they  came." 

Lady  Elmsdale  soon  roused  herself  from  the 
***^l  of  grief  to  which  she  had  given  way,  and 
^'^^d,   in  a  tone  of   cahnness   which   surprised 
_*^Kinald, 

**  Yes,  T  have  suffered  for  my  forgctfulness — 
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rial    has  U^^| 


my  idolatry ;  and  I  trust  the  trial 
sanctified  to  me.  I  will  no  longer  pain  yoa,  by 
speaking  of  a  sorrow,  which  however,  is  the 
constant  companion  of  my  heart,  which  seems 
ever  to  walk  by  my  side.  No,"  she  said,  gettin;; 
up,  and  ringing  tlie  bell ;  "  you  shall  have  no 
more  tears — no  more  gloom ;  you  shall  see  the 
darlings  which  have  been  graciously  spared  to 
me." 

Lord  and  Lady  Elmsdole  had  lost  a  lovely  child 
suddenly  and  unexpectedly, — one  upon  which 
all  their  dearest  hopes  were  fixed.  Dreadful 
were  the  sufferings  of  the  bereaved  parents,  but 
they  had  struggled  for  the  sake  of  each  other, 
and  this  affliction  had  been  blessed  to  them  in 
increase,  if  possible,  of  mutual  tenderness ;  and 
also,  in  a  far  more  hallowed  manner,  for  both 
were  thus  brought  nearer  to  the  footstool  of 
their  God.  

Nina  required  to  be  placed  i]i  the  furnai 
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sSiciJOD,  before  the  most  etrikiog  features  of 
her  ^th  could  be  brought  out,  or  the  highest, 
ud  tDOBt  beautiful  points  in  her  naturally  lofty 
«h»nicter,  revealed.  Our  excellent  Earl  and 
Coantese  were  tried  in  the  ordeal  of  sorrow,  and 
were  purified  by  it — in  love  and  mercy,  they 
^ere  chastened.  They  were  awakened  from 
fltUchmenta  that  were  binding  them  too  fiist  to 
tiiii  earth,  encouraging  them  to  create  for  them- 
■selves  a  paradise  here, — this  fleeting  home, 
"^liich  is  indeed  no  abiding  place. 

At  this  moment,  the  sound  of  a  carriage 
*5nving  rapidly  up  to  the  door,  caused  the 
*^^-aiintess  to  start  from  her  seat,  and  fly  to  the 
^•mdow. 

'*  Here  ia  Lord  Elmsdale  !"  she  exclaimed  ; 
^*  another  instant  he  had  entered  the  room, 
**«3  was  claeped  in  the  arms  of  his  dear  little 
^''ife  ;  and  Reginald,  as  he  looked  with  glisten- 
^*g  eyes  upon  the  meeting,  remembered  his 
^^at  introduction  into  that  very  apartment. 
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He  thouglit,  as  he  noted  Lady  Elmsdale's 
reception  of  her  lord  at  this  monieiit,  that  be 
had  not  before  marked  the  great  improvement, 
which  time  bad  wrought  upon  her  general 
bearing.  In  her  manner)  there  was  no  longer 
to  be  seen,  the  childish  impolse  of  joy,  with 
which  at  seventeen  she  had  received  ber  hus- 
band. Now  did  she  evince  the  chastened  ten- 
derness of  the  deeply  feeling  wife — the  wife 
who  had  go  long  been  a  sharer  in  all  his  joys — 
in  all  his  griefs,  and  who  had  proved  tbe  friend 
— the  solace — the  sunshine  of  his  days. 

And  here  we  will  leave  the  trio.  It  is  the 
happiest  moment  we  could  choose  to  bid  them 
farewell :  Eeginald,  reunited  to  his  dearly  loved 
friends,  on  the  threshold  of  every  earthly  feli- 
city ;  and  our  charming  heroine,  in  the  enjoy- 
ment of  as  large  a  share  of  worldly  happiness,  .ts 
can  be  looked  for  in  this  chequered  stale  of  ex- 
istence. 
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9        to  in  tfie  possession  of  her  love ;  and  every 

\        y^  that  rolls  over  his  head,  nay,  every  hour 

^^  pttses^  binds  him  with  a  stronger  cord  of 

^ffachinent  to  his  truly   excellent,    and   most 

^^™nning  Little  Wife. 


THE  BARONET'S  DAUGHTERS, 


"  But  in  the  haman  breast, 

^  thooiand  still,  small  voices,  I  awake, 

Strong  in  their  sweetness,  from  the  soul  to  shake 

^«  mantle  of  its  rest. 

*■  ^me  with  all  my  train, — 

^ho  calls  me  lovely  ?" 

Mrs.  Hemans. 
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^Vii^ 


CHAPTER  I. 

-K    AM  sure  if  any  living  soul  has  cause  to  be 

^^^^Ifiil,  for  the  elasticity  of  mind  and  spirit, 

^^ch  enables  one  to  bound  over  the  worries  of 

worlds  and  rise  superior  to  the  weight  of 

^^^imstances,  which  bow  one    to  the   earth, 

it  * 

^  myself! — and  yet  so  strong  is  the  contradic- 

^^  of  human  nature  within  me,  that,  bitter  as 

^^nfess  some  of  my  recollections  to  be,  I  can 

^d  a  pleasure  in  dwelling  on  them,  which 

^1)8  memory  of  a  pang,  and  renders  the  effort 
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of  recalling  those  Tanisbcd  years,  anything  b 
a  painful  one. 

Mine  has  been  a  chequered  life,  I  own — 
one  of  lights  and  shadows,  the  latter  predo- 
minating heavily, — and  yet,  now  that  I  can 
rest  on  my  oare,  and  look  back  in  the  "  twilighl 
of  my  heart,"  upon  the  vast  flood  of  events, 
through  which  I  have  passed,  the  bright  spote 
shine  out  more  vividly,  than  they  seemed  to  do 
at  the  moment ;  and  time  has  certainly  softaieil 
and  worn  off,  much  of  the  bitterness  which  I 
then  felt  so  acutely. — But  this  Is  an  old  wBf- 
ment — a  feeling  that  must  speak  home  W  e'*'^ 
one,  who  has  lived  long  enough  to  moiw*^* 
yet  not  morbidly,  on  life  and  its  trials. 

^Vhen  my  sister  Gertrude  and  I  wei"^ 
introduced,  jt  was  under  the  auspices   c^ 
elder  sister  Frances,  for  we  had  been  moth 
several  years ;  but  we  never  looked  up  v^^ 
as  we  should  have  done  to  a  mother — sfae__ 
such  a  haughty,  flighty,  ambitious  chi 
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*^  utterly  worldly  ;  and  yet  that  worldliness  did 

^^^  extend  its  influence,  over  her  own  affections 

^to  08,  she  was  warm  and  affectionate,  though 

Sometimes  wilful  and  precipitate — I  am  afraid 

^^was  a  feimily  fidling,  for  we  were  all  more 

**^  less  wilM,  except  my  younger  sister,  Ger- 

^^de,  whose  amiability  it  was  impossible  to 

'Ziffle. — ^Then  we  had  two  little  sisters,  of  five 

^^i  six  years  of  age,  Bose  and  Carry,  who 

played  their  little  parts,  in  the  game  of  life,  as 

•^^U  as  any  of  us* 

In  the  eyes  of  the  world,  we  were  a  very 

*^^ppy  family,  for  we  were  linked  together  by 

^0.«  strongest  chain  of  kindred  love,  that  ever 

^^^^und  five  hearts  in  one ;  but  if  those  "  eyes  of 

^^c  world**    could    have    looked    behind   the 

^^^^rtain,  they  would  have   seen  that   the  Sir 

"Edmund  Carrysfort,  who  was  such  a  fascinating 

^^Un  in  society,  was  one  of  the  sternest  fathers 

*^  ever  wielded  the  paternal  sceptre.     It  has 

^4^n  struck  me,  that  his  temper  was  soured  by 
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the  BQCceBsion  of  ^Is,  which  hid  fair  to  he-^ 
the  family  estates  to  a  distant  relalioii,  a  wretch' 
attorney,  to  whom  he  had  an  iut-incible  disUkt 
and  tliis  idea  of  mine  was  strengthened  wh^^ 
my  mother  died,  in  giving  birth  to  an  heir,  w1 
hardly  survived  her  a  day — because  I  recoUec:^ 
the    attendant    medical    men,    hinting   at    tbi 
possibility  of  saving  one,  and  my  father's  mutteiec^ 
reply — it  rings  in  my  ear  to  this  very  hom  !■ 
"  If  I  was  certain  of  the  sex — then   I  migbt^ 
give  an  opinion  !" — Thank  God !  he  did  not  give 
an  opinion.  Gertrude  and  I,  were  sitting  on  the 
etairs,  which  led  to  my  mother's  room, at  the  time, 
and  we  pressed  each  other's  hands  in  silence.  We 
had  heard  of  some  such  a  speech  before,  but 
then  it  was  from    an  Emperor's  lips,  and  a 
kingdom,   an   empire,  depended   on    the    tiny 
life  I     Coirysfort  Park  was  a  glorious  place,  and 
certainly  it  was  a  princely  property,  to  devolve 

on  that  creature  Maule  Cairysfoit,  yet  still 

oh,  I  never  forgot  that  dreadful  speech ! — Ger- 
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^^de  never  thought  of  it  again^  for  a  few  hours 

^■^rwards,  we  were  all  sharing  our  common 

8^ef,  in  the  solitude  of  the  gloomy  drawing- 

''OfDm;  but  it  often  came  back  to  me,  in  after 

^^68,  and  serred  as  a  reason,  for  my  father's 

*^ange  severity  towards  some  of  us.     I  say 

*  9ome  of  us,"  because  my  sister  Frances  was  too 

^i^h,  and  haughty,  to  be  under  subjection,  and 

Grcrtrade  was  a  favorite ; — I  stood  between  the 

^^vv'o,  and  am  almost  certain,  that  the  showers 

reprimand,  and  correction,  lavished  on  me, 

'€re  often  meant  for  their  edification — a  sort  of 

Uttdirect  way  of  telling  them  their  duty,   or 

^^rforming  them  of  its  neglect ! — 


Vol.  lu  N 


CHAPTEE  II.    - 


Shortlt  after  my  motiier's  death,  i 
repaired  to  town,  &om  ~YoTkBhire ;  and  as  m^r^- 
t'atbcr   then  repreeented  the  West   Ridiog-,  in  ** 
Parliament,  we  had  a  house  on  Richmond  Tex-   "^ 
race,  to  be  near  the  House  of  ComnionB, 

We  were  soon  launched  into  a  wide  circle  of 
acquaintance,  and  then  it  was,  that  each  charac- 
ter began  to  "tell  out,"  Gertrude  and  I  no* 
took  it  in  turns,  to  accompany  Frances  and  my 
father  to  different  parties ;  I  observed,  that  as 
wc  came  home,  he  used  to  question  my  sister;  in 

carriage,  as  to  how  tiey  had  been  amused;   ^^_ 
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'""iefeidoin  wished  to  know,  how  or  on  whom, 
'  W  bestowed  t»y  lime.  I  cannot  account 
Bt  the  difference  he  made  in  the  treatment 
of  ti*  children ; — perhaps  I  was  the  most 
rioknt  in  temper — 1  am  sorry  for  it,  but  it 
u  no  fault  of  mine —  I  suppose  it  was  bom 
villi  me,  and  in  infancy  was  not  checked; 
Md  Bose  was  very  like  me,  in  person  and 
ditpodtion ;  so  she  shared  in  the  grievances. 

Frances  was  a  handsome  girl,  not  pretty — no 
•He  would  ever  have  called  her  anything  but 
^dsome ;  and  Gertrude  was  always  within 
*dm  ,of  the  word  "beautiful,"  as  she  passed. 
I,  on  the  cootrarj',  was  pretty.  I  was  tall, 
ptle,  and  melancholy- looking,  because  I  hap- 
'tfned  to  have  long  ringlets,  which  never  would 
*fep  in  curl ;  my  features  were  those  of  the 
'Csityafort  family,  regular  and  delicate;  but 
*y  halt  was  very  light,  and  so  was  Rose's, 
'^'hilst  all  the  rest  were  dark.  I  am  not  weak 
*Ooogh  to  thiuk,that  personal  appearance  would 
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have  entirely  mfluenced  my  fether's  affectio*'*' 
but,   unluckily,   Maule  Carrysfort  was  a  US" 
man;  and  I  am  sure  I  would  have  dyed    ^"^  , 
hair  "gros  bleu,"   rather  than  resemble  tr^^* 
"wretched  attorney,"  as  I  was  in  the  habic^^' 
calling  him.     Once  I  remember  a  silly  old  i^^* 
man,  a  Mrs.  Hillier,  who  was  dining  with  ^*"^ 
telling  my  father  that  she  actually  thought  s'^* 
saw  a  family  likeness  between  his   daught^^^ 
Adelaide,    and  Mr,  Maule  Carrysfort,    whi^^-* 
was  almost  beyond  our  patience  to  endure,  *■ 
I  happened  myself  to  be  that  daughter,  Ade^^ 
laide! — All  this  combined,  I  regret  to  say,  witi^' 
my  wilful  and  thoughtless  temper,    prevented^ 
my  being  the  best-lored  child ;  but  I  was  cer- 
tainly the  best-loved  sister,  aud  that  was  a 
comfort. 

Towards  the  winter  of  that  year,  we  were    I 
one  day  sitting  quietly  over  our  work-frames, 
when  Frances  entered  with  an  open  letter  ia    I 
her  hand. 
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**  Here's  pleasant  news  for  you !"  were  her 
first  words;  "you  will  never  guess,  so  I 
•^^^tet  tell  you, — Maule  Carrysfort  has  invited 
'^mself  here,  to  speak  to  Papa  on  some 
business,  which  he  says  requires  a  personal 
**^terview;  and  we  shall  have  the  delight  of 
*^  company  in  a  few  days,  for  an  unlimited 
P^odP 

Gertrude  opened  her  large  eyes,  with  a  look 
^^  Undisguised  horror,  whilst  I  expressed  my- 
*^lf  in  no  measured  terms  on  the  expected 
^^^val.  Frances  laughed  at  my  vehemence, 
^^d  said  "that  as  we  had  not  seen  him  for  many 
y^^tt,  there  might  be  some  change  in  him — he 
^^ght  not  be  so  bad  as  he  was  once — the  crea- 
'^^  might  be  improved." 

** Impossible !"   I  exclaimed;   "I  remember 
^^^  so  well! — he  could  never  be  otherwise 
^^n  the  artful,  cynical  being,  which  he  was 
^^ays.'' 

•'At  all  events,"  said  Frances,  "my  father 
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hopes  thflt  you  will  treat  him  well  whilst  he  si 
guest,  and  not  lot  him  imagine  himself  niwit'^ 
come,  because  we  all  know  he  thioke  we  wt 
ashamed  of  him." 

"  So  we  are!'*  I  interrupted, 

"  Yes,  but  not  for  his  poverty,"  addrf 
Frances. 

"  Of  course  not !"  said  I,  hastily  ;  "  uid  it 
putting  a  chcTal-glass  in  his  room  could  wA 
him  the  real  reason,  I  wish  you  would  give  tbt 
order,  Frances." 

"Not  1 !"  exclaimed  Frances,  turning a*«y?  i 
"  for  I  leave  him  entirely  in  your  hands !— tW  | 
moment  Papa  told  me  he  was  coming,  I  «J^ 
off  to  the  Daubigny's,  and  begged  they  wo** 
send  me  an  invitation  to  Templeham  instanU  " 
for  I  knew  I  could  never  be  even  commoir^ 
civil  to  that  man." 

Gertrude  and  I  were  both  indijfnant  at  ihii^ 
manccnvre,  and  abused  Frances  very  much  for 
being  so  selfish ;  Wt  the  deed  was  done,  and  of 
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ne  tbe  winner  tritunphed ;  so  she  went  to 

mpiebam,  the  day  before  the  expected  arrival, 

we    were   left   behind   to   receive    Maule 

brrysfort. 

Admiral  Daubigny  was  our  uncle,  brother  to 

J  mother,  and   we  were  very  intimate  with 

le  £unily,  because  there  happened  to  be  several 

itk  in  it,  of  our  own  ages.   There  was  one  son. 

», — Hugh  Daubigny,  a  high-spirited,  thought- 

*u,  idJe  oddity,  who  belonged  to  a  regiment 

villi  a  lenient  colonel,  who  seemed  to  give  him 

™e  of  absence  as  often  as  he  asked  for  it.     I 

oied  my  coasia  Hugh,  for  we  were  congenial 

—  kindred    spirits ;    we    had    been    niu- 

•"illy  in  love  with  each  other,  after  our  own 

■•iiion,    ever    since    we    were   children ;    in 

wrt,   Templeham    was   a    pleasant  house   to 

ly  at,  for  the  Daubigny's  saw  a  great  deal  of 

iBthpany. 

X  have  said  that    Frances  was   worldly  and 
talntioas,    and     that    was     one     reason     she 
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liked  tlie  Daubigny's  house;  for  they  move^' 
ill  a  very  high  set,  and  she  made  no  secret  oC 
her  intention  of  aiming  at  a  coronet. 

"  Be  he  old  or  young,  rich  or  poor,  it  inaUei 
not  to  me,"  she  said  to,  us,  the  evening  before^^^ 
she  went ;  "  but  a  title  I  will  have,  and  it  tnast  * 
be  from  a  Baron  upwards — the  sonnd  of  Lady-     "^ 
ship  is  not  EulBcient ;  I  should  hke  the  coronet      '  ' 
on  my  carriage,  and  on  the  single  diamond  for 
my  little  finger.     I  wish  Papa  would  cultivate 
the  members  of  the  Upper  House  a  little  more, 
and  not  keep  us  entirely   in  the  mist  of  die 
plain  M.P.'b." 

I  answered  that  I  could  not  see  the  advantage 
of  marrying  much  above  the  sphere,  in  which 
the  individual  had  ever  moved — it  involved  a 
certain  ordeal,  before  your  new  party  would 
recognise  the  intruder,  as  a  bird  of  the 
feather. 

"  Not  at  all!"  exclaimed  Frances;  "I  should 
step  instantly  into  my  place,  and  according  lo 
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^y  rank^  take  the  'pas'  as  an  undoubted  rights 

^"^tHout  ever  dreaming  of  anything  like  initia- 
tioii.*» 

^'I    have    been    thinking  over  aunt    Dau- 

*^^gny*g    coronets,"  said    Gertrude,  suddenly; 

^i^d  I  do  not  really  see  one  that  would  suit ; 

^ere  is  Lord  Famleigh — ^he  is  a  Viscount — 

^^t    then  he  is  almost  an  object  —  surely   he 

'^oulan'tdo?" 

**  Hardly,"  answered  Frances ;  "  if  the  peer 
^  to  be  an  object,  one  may  as  well  take  a  higher 
S»"a<ie  to  recompense  the  sacrifice." 

'*  Oh!  Frances,  it  is  quite  shocking  to  hear 
y^U  talk  in  such  a  strain,"  I  interrupted;  "I 
^^ly  trust  you  are  joking." 

**  Not  in  the  least,"  was  her  laughing  answer ; 

*-  am  quite  serious — go  on,  Gertrude." 

**  Well  then,  there  is  the  stray  Duke,  as  Ada 

^d  I  call  him — that  violent  old  man,  who  has 

*iUed  two  wives  by  pure  tormenting,  and  yet 
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seems  so  mild  and  good — we  must  pass  h^^"^'! 
there  is  young  Lord  EUcrslie,  an  Earl,  I  thi 
— but  such  a  boy — we  will  not  count  him  ; 
then — do  you  think  Lord  William  de  Broc 
would  do  V 

"No,"  said  Franoes,  dccddedly ;  "for  I  ha*^  -* 
strong  suspicions  that  Enuna  Daubigny  refua 
him ;    and  I    nerer   could  take   a    cast-off  !— 
she    might    keep    the   secret,     from   bai 
till    he    was    married,    and  then    it    wonl^^ 
come  out,   guile  by  accident,  to   a   certainty  •,'St- 
—  no  —  he   would  not  do;  —  never   mint],  we 
shall  arrange  it  in  time,  so  it  does  ncit  much 
signify." 

There  was  one  excuse  for  my  sister  Frances, 
whkfa  I  pause  to  make;  she  was  uot  so  yoong 
as  KB  were ;  she  had  thrown  offer  afler 
oSei  on  one  side,  intent  on  the  glittering 
object  of  her  ambition,  till  summer  suns  be- 
gan to  dim  the  early  freshness  of  spring- 
roses.     Her  beauty  was   only  mellowing,   not 
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fading;  but  still  she  saw  us  growing  up 
round  her,  and  heard  Hugh  Daubigny  say 
one  day,  with  his  usual  rudeness^  that  she 
■nnst  "  look  sharp  ;*'  and  little  things  which 
amuaed  her  once>  annoyed  her  now. 


FKA^cEs  went;  and  in  the  course  of  \ 
next  day,  Maule  Carrysfort  arrived.  I  ratHes 
think  it  was  his  first  visit  to  London,  and  T  hoped 
it  was,  for  that  circumstance  would  have  covered 
a  multitude  of  sins,  committed  in  the  course  of 
the  first  afternoon; — going  out  upon  the  ve- 
randah, standing,  watching  objects  passing  or 
moving,  being  one  of  the  least  of  his  offences. 
My  father  received  him  very  courteously ;  but 
the  utter  familiarity  of  Mr.  Carryefort's  manner 
to  us,  roused  my  indignation  long  before  dinner 
was  half  over.  I  was  furious  to  think  of  the 
attendants  at  table  hearing  us  styled,  "  Adela 
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the  cliildrcn  came  in  to  dessert,  I  discovered 
•  neir  accomplishment  in  him — the  art  of  find- 
ing likenesses  for  us  all ! — I  call  it  positively 
ill'bred  to  direct  the  attention  of  a  party  of 
pwple  to  one  unfortnnate  face,  for  the  self- 
atufactioQ  of  hearing  tliem  give  a  reluctant 
aisenC,  to  some  likeness  you  have  fancied  you 
ran  see  I 

Rose  and  I  were  light,  Carry  and  Gertrude 
i*i\t ;  this  was  a  fruitful  subject  of  won- 
4r  and  amazement  to  Mr.  Carry sfort,  for 
"■any  minutes,  and  might  have  continued  for 
•oraetime  longer,  but  for  an  unlucky  speech  of 
"ose's.  The  child  had  no  recollection  of  him; 
■od  as  I  did  not  like  to  call  him  a  relation,  I 
•tad  told  them  before  dinner,  that  a  strange  man 
*«  coming;  so  of  course  the  first  thing  Rose 
"lid,  was  to  ask  mg  if  that  was  the  strange  man 
I  had  mentioned — this  was  natural  enough, 
»iid  entirely  my  own  fault,  bat  I  was  not  pre- 
pared for  his  taking  it  up. 


"  I  am  sorry,  my  dear,  that  your  sister  had  nc 
other    title   for  one   of  the   &mily,   than   the 
'  Btrange  man.'     I  am  not  aware  of  anythin 
very  strange  about  me — are  you  ?" 

"  YeBj"  said  Rose,  instantly,  without  any  fear=^  - 
or  hesitation. 

I  pressed  my  lips  on  hers,  to  silence  her,  and  J 
she  would  have  been  quite  good,  had  he  not  - 
persisted  in  questitiniag  her;  bat  then,  like  ail 
children,  she  fancied  her  iirst  speech  must  have 
been  witty,  and  pushing  her  head  of  curb  Into 
my  lap,  exclaimed, 

"  He's  got  such  a  funny  head ! — all — no-how, 
isn't  it,  Ada  ?" 

I  have  no  idea  where  the  child  learnt  the 
word — not  ixoxa  me,  certainly ;  but  it  was  most 
unfortunately  expressive;  and  nothing  could 
prevent  my  going  oS.  into  a  fit  of  suppressed 
laughter,  whilst  my  father  gave  me  a  look  which 
I  understood  full  well.  From  that  moment,  I 
believe  the  man  became  my  enemy ;  for  I  hvn 
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^Hd  through  life,  that  almost  any  injurious 
"^tression  may  be  forgiven,    or   overlooked, 
*^^vided  it  has  no  personal  tendency.     In  the 
^^^et  depths  of  the  heart,  I  firmly  believe  we 
'^  all^  sensible  of  personal  peculiarities,  which 
'^  would  deny  to  our  dearest  friend  ;  therefore, 
"^^aule  Carrysfort  must  have  known  perfectly 
^^fell^  that  his  head  resembled  nothing  earthly, 
^^'tat  that  of  a  Skye  terrier : — the  hair  hung  in 
^^^e  same  dishevelled  locks ;  and  being  in  great 
X^^rofiision,  obstinately  refused  to  be  arranged  in 
^•^y  sort  of  order,  or  in  any  one  of  them  any 
^Modern-styles.     I  have  dilated  upon  this  con- 
'^^etemps,  because  it  occurred  the  first  evening 
^^f  the  man's  arrival,  and  is  the  only  possible 
c^ose  I  can  assign,  for  the  enmity  he  bore  to- 
wards both  Rose  and  myself,  ever  after. 

The  business  that  brought  him  up  to  town, 
was  the  isict  of  a  small  property,  adjoining 
Carrysfort  Park,  being  in  the  market ;  and  he 
had  found  out,  that  the  purchase  would  be  very 
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advantageouB,  as  it  was  going  considerably  be- 
neath ice  value.  It  was  called  The  Holme, 
and  had  belonged,  still  belonged,  indeed,  to  a 
Colonel  Denison. 

"  I  remember  the  DenisonB,  when  I  waa 
quite  a  boy,"  said  my  father ;  *'  but  I  thought 
the  property  had  passed  into  other  hands  ?" 

"No — the  houae  has  been  uninhabited  these 
fourteen  years,"  answered  Mr.  Carrysfort,  "  and 
Colonel  Denison  has  been  abroad  during  the 
whole  of  the  time;  he  returned  to  England  a 
few  months  ago,  and  wants  to  get  rid  of  the 
place  to  the  best  bidder,  as  soon  as  he  can ; — 
there  are  many  reasons  for  his  wishing  to  do  so; 
I  know  them  all,  but  that  don't  matter," 

This  was  a  favorite  expression  of  Maule 
Carrysfort's — one  of  his  great  pecuUaritiee,  was 
his  unaccountable  talent  of  knowing  everything 
about  everybody.  How  he  ever  got  into  the 
very  depths  of  the  private  history  of  such  a 
countless  number  of  individuals,  I  cannot  ims- 
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^^^>  but  certain  it  was,  we  never  could  men- 

^^  a  soul,  but  he  knew  exactly  every  event  of 

^'^  public  and  private  life.     Sometimes   he 

^*ified  us  with  recitals,  and  then  I  sat,  wonder- 

^^fir*  whether  most  to  admire  his  shrewd  clever - 

^^,  or  artful  mode  of  insinuating  himself  into 

^^y   Other's  good  graces! — at  other  times   he 

^^^iafied  himself  with  his  favorite  phrase :  "  I 

"^^Oifir  all  about  *em,  but  that  dorCt  matter." 

libty  father  hesitated  a  long  time  about  this 
^^^^chase.     Maule  Carrysfort  seemed  rather  too 
lious  for  it ;  and  that  made  my  father  recol- 
that,  as  affairs  stood,  there  was  but  one  life 


^^tiween  the  fair  lands  and  broad  acres  of  Car- 


Bfort  Park,  and  the  grasp  of  the  "  wretched 
^^tomey  !*'     Maule  had  such  a  vulgar,  abrupt, 
^^  politic,  way  of  transacting  business,  that,  if 
^^y  part  of  the  discussion  went  on  in  my  pre- 
puce, it  was  all  I  could  do,  to  sit  and  listen  with 
^mmon  patience. 

"  Don't  decide  in  a  hurry.  Sir  Edmund,"  was 
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his  advioe,   as   he   Eat,  rocking  himself  back^^ 
wards  and  forwards  on  the  beautiful,  but  fragile" 
chairs,    till  I  almost  longed  for  the  delicatel^*- 
carved  legs  to  break,  that  he  might  learn  to  tak»^ 
to  one  of  the  sofas ;  "  don't  decide,  or  yoa  ma]^- 
repent.     You  know  the  house  of  The  Holme  i^eJ 
no  object  to  you ;  it's  a  crazy  place,  and  yoo^ 
would  just  have  to  pull  it  down — it's  not  for  the  ■* 
house  that  I  advocate  the  purchase,  hut  the  land 
is  valuable,  and  you'll  never  get  it  again  at  such 
a  bargain ;  you  may  strike  it  with  the  Colonel 
himself,  if  you  like — he's  in  town  now,  and  I 
know  him  very  well — I  know  all  about  him, 
but  that  don't  matter — however,  if  you  wish  for 

an  introduction," 

"  I  wish  merely  to  think — to  reflect,"  ob- 
served my  father ;  "  and  if  I  knew  Colonel 
Denison  personally,  perhaps  I  should  not  feel 
the  free  agent  that  I  am  at  present;  so  you 
must  give  me  time  to  consider  the  advantages, 
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^^  \rhat  I  think  the  disadvantages — and  now — 

8*^  of  wine  with  me,  Carrysfort." 

-^  week,  a  fortnight,  three  weeks,  and  at  last 

^onth  elapsed  ;  still  Maule  Carrysfort  per- 

^  "^t^  in  accepting  my  father's  faintly  breathed 

Citations.     In  consequence  of  his  lengthened 

y,  we    were    not  surprised,  when   Frances 

ote  to  say,  that  she  was  coming  home — she 

she   could   not  stay  at   Templeham  any 

^r,  but  that  she  had  rather  tell  us  the 

n  viva  voce,  than  by  letter. — A  few  guesses 

wasted,  on  what  that  reason  could  be,  and 

m  I  waited  till  I  should  clasp  her  in  my  arms 

Hf  and  gladly  resign  the  dignities  of  Queen 

sent. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


Whilst  the  care  of  the  house,  devolved  o^ 
my  sister  Frances,  the  education  of  the  chil- 
dren fell  to  my  share ;  and  when  Maule  Carrys- 
foot  had  been  about  a  fortnight  in  the  house^ 
he  took  it  into  his  head,  to  come  every  mominj 
into  the  room,  appropriated  to  this  duty,  in  the 
coolest  manner  possible,  and  seat  himself  before 
the  fire,  with  that  eternal  rocking,  which  dis- 
tracted the  children's  attention,  and  made  me 
excessively  irritable.  I  acknowledge  that  I  was 
of  an  irritable  disposition ;  and  I  really  thought 
the  man  was  quite  interloper  enough,  in  the 
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"^t^se,    wiUioul    iotruding    upon    my    private 

M'hen  he  did  not  rock  his  chair,  he  played 
''*hat  ifl  called  the  "  devil's  tattoo"  on  the  ground 
■'•ith  his  feet ;  in  short,  he  was  growing  insuf- 
fpnble.  and  the  morning  before  the  return 
of  Frances,  I  asked  him,  when  he  entered,  what 
hevantcd?  He  looked  surprised  at  the  ques- 
tioD;  he  had  just  grace  enough  to  pause,  but 
tleii  he  soon  recoTcred,  and  took  the  usual 
at«. 

"Your  sister  Frances  is  coming,  I  hear ;'' 
*we  his  opening  words. 

"  She  is  coming  homcj"  was  my  answer  ; 
"but  until  the  children  have  finished  their 
letsons,  I  really  must  beg  you  not  to  speak  to 
tte." 

"  I  wonder,  Sir  Edmund  never  sent  them  lo 
Khool,"  he  continued,  perfectly  inattentive 
to  what  I  had  said ;  "  that  light  one  ought  to 
We  been  under  a  tight  hand  years  ago." 
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of  her  visit  had  expired,  and  again  I  re- 
^Ueeted  silence. 

Oh  ! — she  gives  that  out,  does  she  ? — well 
~ihe  is  just  Jts  deep  as  she  always  wae  theu, 
bm  it  does  not  take  me  in,  because  I  have  got 
ihe  key  of  the  politics  there  !" 

I  asked  him,  with  as  slight  a  tone  of  astonish- 
ment as  poesible,  what  he  meant ;  for  though  1 
gate  him  credit  for  prying  into  as  much  as  v.ns 

bis  power,  I  did  not  see  how  he  conld  possibly 
know  anything  connected  with  Frances,  of  which 
*e  were  ignorant  ourselves :  he  gave  one  of 
bis  cynical  smiles,  rocked  backwards  and  for- 
wuds  again,  and  then  saidj  wiih  a  look  which 
be  loeant  to  be  full  of  meaning, 

"  Jnst  BO  ! — always  the  way  ! — the  game 
rflhe  world,  is  like  a  game  of  chess — lookers- 
"i  tee  much  more  than  the  players,  and  so 
it  is  in  this  case ;  but  I  would  not  ask  you 
before  your  father,  as  I  thought  perhaps  he  was 
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done   wiiii   iccL  a  iomil  as   that! — what   has 
he  goc  inco  his  head  now  7 — and  what  in  the 
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^M  does  he  mean? — are  we  never  to  get 
^^^  out  of  the  house,  or  is  there  anything  that 
^'ul  teach  him  his  place  ?" 

••Nothing!**  replied   Gertrude;   "yew  have 

^Ued,  Adelaide,  and  no  one  can  succeed  after 

*^t ! — I  never  knew  a  man  endure  so  much  in 

y  life,  and  I  assure  you,  that  I  have  been 

^^tting  in   perfect   agony,  lest  he   should    be 

^^flfended,  and  go  to  papa.*' 

••Why,  dearest  Gertrude! — do  you  not  see 
^^<Uit  after  one  explosion  of  that  kind,  he  would 
^e  obliged  to  go  ?** 

*'  Indeed,  I   do  not   think   so !"    answered 

^^rertrude,  with  her  eyes  ftill  of  tears  ;  "  I  will 

^U   you  why ; — papa  is  constantly  giving  me 

Messages  to  you,  which  I  cannot  find  heart  to 

Oliver,  for  fear  you  should  think  me  unkind ; 

irhich    convinces    me,    that    were    any    open 

dispute  to  take  place,  between  you  and  Maule 

Carrysfort,  it  would  only  plant  that  wretched 

attorney  more  firmly  in  his  place,  and — and — " 

VOL.   II.  o 
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de  fmmtr  of  s  ctiiU**  affectioB- 
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1  vkoi  I  ti— ai  her.  Id  go  oat 
SL  Amb's  TtA,  tLere  vm  traces 


T«n! — wk^wvcr  I  •»  «  posaa  weep, 
■  tatt  ai  voada  ctw^  om  me,  ukI  I  tlusfc 
to  ajHtf. "  WTttt  do  tbrr  fee)  r— Ton !— there 


BASONFt  3   OADOHTBBe. 


291 


Smleiriliiiigsiii  this  world,  tbat  ever  wrung  them 
mm  me;  but  those  of  Gertrude  appeared  al- 
"js  trembling  in  her  eyes,  and  ready  to  gush 
lorth  at  any  summons.  It  seemed  strange — very 
•fnnge. — I  have  wept,  it  is  true,  but  tlien  every 
limp  was  like  liquid  fire,  dropping  on  my  heart, 
Sfsring  its  way  to  the  quick,  summoned  by 
(■nrwhelming  anguish,  not  called  up  by  trivial 
<irciuiutai)ce8. 
t  I  beliere  indignation  often  overpowers  a 
■ense  of  injury,  or  wrong.  I  never  cared  for 
rebuke,  however  well  merited,  as  long 
>  Maoie  Carrysfort  was  bi  the  house,  for  he 
ikept  me  in  a  constant  state  of  anger,  or  con- 
.teiaptuous  irritation. — He  was  so  pitiful !  he 
*a8  so  evidently  afraid  of  Frances,  yet  so 
;eady  to  tlirow  out  little  stings  against  her  ! 
I  could  not  stand  this,  and  the  consequence 
Was,  that  my  father  asked  people  to  dinner 
*very  day,  to  avoid  an  open  breach  of  hos- 
^piUlity. 


,  *Kt  «<iiM«R<  W  aM^fO. 


IHK  baeonet's  dadghtehs.         293 

I  ^*A    Yoa  have  now  only  to  guess,  which  of 
■^nt  Daabigny's  coronets,'  it  is,  as  Gertrude 

"e  guessed,   and   guessed,   and  guessed — 

*■*  began  at  the  Viscount*  who  was  an  object, 

^nd  ended  at  the  sup  posed- to-be- rejected  Lord 

h    "iUiam    de  Brooke,  taking  in  two   Barons,   a 

^Pootch  Earl,  and  the  "stray  Duke;"  so  called, 

^Bbtcaase  he  was  the  only  exliibitor  of  strawberry 

^pPtaTes  in  the  set — one  we  left  out,  as  unlikely, 

■nd   that   proved   to   be  the   very   man,  —  the 

joong  Earl  of  EUerslie — the  stripling  who  had 

fjnst  attained  his  majority;  and  Frances  had  seen 
liCT  seven-and -twentieth  summer. 
When  the  name  of  EUerslie  trembled  on  our 
lipit  and  she  positively  assured  us  he  was 
the  person,  it  was  with  the  utmost  difficulty, 
I  could  repress  the  exclamation  of  "  that  boy  !" 
but  Bbc  seemed  so  elated,  and  the  Earl  was  such 
Ml  unesceptionable  parii,  that  it  would  hare 
**^Ji  cruel,  to  damp  the  first  flash  of  triumph — 


» 
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Be  !■£  Imf  tftoagfat  Fiaiuca  wrx  cap) 
M^  fatt  *«»*dnfi'*  nd  Bugti  Dial 
KaiaMB^kM  m  aa^  about  ber,  the 
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warn     ia«^  Hnclt  was  wit])  hu  tegiincat,  ta  gay 
Dafa&B.  'jhrjiag  u  aolffien."    So  die  Sdil 
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^^^as  qaite  clear  for  Frances,  and  in  doe  course  of 
^tiie,  the  hand  was  offered,  the  heart  proffered, 
^iid  the  circlet  of  the  peeress  sparkling  in  ima- 
Sination  at  her  feet.  No  thoughts  of  his-  un- 
hedged appearance— ^no  glance  at  the  brow  of 
^e  Dowager  Countess — no  troublesome  fears, 
^Jr  doubts,  made  her  keep  his  young  lordship  in 
^Dspense;  with  all  becoming  hesitation,  he  was 
deferred  to  Sir  Edmund,  and  pressed  her  hand 
to  his  lips,  as  an  accepted  man. 

This  was  the  abstract  account  of  the  great 
event,  and  it  took  us  about  three  hours  to  listen 
to  it.     There  could  be  no  doubt,  but  that  my 
ftther  would  be  highly  gratified,  because  there 
^as  nothing  to  be.  said  against  the  match,  ex- 
cept the  disparity  of  years ;  and  if  Frances  did 
not  mind  that,  we  were  quite  sure  he  would  not. 
Before  my  father  came  home,  we  had  time  to 
discuss  another  point.     How  could  Maule  Car- 
rjrsfort  have  known  this  secret,  when  Frances 
had  never  told  even  my  Aunt  Daubigny  ?     It 
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DirOHTBItS. 

yt  An  w»  the  mvatery  vilh 
iportant,  tlie  day  before  ;  but 
B  of  fimfing  his  dae  to  such 
sstuGed  ourselves, 
aes,   and   letting  it 


**  Tbse  m  tait  ooe  Aiag  vhich  annoys  ine," 

[  otcdonon  :  "  md  that  is,  my 

i  Id  the  Drabignys,  for  the  latro- 

■  to  Inrd  fflcrsUe.     I  remember  so  irell 

■  tMe  ■««««■  Mv  him;  it  was  scro«s  the 
>CiUe  M   TenplehaiD,  and  he  cAme  in 

:.  after  «v  vne  all  anted;  it  is  proroldog, 
t  Apf  dioaU  hare  power  to  say,  they  mide 
,  Aeufb  T  am  sure  they  hnd  nothing 
I  ^xfe  vilh  it :  tmt  they  will  say  so,  I  tnow^ 
faiBie  nenteiTca  upon  it  too. 
•*  We  eumot  expect,"  I  snswered, 
they  win  not;  becaas«  Annt  Oaabignyfl 
mber  the  character  of  mailing  great  cxd 
for  her  own  daoghters,  and  this  will  tplP* 
well  for  her." 
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^  Bat  I  hope  you  understand/'  added  Fran- 
cesy  haadly,  '*  that  to  this  very  moment,  neither 
^e  Admiral,  nor  Lady  Grace,  know  anything 
of  itr 

'*  Then  how/'  exclaimed  Gertrude,  ^  could 
^itaule  Carrysfort  have  ever  dived  into  such  a 
^^cretr 

'' Heaven  knows !  He  must  have  been  in  cor- 
respondence with  some  of  the  house — either 
^Xiests  or  servants;  he  would  descend  to  any- 
^ing,  to  be  able  to  say,  '  I  know  all  about  it, 
^ut  it  don't  matter/  " 

It  struck  me  at  the  time,  as  being  strange, 
tliat  the  only  thing  which  annoyed  Frances, 
should  be  the  insignificant  inventions  which  Lady 
Grace  Daubigny  might  publish.  Perhaps  it 
was  as  well  after  all,  that  it  never  entered  into 
her  head,  to  look  forward  to  a  life  with  a  man, 
who  was  certainly  only  one  remove  from  a  sim- 
pleton— who  had  been  tied  to  his  mamma's 
apron-string  all  his  years ;  and  who,  moreover, 

o  5 
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had  given  oat,  that  he  mast  dirsTs  live  tn~3 
house  with  that  said  mamma  F  Hav  could 
Frances  bear  that?  It  would  hare  been  bad 
enough  for  rae,  accustomed  as  I  was  to  subjec- 
tion ;  but  for  her,  who  never  bowed,  and  nerer 
bent — who  never  asked  advice,  and  never  took 
it  ...  .  Well !  it  was  her  own  doing ! — it  was 
a  good  match,  made  by  herself,  with  all  the  m- 
tematic  skill  of  a  person  inter^ted.  bnt  act  con- 
cerned in  it  as  a  partf  I 

Mr.  Carrysfort  happened  to  be  out  that  H 
on  what  he  called  business,  in  the  citj, 
verily  believe,  was  some  fresh  scnitiny  tnlo 
other  people's  concerns ;  but  it  made  the  din- 
ner-hour later,  and  gave  us  time  to  inform  my 
father  of  the  event,  though  a  letter  from  the 
Earl  himself  had  anticipated  ns.  It  was  a  curi- 
ous scene  altogether,  as  we  three  girls  stood  in 
the  library,  and  my  father  set  at  his  table,  with 
the  open  letter  before  him.  A  sort  of  smil^ 
very,  verj*  slight,  curled  one  comer  of  1: 


wt  con- 
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and  after  tbe  fint  glance  at  Frances^  he  kept  his 
eyes  riveted  on  the  paper;  but  I  knew  every 
kwk  of  his  bee,  and  every  tone  and  modulation 
of  hit  voice  so  well,  that  I  saw  in  a  moment, 
there  were  no  n^atives  to  be  employed  in 
the  case.  Gertrude  and  I  pretended  to  be  look- 
ing over  a  newspaper,  and  Frances  stood  with 
her  tall  slight  figure  bent  over  the  table,  and 
the  tips  of  her  beautiful  fingers  resting  on  it. 
My  father  was  a  laconic  person^  to  us  at  all 
times;  so  I  can  remember  every  syllable  of  the 
conversationy  as  well  as  if  it  were  spoken  yes- 
terday. 

'*  You  have  left  me  little  to  add,  Frances ;  I 
have  only  said^  that  it  will  give  me  great  satis- 
&ction  to  see  the  Earl,  as  my  future  son-in-law, 
whenever  he  likes  to  come ;  so  of  course,  he 
will  take  that  as  my  sanction^  and  a  general  in- 
vitation." 

Frances  murmured  something  about  being 
obliged^  which  was  hardly  audible,  and  hoped 
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cIuMce.     He  raw^^ 


my   father  apjvoved  her  cluuce. 

bis  slrongly-marked  eyebrows,  fbr  an   lUMan^ 

and  then  actuallj  relaxed  into  a  smile.     '*  C'«x- 

tuolj — certaialf — I  have  only  one  ebjecbon  to 

offer.'' 

FniDce*  drew  herself  up,  and  colauied — her 
eyea  seemed  almost  as  if  they  would  have  flasbed 
defisDcc,  and  her  lips  were  slightly  compressed, 
till  my  fatbei  looked  up,  with  the  same  smile, 
and  stretching  out  his  hand  towards  ber,  uid, 
"And  it  is,  that  t  shall  lose  you,  my  dear  girl  I" 
When  Maule  Carrysfort  came  home,  of  cootk 
be  knew  all  about  it ;  and  aJ'ter  the  usual  con- 
gratulatioiiB,  he  bt^an  harping  upon  the  ei 
inbject  of  the  purchase  of  the  Uolme.  He., 
as  a  reason  for  his  pertinacity,  that  be  shot 
obliged  to  return  to  Yorkshire,  the  ibllowii^ 
week.  To  console  us,  aAer  such  an  announcv- 
nient,  he  told  Frances,  that  be  should  be  de- 
lighted to  come  op  to  ber  wedding  I 
"  I  have  considered  a  gr«at 
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properly,"  said  my  fatbtr,  as  if  heartily  wearied 
*»ith  the  subject  j  "  and  since  you  advocate  it  so 
strongly,  Corryrfort,  I  am  well  disposed  to  offer 
tw-enty  thousand  for  it,  which  I  consider  five  too 
ttiuch ;  but  if  the  owner,  or  his  agent,  or  ...  " 
"  /'«  his  agent,  in  thia  case,"  interrupted 
A^aule. 

■'....  Well,  if  you  still  ask  the  thirty,  I 

shall  decline  the  bargain,  for  every  man  knows 

l>eEt,  what  he  can  afford,  and  I  tiiiU  not  exceed 

"^•"liat  I  think  Just  and  hit." 

m         My  &ther  talked  himself  quite  into  a  passion, 

p».»«d  then  Maule  began  : 

"  I'm  sure,  Fm  the  last  man  in  the  world  to 

**«apo8e,  or  be  imposed  upon.  Sir  Edmund  ;  and 

3''^st,I  have  no  idea  that  even  Colonel  Dcnisoii, 

'"^'ko  knows  so  Uttle  of  the  value  of  the  land,  will 

l*art  with  it  on  those  terms*" 

I  "Colonel   Denison !"   exclaimed    Frances; 

'      '*  is  that  the  man,  who  has  been  living  abroad 

for  the  last  century  ?" 


'  SMk    s^PWicd  vbtttUaraeT,  txrtfy* 


Omt  «i  te  MnR  farmiting-  mou  then,  1 
mtstV  cooDnoed  b^  sister ;    "  be 
ring  the  two  last  tLi)*s  of 
•  I" 

te  liHiUiu;.  came  upon  the  sensw 
,  Gettmde  lad  mTwl^  at  this  dis- 
rv,  fo  now  «c  had  feond  oat  one  of  Uautc 
It's  "  Ivijw;^'^  *bA   we    lU    exchanged 
f^mam,  md  bngfaed,  open  vhicb  tbe  ereatare 

~  Pinr,  '»  it  poaable  you  know  bim  V  added 
FntKm.  looking  down  apou  ik«  little  attoraeyt 
[  ■*  if  be  had  been  •  worm  benexth  bcr  foet. 

"Pve  known  htm  crer  since  he  was  a  child," 
^•nd  Maole,  u^rily  ;  "I  kaov  all  sbout  him 
too.  bat  that  ■  .  .  ." 

"  He  told  me,"  intanpled  Fnnwes,  with  a 
gesture  of  impatience,  "  that  he  had  only  comr 
to  England  to  settle  his  aSaiis— bow  little  be 
thought  he  was  taUdng  to  the  daughter  of  the 
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-non,  who  was  id  Lreat;^'  ^°^  ^'^  (estate !  I 
^'cuder  the  imme  never  strnck  me  as  belonging 
>  the  Hotme  family." 
"Papal"  I  exclaimed,  pointedly  atldresBiug 
Hy  &ther,  "  as  Colonel  Deaison  is  acquatnttid 
pmk  onr  name,  through  Fraaces,  why  not  apply 
to  him  trilhout  any  gabeltoeen  ?" 

i  own  the  speech  wa«  very  rude,  but  I  was 
iBpreased  with  the  idea,  that  Maule  was  goiug 
to  work  for  his  own  advantage,  present  and 
le.  He  grew  crioison  again,  and  flew  out 
t  indignantly  at  me,  which  drew  down  a 
liolent  retort ;  in  short,  we  were  both  so  ex- 
oted,  that  I  hardly  heard  my  father's  voice 
nised  with  tlie  imperative  command  of  "  Ade- 
liidel  be  silent!" 

Then  there  followed  a  pause,  bioken  by  tlie 
tthn,  haughty  tones  of  Frances ; — "  I  am  sure, 
papa,  I  should  be  quite  glad  of  any  excuse  for 
introducing  Colonel  Denlson  to  you ;  for  In  the 
int  place,  he  is,  as  I  said,  a  most  delightful  man. 
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iend  of — <^     I 


— utd  in  the  next,  he  is  a  great  frtecd  <l 
Lord  Ellerslic's." 

Manle  CMtysfort  was  urgent  in  pleading 
piott  any  introduction  to  Colonel  Deuiiion, 
before  the  purchase  was  either  made,  or  rt- 
linquished  ;  and  he  brought  up  many  powerful 
argumcDtB,  such  as  my  father's  own  expression, 
of  not  feeling  snch  a  free  agent,  if  he  knew 
the  Colonel,  and  the  awkwardness  of  money 
tnnsactioos,  between  personal  firiends.  My 
I  fioher  went  on  sipping  his  wine,  and  saying, 
"  Very  true,"  and  "  you  are  right  there,"  tiU 
1  dunk  Maule's  fears  were  pacified.  For  my- 
•elf,  I  sat  back  in  my  chair,  glancing  content- 
edly from  one  to  another,  with  a  smile  of  perfect 
aatisfaction ;  for  I  knew,  that  as  Gertrude  was 
my  fiitber's  private  secretary,  I  should  hear 
in  a  moment,  if  my  suspicions  o  ~ 
Colonel  Dcnison,  turned  out  to  I 


CHAPTER  VI. 

The  next  morning  Gertrude  and  I  were 
^H)di  summoned  to  the  library — I,  for  the 
Purpose  of  being  admonished,  as  to  my  con- 
duct of  the  preceding  evening,  and  Gertrude  to 
^t  at  the  huge  blotting-book  as  amanuensis. 

When  my  lecture  concluded,  and  I  had 
defended  myself,  till  I  shook  from  head  to  foot, 
at  the  severity  of  my  father's  remarks,  I  was 
told  to  leave  the  room,  and  I  obeyed,  like  a 
good  child y  full  of  indignation  and  a  sense  of 
injury. — Had  I  not  given  my  father  good  ad- 
vice about  writing  to   Col.  Denison  ? — was   it 
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and  I  wished  from  the  bottom  of  my  hearty  that 
there  had  never  been  such  people,  as  Maule 
And  Col.  Denison  in  existence ! — 

That    evening  Lord   EUerslie  arrived;  and 

t;lien,  from   morning    till  night,   Frances   be- 

longed  to  his  family — she   was   either  riding 

ith  him,  walking  with  him,  going  out  with 

married  sister,  or  shopping  with  his  single 

^^^e. — The  dowager  was  not  in  town,  but  she 

^^dited  a  formal  epistle,  to  my  sister,  which 

-^    thought  a  very  cold  and  haughty  one  ; — at  all 

^>ents,  Frances  was  lost  to   us,  as  far  as  her 

^cxjiety  went,  for  I  never  could  endure  shopping, 

^nd  it  was  the  only  time  she  ever  wanted  me. 

Gertrude  and  my  father  seemed  to  have  a 
great  deal  to  do  in  the  library ;  and  Maule 
Carrysfort  was  making  pilgrimages  to  all  the 
rights  in  London,  from  the  Abbey  and  Tower, 
to  the  Zoological  and  the  waxwork  ; — thus  I 
was  left  much  to  myself,  and  the  little  girls  ;  but 
A  few  mornings  after  my  lecture,  who  should 
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steal  quietly  into  the  room,  but  Maule  himsfiV, 
who  had  an  order  for  the  Dulwich  gallery,  t) 
day. 

1   told   him,   with  some   astonishment, 
T  thought  he  was  miles  away ;  and  then  I  hear 
from  the  tone  of  hia  voice,  that  something  1 
occurred — he  would  not  sit  down,  ctcu  ihot 
I  forgot  myself  so  far,  as  to  point  to  a  chiur. 

"  No — I  won't,  thank 'ye — no — I'r 
I'm  going  away — your  father's  out,  and*! 
cab's  at  the  door,  and  I  shall  go  quietly—^ 
not  been  treated  with  confidence — my  word's 
been  doubted,  ma'am  I"  and  he  struck  His  hand 
on  his  breast — "  doubted !  for  Sir  Edmund 
has  written  to  Colonel  Denison,  to  have  an 
interview  about  this  sale,  and  he's  as  much 
as  told  hiin,  thai  he  suspects  I  want  to  pocket 
the  extra  thousands,  and— and— no  !  I  i 
sUnd  it  1" 

The  roan  was  fearfully  agitated ;  and  v 
I  expressed  my  doubts  that  my  father  had  i 
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anything  of  the  kind,  I  again   offered  him  a 
chair. 

"  No,"  said  he,  decidedly,  yet  every  feature 
of  his  &ce  trembling ;  ^  I  won't  sit — I  came  to 
speak  to  you,  because,  though  youVe  always 
been  the  rudest  of  them  all  to  me,  you've  done 
it  openly — ^I  like  you  for  your  generosity — for 
your  plain  dealing,  and  so  I  was  determined 
to  see  you  before  I  go.  If  this  had  been  done 
openly,  I  could  have  stood  it ;  but  my  word 
is  doubted  in  a  money  transaction !  my  character 
injured  in  the  sight  of  my  employer !  and  all 

this  behind  my  back! .oh,  Adelaide,  ma'am 

-—you  caiCt  excuse  them  1" 

"  You  will  not  hear  me,"  I  argued  \  '*  I  can- 
not believe  that  what  you  represent  has  been 
really  done  1" 

^'  No  I"  he  exclaimed,  indignantly,  and  draw- 
ing his  little  person  up,  ''  it  could  never  enter 
ioto  your  mind  to  imagine,  aid,  or  abet,  a  clan- 
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destine  act,  but  tt  has  been  done ! — it  has  been 
done,  ma'aml** 

"  Let  me  ask  your  authoritj-  ?"  said  I. 
"  My  eyes,"  was  the  brief  reply,  aa  he  pointed 
to  them  in  a  most  ludicroos  manner  ;  "  only  my 
eyes  I" 

"  What !"  burst  from  my  lips ;  "  open  or  read 
a  letter  not  intended  for  you  ?" 

"  Neither — I've  done — I  shall  say  no  more, 
except  that  I  came  to  wish  v'.u  good-bye,  Ade- 
laide Carryafort ;  for  I  like  yon,  iu  spite  of  your 
faults ;  and  if  this  blows  over,  I  shall  come  to 
the  Countess's  wedding — if  it  don't,  I  shoH'l." 

And  with  this  characteristic  speech,  the  man 
left  the  room. 

"Adelaide  Carryafort,  I  like  yon!"  Ugh! 
how  I  shuddered  as  the  words  echoed  on 
my  ear  !  —  liked  by  such  a  creature  !  And 
then  I  sat  down,  and  mused  upon  the  strang« 
Acuity  be  possessed,  of  discovering,  appMTcntly 
without  any  premeditated  design,  events  which 
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# 

▼ere   ^Qj  eyen  known   to  those,  much  more 
closely  connected  with  the  interests  of  them. 

1*  my  father  had  written  to  Colonel  Denison, 

^y  judgment  extolled  him  for  his  prudence, 

^P^cially  as  he  was  just  involved  in  an  unfore- 

"^^^  expense,  by  the  marriage  of  Frances ;  who 

^^nt  over  to  the  Earl,"  (to  speak  in  the  lan- 

^3ge  of  the  house,)  with  a  dower  of  fifteen 

^ousand  pounds. 

Then  again,  as  I  mused,  I  thought  it  a  most 
^^ortunate  circumstance  that  Maule   had  be- 
^^me  aware   of  the   deed ;    any  eflfort  of  my 
^^ther's,  after  this,  to  conciliate  him,  if  such  were 
^18  wish,  must  prove  a  failure ;  so  where  a  sub- 
J^ct  is  meant  to  be  secret,  I  thought  it  an  act  of 
great  folly  to  allow  any  soul  to  enter  into  the 
confidence.     Gertrude  was  obliged  to  be   en- 
lightened, because  she  was  the  '^  amanuensis- 
in-ordinary;"  but  she  would  have  cut  off"  her 
right-hand,  before  she  would  have  betrayed  any 
trust  reposed  in  her;    and  my  father  would 
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^^  in  the  human  breast, 
^Uontand  ttill,  email  voices,  I  awake, 
*^tkg  in  their  tweetneti,  ttom  the  soul  to  shake 
**«  mantle  of  its  rest. 
'^xne  with  all  my  train,— 
^lu>  calls  me  lorely  f " 

Mas.  Hemans. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


^fiN  my  fattier   returned,   there   was   an 

^''se  disturbance  in  the  house,  on  discover- 

^*at  Mr.  Carrysfort  was  missing.     After  a 

^  '    of  an  houTt  I  was  sent  for,  as  usual ! — 

*   attended  my  father  in  the  library,  in  ac- 

^^*jce    with   his  summone.     He  had  heard 

**cw8  from  one  of  the   footmen,  who  had 

^Mr.  Carrysfort  and  his  carpet-bags  depart, 

^  was  cleaning  the  knives  in  the  morning. 

^*^ntion   this,   though   it   sounds   ludicrous, 


■  ;k  kdkvd  &)«  I  WM  the  MI7 
TJh  phi  Mill  lad  heid  «Bj  canan- 
»  bcAfc  lewiBg  Ae  hcwe;  md  a*  the 
I  kaA  ■■(  a^ttiMKd  lupw  t>e  bad  dehred 
^atioB,  ^y  fiokcT  chafed  me  with  the 
dDdble  Um^uj,  of  hsrag  tiatened  to  «  secrei 
ftliBMtf  iBdGeitzwle.mdiefim  fitet, 
■cxt  vidi  haring  divulged  H  lt> 
Ha^  CknjrfMt!  I  was  to  thondentruck 
B^tbat  I  dare  nj  I  kwked  guU^; 
and  after  that  brief,  agonizing  paa»e  of  bcwil- 
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^^Tment^  my  torrent  of  justification  and  denial 

^as  vain.     Gertrude  came  to  my  Bid,  and  posi- 

^^ely  assured  my  father  she  had  never  breathed 

^^e  subject  to  me;  after  sealing  the  letter  to 

Of)lonel  Denison^  she  had  even  torn  and  burned 

^1^  copy*  ^Uid  took  the  original  out  in  the  car- 

^"Xige  with  her^  to  put  it  into  the  post  herself ! 

It  is  not  difficult  to  see  when  we  are  dis- 

^^^edited;  Gertrude  and  I  were  neither  of  us 

^lind ;  so  we  were  dismissed^  one  in  a  state  of 

^ireat  annoyance  and  anger,  the  other,  as  usual, 

^^  tears  1     My  father's  closing  sentence  was : — 

*  In  future,  I  see,  I  must  write  my  letters  of 

Consequence  myself." 

And  thus  did  the  last  impress  of  that  man's 
^^Dotsteps,  plant  a  fresh  supply  of  the  seeds  of 
Uie  same  dissension^  which  he  began  to  scatter 
on  the  first  evening  of  his  arrival  I 

Time  sped  on,  and  Lord  EUerslie  became 
quite  domesticated  with  us;  the  unmarried  sister 
had  joined  the  Dowager  at  EUerslie,  in  Lanca- 
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shire,  and  they  were  neither  o(  them  to  come 
up  to  town  till  aflei  £aster,  when  Fraoces  was  to 
be  married.  I  was  heartily  gtad  we  had  the  £arl 
to  ourselveB,  for  Lady  Ellen  Crewe  was  a  most 
disagreeable  peraoa,  and  he  himself  was  harm- 
less enough.  The  more  I  saw  of  him,  the 
more  I  wondered,  if  Frances  saw  bim  with  the 
eyes,  with  which  I  regarded  him.  He  wae  a 
very  lively  companion,  and  a  most  amiable 
young  goose — man,  I  mean — bat  he  had  no- 
thing in  him — be  had  no  head,  and  no  conver- 
sation— he  had  nothing  to  moke  one  feel  ■ 
satisfaction  in  talking  to  bim.  Perhaps  my 
ideas  of  marriage  were  "  absurd  and  obseJete," 
but  my  sentiments  were  these :  that  it  was  « 
sacred  engagement,  and  only  to  be  entered  into, 
with  the  best  feelings  of  our  nature;  lore,  rcrei^ 
eiice,  and  duty  —  that  without  esteem  there 
could  be  Utile  true,  devoted  love — that  a  hus- 
band should  be  looked  up  to  as  a  superior  being, 
reverenced  most  certainly;  and  that,  where  no 
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time  hid  been  employed,  ia  forroing  an  opinion 

of  iheman  of  yonr  choice,  there  conld  be  biii 

»  faint  prospect  of   happincBS.      I  do  not  say 

lime  is  necessary,  posttivelif  necessary,  to  form 

n  sirong   attachment — far  from  it;   every-day 

wperience  would   refiite   such   an   argument ; 

it  depends  on  sueb  thousands  of  eircnm stances. 

But. .  .oh!  why,  so  uselessly  do  I  preach  ! — 

pMpIe  all  go  their  own  way  up  I^ove'e  ladder — 

W  I  mutt  just  say,  that  when  my  eyes  had 

***«  fixed  on  the  ground  for  some  time,  with 

*"?  tnind  revolving  all  these  various  problems, 

■•'•d    I  suddenly  raised    them,    to    meet    the 

'^igbt,  but  inespressive  face  of  Lord  Ellerslie, 

airy    visions    vanished,     my     high-flown 

>Ught9  took  unto  themselves   wings ;  for  I 

"*•  then  convinced  how  impossible  it  was,  to 

Utk  of  cbivalric  devotion  and  duty,  and  look 

the  Earl  of  Ellerslie,  in  the  same  moment! 

When   my  eyes  fell  again,  I  used  to  recur 
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Frances  call  him  a  fSMcinatiTig  man — well  might 

^be  say  she  had  never  met  any  one  like  him. — 

Oh !  how  different  to  the  man  she  had  chosen ! — 

He  hardly  knew  a  soul  in  London,  from  having 

lived  so  long  abroad;  and  we  knew  no  more  of 

bis  private  history,  than  that  he  was  a  widower^ 

and  a  retired  officer :  but  he  found  our  house 

agreeable;  and  whilst  Frances  and  Lord  Ellerslie 

were  carrying   on  conversations,  sotto  voce,  in 

the    bac^    drawing-room,    Gertrude,    Colonel 

Denison,  and  I,  were  singing  trios  and  duets, 

in  the  front — Musical  mornings  are  dangerous 

things! 

His  manners  were  the  mildest,  and  most 
winning,  that  could  be  imagined ;  and  he  had  a 
habit  of  appearing  absorbed  in  whatever  you 
said  to  him,  which  was  delightful;  because  it 
was  a  silent  compliment  to  your  powers  of 
riveting  attention.  We  liked  him  very  much ; 
and  I  never  heard  anything  more  touching, 
than  his  voice  in  singing — in  short,  he  was  a 
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general  favourite.  little  ItoBe  fell  desperately 
in  love  with  him,  during  the  first  week  of  oar 
acquaintance,  and  UEed  to  hlush  crimson  when- 
ever his  name  was  mentioned;  but  Carry  did 
not  like  him — she  eaid  he  was  too  quiet ! — and 
she  herself  was  the  quietest  little  mouse  tlut 
ever  crept  about  a  house.  She  vcould  sit,  tel- 
ling her  doll  stories  in  the  softest  whispers,  and 
putting  it  to  sleep,  whilst  Rose  was  singing  wild 
nursery  songs,  and  making  more  noise  than  six 
cliiklren  put  together — and  yet  it  was  Rme  who 
fell  in  love  with  the  quiet  man  ! 

Week  after  week  passed,  spent  constantly  in 
his  society;  and  I  often  thought,  with  a  smile, 
of  the  time  when  1  hated  the  very  sound  of  his 
name  !  The  purchase  of  The  Holue  wae  still 
pending,  but  the  hesitation  was  now  on  Colonel 
Denison'a  side ;  be  was  not  quite  certain  whe- 
ther he  would  part  with  it ;  and  as  tbe  House 
was   now  sitting,   my  father   was   too  busy  toj 
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iidak  o[  anything  but  speeches,  and  petitions  i 

inJ  iherefore  the  subject  rested. 

A&et  &  time,  people  began  to  t^,  as  they 

ihra^  will,  and  do,  of  Colonel  Donisou's  adtni- 

noen  of  one  of  the  Xliss  Carryaforts,  and  at 

iwt  it  began  to  be  whispered  that  it  was   Afw 

^delaUei  I  thoaght  they  were   mistaken — I 

'imagined   Gertrude  had  won   the   preference ; 

Wnd  yet  I  remember  being  startled,  to  feel  how 

:k  and  fiist  my  heart  beat,    when  first  the 

■liisper   reached  my  ear,    and  how  I  veered 

ound  to  see  if  he   were   in  hearing;    how  1 

that    cheek    and    brow    were    burning, 

'hen   I   met  the  steady  gaze  of  his   mourn- 

"^iil,  deep-set  eyes!      It   was   at   a  patty,  just 

^wpded  enough  to  allow  people  to  be  unob- 

*Wved;  and  the  moment  after  that  look  of  mine, 

lie  was  at  my  side,  to  oak,  if  it  had  summoned 

bim? 

How  well  I  recollect  comparing  to  myself, 
his  prompt  attention,  and  unobtrusive  solicitude, 
B  5 
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to  the  gallant,  gay,  and  careless  manners  of  m)^i4 
cousin,  Hugh  Daabigny,  who  was  that  eveniujsfl 
in  the  circle  of  waluers,  and  had,  a  few  minutes  -^ 
before,  been  bending  over  my  chair,  with  all  ^ 
the  «mf>re*temenl  of  the  most  deroue  of  our    ' 
trais.   It  was  very  absurd  of  Hugh ;  bat  when- 
ever  we  were  in  company  with  Colonel  Deni- 
Bon,  he  invariably  interposed  his  attention  in 
such  a  way,  that  the  Colonel,  who  was  of  course 
quite  new  to  our  set,  and  its  affairs,  seemed  to 
think  it  best  to  keep  in  tlie  background. 

This  had  been  the  case  during  the  whole  of 
that  evening  —  that  happy  evening!  till  mjr 
aunt  Daubigny  sent  Hugh,  to  ask  the  pretty 
young  daughter  of  a  banker.  Miss  Meredith,  to 
dance,  which  he  had  done  with  a  very  bad  grace. 

AAer  that,  and  my  frightened  look  at  the 
sentence  I  had  overheard,  he  approached,  and 
asked  the  question  of,  whether  it  ha<I  sammoned 

"  1  did  not  speak, "  was  my  answer. 
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"No,  but  I  met  your  eyes;  aud  I  was  juet 
l>eginnmg  to  flatter  myself  that  I  had  learnt  to 
read  their  looks — they  seemed  to  say  '  Come,' 
«*  plainly  as  words." 

"  I  heard  your  name,"  said  Ij  "  and  I  turned 

to  see  if  you  were  within  hearing — that  was  all." 

"  Who  could  be  speaking  of  me  ?"  he  an- 

**eted,  rather  hurriedly  ;    "  what  was  said  ? 

good,  or  bad  ?" 

Neither. — But  you  were  talking  of  eyes,"  I 
***ntiiiued,  wishing  to  change  the  subject ;  "  do 
you  call  those  speaking  eyes — Miss  Meredith's, 
'''e  young  lady  dancing  with  Captain  Dau- 
bigny  7" 

"No — they  are  very  dark,  and  very  lustrous, 
i^t  they  arc  not  speaking.  I  seldom  or  ever 
■**  a  pair  of  really  expreesive  eyes  in  Eng- 
land—not lately,  certainly,  except  ....  but  she 
w  a  child." 

He  grew  confused,  which  made  nie  curious, 


«1  I  ml,  'mmr—Um  mi  JStimalm  \ 

lh«.-^fc«  ■   »in  I  cnrfcknt- 

wmi  a  km  pnmBc      1  4*  aol  hatfvwfaat  : 

a^^t^  '  ,     '       -     J   ■      £d  i«  . 

HI      I  J 

t^  I  liiiili^il  B  k  Il»   iai;!  of 
1^!   lHfc»TII     111     Ifcr^ti^ 
••>&  ^  anf  ar  Mai  m  """"^  I 
.a^Mjgtrf  I  f         i<blst  <}<»  «J«J    ■' 

itim  m  Ihi  ■mM.  bMovon  widr  ud 
fai.  dar  ^I^Ub.  He  baol,  «il]i  Up 
pMnc  Maine  Mde.  ttl  I  jmatei,  uA  Otto, 
m  «■■■  wtekam  a*  maSHe  wme,  aait  t 
wn  limhJ  fce  Ike  •£&>■»>  of  the  wU< 
l«a^  aatold  of  bt  ear  onK,  be  iaidt  te  Ike 
aM  •aldaaf  Aanfi)  BeReb,— 
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''  n  primato  in  quest!  o  in  quelli, 

Non  dipende  dal  colore, 
Ma  quegli  occhi  son  pid  beUi, 

Gie  rispondono  pid  al  core!" 

^8  we  drove  home  that  evening,  my  father, 
^o  had  looked  in,  after  the  House  was  up, 
^ked    Gertrude,    in  no  tone  of   displeasure, 
^^^ere  she  had  hidden  herself  all  the  evening, 
^*id  added,  with  a  laugh,  that  he  had  been  try- 
ing to  find  Colonel  Denison  as  a  track  to  her. 
'*  I  was  with  the  Spencers  and  Daubignys," 
said Grertrude,  "and  I  hardly  saw  Colonel  Deni- 
aon  the  whole  evening ;  but  some  one  told  me 
he  was  talking  to  Ada." 

I  was  glad  it  was  dark,  for  I  bit  my  lips  with 
vexation,  to  find  my  father  classing  Colonel 
Denison  with  even  my  own  dear  Gertrude. 
Had  she  cared  for  him,  or  had  he  ever  made 
me  think  he  was  attracted  towards  her,  I  would 
have  buried  myself  in  the  earth — or  worse,  mar- 
ried a  man  I  did  not  like — to  get  out  of  his  way. 


I  tami  i^wrfrw'if  wilk  licr;  both  ww  ■ 
lad  I  warn  to  piqacd,  An  I  cxdamed, 
■■C^Md    DfeWBB    «M   vith    me   all 


K  «  BO  fnof  of  pni  tmlK,  to  lUov  yoondf  > 


THE    BARONET  S    DAUGHTERS. 


"**!(;,  his  misanthropic  habits,  bis  private  his- 

*'  What  of  it?  "  I  hastily  ejaculated. 
' '  Ue  has  been  a  divorced  man,  though  novr  a 
^^^iower — all    the  better  he  should  be   one,  as 
^*enls  happen,  for  he  divorced  his  wife  a  year 
L^*^  two  after  their  marriage.     I  don't  say  this  to 
^■^etnict  in  the  least  &om  hie  merits,  but  I  say  it 
B^  warn  you  against  making  yourself  particular 
^^^ith  him.     I  will  not  have  either  of  you  sitting 
"Hi  whole  evenings  with  men — nothing  disgusts 
**»e  so  much.     If  you  go  to  a  ball,  dance,  if  you 
find  pleasure  in  such  frivolity,  but  no  more  sit- 
ting out.if  you  please — remember,  I  do  not  speak 
_    again  oa  this  subject,  but  I  shall  observe  you." 
The  close  of  this  sentence  was  lost  upon  me. 
I  was  plunged  ia  a  deep  and  painful  reve- 
i;  until   Gertrude  and  I  were  alone  in  our 


opened  our  lips,  and  then  I 


looked  at  her. 
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"  Oh,  Ada,  in  what  a  dreadful  voice  von  spoke 
those  words." 

There  was  a  long  pause,  after  these  few 
words,  for  neither  seemed  anxious  to  speal:. 
Until  thnt  evening,  Col.  Deniaon  had  never 
been  made  the  subjoct  of  conversation ;  and — 
when  we  two  sisters  found  ourselves  atone  leitJi 
hu  name,  as  it  were,  we  did  not  know  hcrw  to 
go  on.  We  had  never  canvassed  bis  probable 
intentions — we  were  not  in  the  habit  of  in- 
dulging in  that  most  odious  of  all  spihts,  - 
quizzing  !  Therefore  to  open  the  subject,  even 
in  the  solitude  of  our  chamber,  was  a  task 
of  some  diJBculty,  and  much  embarrassment; 
but  Gfertrude  was  a  creature  who  came  to  oncV 
aid,  in  «  moment  of  trial,  like  a  spirit  "with 
healing  on  her  wings"  and  she  spoke  first,  with 
warm  and  earnest  simplicity. 

"  What  harm  does  this  do  him  ? — none,  dearest ! 
It  is  true  wo  are  not  aware  of  the  circumstances : 
but  we  know  enough  to  prove  that  he  was  not 
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tfie  one  to  blame,  or  he  could  not  have  divorced 
aer! — you  see  we  have  the  law  itself  on  our 
adnl" 

K  she  had  spoken  volumes,  nothing  could 
have  conveyed  the  balm  of  these  few  words. 
Tobothof  us,  the  discovery  was  a  shock, yet  she 
mrer  thought  of  herself — she  saw,  with  her 
woman's  tact,  that  /  was  the  wounded  one — she 
frad  the  secret  tale,  of  the  consequence  of  three 
Btontha'  continual  contact  with  ench  a  man, 
without  one  single  hint  from  me  ;  and  yet,  with 
WMle  delicacy  and  feeling,  she  spoke  in  a 
pluia!  sense,  as  if  she  felt  as  much  as  I  did  ! 

Days  passed,  and  still  Col.  Denison  came 
*i4  Lord  Ellerslio.  Eveaings  of  gaiety  suc- 
CRded  each  other,  and  still  he  was  found 
I»»ering  about  Gertrude,  and  myself.  Books 
"1  every  language,  with  the  name  of  Ernest 
Denison,  and  his  remarks  and  references  in 
tliem,  were  on  our  tables. — Flowers  of  all  rare 
kinds,  were  sent  in  three  bouquets,  whenever 
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I 


we  were  to  meet  at  different  soirees ;  iuid  coaot- 
less,  countlesB  withered  leaves,  and  idle  notes, 
and  words  of  man^  meauiDgs,  were  hoarded  b]r 
my  heart  for  years — 0  weary  years  ! 

At  last  the  time  approached,  for  the  briUiant 
weddiog.  The  lawyers  bad  been  harried,  till 
they  were  nearly  wild,  because  Lord  EILerelie 
wished  it  to  be  before  Easter,  instead  of  aftcar. 
I  urged  a  thousand  objections  about  Lent,  bnt 
as  the  ceremony  was  to  be  performed  by  special 
license,  they  did  not  attend  to  me.  I  thought 
it  a  bad  omen;  but  my  &ther  strengthened  the 
party  against  me,  by  saying  that  we  could  all 
disperse  for  the  recess*  instead  of  moping  in 
a  dull  home,  after  one  of  its  lights  was  put  out ; 
so  it  was  to  be.  I  was  to  go  to  the  Spencers, 
some  very  nice  old  people*  in  Norfolk,  for  a 
fortnight,  and  then  join  my  father  and  Gertrude 
at  Carrysfort  Park  ;  losing  the  after  season  in 
town  entirely,  which  was  a  matter  of  perfect 
intUfference  to  me.     The  bride  and  bridegroom 
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:  going  abroad,  and  so  stood  the  order  of 

march,— There    were  no    omens,  and    no 

BosadTentares ;  but  Frances  was  mnrried  with 

^niet  pomp  in  onr  drawing-room,  wliich   was 

filed  with  crowdB  of  half  the  peerage  collected 

tngether.     Lord  EUershe's  presents   were   b«- 

Twb ;  but  I  do  not  know  anything  that  gave  her 

nore  delight,  than  the  young  Earl's  spoiling  a 

nM  princely  diamond,  by  having  the  coronet 

■nd  cipher,   engraved   upon    it,   which    even 

Stton^lharm  called  a  sin. 

ffell— off  went  Newman's  eternal  four  greys, 
lonarda  the  Dover  road ;  and  in  the  course  of 
fitiie,  which  was  unusually  slow  that  day,  the 
people  went  too,  all  except  Hugh  Daubigny 
wdCoLDenison ; — they  remained  to  dinner,  and 
the  Ginner  took  occasion  to  tell  me,  before  we 
pwted,  with  an  fax  that  might  have  justified 
Col,  Denison,  or  anybody  else,  in  tliinking  he 
was  on  the  point  of  proposing,  that  the  Spencers 


r  E«ttr,  and  therHbre  w# 


'Gcttrade,**  and  I,  before  we  closed  oar 
M.**laaflftpBt«atDptotlu3  &Dcy  of  Hugh's, 
■  mnmitf  Amk  look  of  speechless  adoration, 
fcte  peofle  I  It  is  qmie  absurd — he  dare  not 
I  ^  k  tt  lb*  pTMBBoe  of  Aunt  Daubignr,  and  it 
A  be  B^ipa)  ia  the  bod,  or  we  thmll  both  be 
f  cdkd  eagigtd  to  faim '. — If  be  kept  it  up  in 
f  yiifil«»  it  voidd  b»  diSerent ;  but  it  is  entirely 
-  cfiwt,  «id  I  csBBOt  mffer  it.  IMd  yoa  bear 
I  kin  lA  Me,  wiA&at  voBef  of  looks  this  even- 
^,  to  mf  Um  some  «ong,  which  he  called 
*oaiaamg  f" 

**  I  bend  it,"  intempted  Geitmdc,  eagerly. 
**  ud  Cokmet  DeaiMO  aaked  me  Terr  quickly, 
whidi  SOBS'  it  ms :  I  «nd,  inatKotly  that  I  wm 
quite  posttire.  Ht^k  knew  no  more  which  aoog 
he  mrant,  than  you  did,  and  1  much  doubted  if 
he  knew  one  song  from  another  !* 

My  mind  however  was  made  up,  and  tfae  rery 
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^'^t  day   that  Hugb>  and  I,  found  ourselves 

**^ne  in  a  shrubbery^  which  was  the  day  after 

'^^y  arrival  at  the  Spencers^  I  told  him  that 

^^  manner  was  exceedingly    disagreeable  to 

*^th  Gertrude  and  myself  in  public^  as  we 

^ere   constantly   hearing,  first  one  and  then 

^*^«  other,  given  to  him  as  a  Mrs.  Daubigny. — 

'**     never  saw  him  so  utterly  "  taken  back  I" — 

"'^ere  is  no  expression  which  will  do,  but  that ; 

^^  was  silent  at  first,  and  then  flew  into  a 

^^Bsdon,  abused  me,  told  me,  to  my  profound 

^^tonishmenty  that   I   was  preparing    him    to 

^«have   well  before   Col.    Denison,  who  was 

'hourly  expected ;  declared  and  vowed  it  would 

^ve  him  much  pleasure,  to  see  **the  fellow," 

Xn  a  state  of  condemnation ;  then  softened  into 

lus  own  affectionate  self,  swore  he  loved  me 

better  than  his  life,  and  flinging  his  arm  round 

my  waist,  assured  me  that  I  was  trifling  with 

his  affections ! 

It  is  the  fate  of  some  people  to  be  always 
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playing   &  part  in  sccoes.     Mach   ka  I  hat^^^ 
them,  it  certainly  was  mine ;  ttnd  although  I  H^^ 
more   inclined  to    laugh  than    anything   el^^^' 
I  saw  he  was  really  in  earnest,  and  tried     :^*— * 
consequence  to  be  serious — I  told  him  it  wou_I^^ 
hare    been   mnch  better  had    Miss   Meredi^c:^ 
been  in  my  place,  as  it  was  all  lost  upon  m^^^^^' 
and  I  hoped  he  would  retract  all  the  nonsentsi-*"  "* 
he  bad  been  saying,  for  if  he  did  bo,  I  shouE —  ^-^ 
also  forget  it,  and  go  on  the  same  as  exei 
only  answer  was, 

"  Yoa  are  a  flirt,  and  a  coquette,  Adelaide ! 
uttered  with  an  air  of  offended  dignity. 

"  Neither,"  I  answered,  coolly. 

"  Both!"'  he  repeated,  in  the  most  rude  man' 
ner ;  "  you  have  wrung  a  confession  &om  mj" 
lips,  and  that  only  for  the  purpose  of  ridiculing 
me — you  have  thrown  that  golden  mummy  at 
me.  Miss  Meredith,  and  broadly  hinted  I  would 
marry  for  wealth — moreover  you  have  encoa- 
raged  me,  and  now,  .  .  ." 
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f«^ 


'Never!"  said  I,  firing  up,  "never  in  my 


I'Tou  mean  to  say,"  said  Hugh,  "that  you 
**^>eT  liked  me  ? — cared  for  me  V 
"Never  beyond  a  brother,  or  a  cousin." 
"  That's  a  come  off","  was  the  polite  rejoinder  ; 
thint  once  more." 

*'  There  ia  no  need,  dear  fiery  Hugh  I — even 
supposing  I  did  care  for  you.  Aunt  Daubigny 
"^^ould  never  hear  of  it. — Do  not  fly  in  the  face 
of  your  parents  for  me,  because  I  should  not 
appreciate  the  sacrifice !  You  are  a  dear  soul, 
bat  as  to  a  husband  ! — uh  no  ! — pray  let  us 
Ko  home  now,  and  pray  repeat  nothing  of  this; 
*»nly  remember  all  I  have  said  to  you." 

Men  are  not  guilty  of  the  little  meaTmessest 
Passing  between  women.  Had  Hugh  been  a  wo- 
**ian,  be  would  have  told  me,  he  "  saw  through 
ttie," — that  I  was  sending  him  back  to  make  the 
Coast  clear,  for  some  one  ebe:  as  it  was,  he 
V^ escrred  a  gloomy  biow,  and  piofoiud  silence, 
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and  only  grumbled  Bomething  about  his  " 
of  absence  being  very  short  this  time." 

I  cannot  say,  I  was  perfectly  happy,  during  tt»* 
first  few  days  of  my  visit  to  the  Spenceis,  f°' 
Hugh  was  as  annoying  aa  ever,  and  I  mleS* 
my     Bister    Gertrude — I    miaaed    my    fath^'** 
constant  endeavours    to    make    me   perfect — "^ 
missed  the  sound  of  Rose's  merry  feet,  over  r^^ 
head  in    the   morning,    and    the    wailing  g^^^ 
of  hen-pecked  Carry,  at  different  hours  of  t^t-" 
day.  But  at  last,  a  time  came,  when  nothingw*'^ 
missed  j   it  was  when  the   tall   athletic   figirr*- 
of  Colonel  Denisoa  walked  by  my  side  througt-'S 
parks,  and  fields,  and  lanes,  and  when  I  felt-^ 
though   I  did  not   see,  those   eyes,  that   face*^ 
beaming  down   on    mine,    saying  more    than   ' 
words  could  ever  as  forcibly  express.     And  yet 
much  was  said,   and  my  heart  learnt  to   beat 
quicker  at  the  lowest,  lightest  sound  of  his  voice, 
my  ear  learnt  to  know  his  step  amongst  the 
numbers  round  me  there,  and  I  was  happy  ! — 
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^il'TiZA  happy  then! — For  the  fii*6t  time" in 
^1  iiie,  I  knew  what  it  wasy  to  have 


"  A  thought  to  which  all  other  thoughts  refer, 
A  hope  from  whence  all  other  hopes  arise, 
Niuwd  in  the  solitude  of  happiness !" 

Well! — I  am  old — there  is  no  harm  in 
looking  back  upon  all  this — ^it  cheers  whilst 
It  taddens — ^it  was  a  gleam  of  bliss  not  granted 
long. 


VOL.   III. 


CHAPTEK  n. 


It  was  pleasant  to  find  myself  at  home  oc 
more,  in  spite  of  all  I  had  loft  bf^hiad  me ! 
1  had  to  much  to  return  to — there  v 
blceung  of  sisters  I — it  made  one  so  i 
a  warn  greeting,  and  a  hoartfelt  welcome!^ 
Then  there  was  so  much  to  talk  about — so  n 
cvcntshad  happened  during  my  immense  absenc^^^'^^ 
of  a  fortnight — Frances  had  written  from  Paii^^ 
and  my  father  had  had  rather  an  angry  interrie" 
with  Maule  Cany»fort;  so  much  so,— that  MauC- 
stampod,  and  said  he  would  never  enter  th^^ 
gates  of  the  park  again,  till  Miss  Adelaide— nv:^ 
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^      forgot — I  was  now  Miss  Carrysfort! — came 

^^ck;   Gertrude  had  been  requested  to  share 

«  cares  of  a  curate's  home,  and  declined  ; 

^rry  had  shed  a  front  tooth,  and  looked  dread- 

1 ;  and  Rose  had  been  vaccinated  from  a  very 

e  child  in  the  village.    All  these  circumstances 

ere  communicated  to  me  in  a  running  conversa- 

^n,  and  my  readers  may  smile  when  I  tell  them, 

'^^th    what  deep   interest  I  listened    to   each 

^^iflingf  or  important  particular. 

Of  my  own  affitirs  I  said  nothings  till  the 

^ext  momingy  when  Gertrude  and  I  flew  out, 

"^ith  our  light  hearts,  into  the  beautiful  green 

lanea^    round    Carrysfort    Park  ;    there,    with 

^o  ear  to  hear,  and  only  tlie  bright  heavens 

ubove^  and  around  us,  I  told  her  how  far  Colonel 

Denison  had  ventured,  and  what  I  thought  the 

result  would  be,  when  we   returned   to   town 

again.     The  dear  girl,  who  entered  so  fully  into 

my  griefs,  took  an   equally  energetic  share  in 

my  happiness;  so  many  a  joyous  hour  was  spent 
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by  us,  in  bright  visionings  of  the  future.  Ger- 
trude seemed  only  rather  surprised  that  he  had 
not  spcd^en  before  I  left  the  Spencers,  because 
in  all  I  told  her  of  his  speeches,  she 
remarked,  and  very  justly^  that  he  had  said 
nothing  to  commit  himself,  and  that  even  at  that 
moment  he  was  bound  by  no  pledge — honour 
we  put  quite  aside ;  for  Frances  had  often  said  to 
us,  '^  I  have  the  highest  opinion  of  men's  honour 
amongst  themselves;  but  you  may  depend  upon 
t,  there  is  very  little  in  the  case,  where  we 
women,  with  our  interests  and  affections,  are 
concerned !" 

This  might  be  one  of  the  many  worldly 
maxims  she  constantly  sported,  but  we  thought 
it  must  be  true,  simply  because  we  had  heard 
it  from  her  Ups. 

As  Gertrude  and  I  walked  on,  without  know- 
ing where  we  went,  we  were  arrested  by  a 
small  gate,  which  led  straight  into  the  H<dme 
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t^riroperty,  and  commanded  a  view  of  the  crazy 
^^Id  house.  It  was  with  no  small  interest  that 
'^^^e  stopped  and  gazed — Gertrude  said,  laughing, 
'^It  looks  Eke  an  omen,  finding  ourselves 
^ere^  for  I  do  not  think  we  ever  stopped  at 
lis  gate  before — I  hardly  remember  the  gate 

I 

*•  That  is  easily  explained,"  I  answered  ;  "  do 
on  not  remember  we  always  avoided  it,  because 
is  the  short  way  across  the  fields  to  the 
"^vretched  attorney's  cottage  ?" 

*'  Ah  I**  smiled  Gertrude,  "  we  did  not  know 
%hen,  that  it  led  to  more  than  one  place  in  the 
^orld  !'* 

My  father  had  scarcely  spoken  to  me  upon 
^my  subject  since  my  return,  for  the  coolness 
^hich  had  marked  his  manner,  after  Maule 
Carrysfort's  inexplicable  discovery,  of  the  letter 
to  Colonel  Denison,  still  extended  itself  to  me, 
although  Gertrude  was  in  &vor  again.  At  last, 
one  morning,  I  was  told  through  her,  to  receive 
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name  commands  in  person,  aod   I  rcpurcd 
the  blue  room,  an  the  study   was  called- 
there  I  found  my  fiither. 

"Sit  down,"  were  the  first  words  he 
and  then  I  saw  an   nitttonltd  severity  c 
brow  ; — 1  began  to  fee!  rery  cold,  btit  I  prefei 
,  becanse   I    often   fancied,  when 
'  got  very  angiy,  that  the  sight  of  m; 
re,  towering  even  above  that   of  Pranci 
kept  him  from  looking  down  upon   me  !- 
weak  as  it  may  seem,  I  quailed  at   contempt 
wbilst  anger  passed  over  my  head,  like  a  thon- 
der-clond. 

"  I  have  not  much  to  say  to  you,"  he  con-- 
tinned,  "  except  that  you  may  cither  remai» 
here,  dnring  the  season  in  London,  or  return 
with  me  on  Friday  next" 

This  was  Monday. — 

"  Return  with  you,  e«r/at«/y,"  said  I,  hastily. 

"  I   am  glad  of  it — thai  removes  one  diffi- 
culty," pnrsaed  my  father ;  "  now  [  have  only 


THB    BARONETS    DXrOHTEBS.  31 

*^o  things  more  to  say  to  you — I  desire  in  the 
^rst  place,  tbat  nothiog  tempts  you  to  allow 
Alaule  Carrysfort  any  sort  of  interview  with 
^oa.  The  man  is  a  rogue,  and  a  villain  ; 
%l)OUgh,  OB  circumBtances  stand,  I  do  not  choose 
tM3  tell  bim  eo — he  hag  the  management  of  so 
naany  of  my  affaire,  that  as  a  relation,  it  would 
xieither  be  politic,  or  possible,  to  shake  him  off. — 
"He  has  never  entered  this  house  since  I  first 
»mved:  but  I  have  reason  to  believe,  he  will 
find  means  to  communicate  with  you,  and  I 
forbid  it;  remember — I  will  have  no  secret 
plotting." 

"  Good  heavens  !"  I  ejaculated,  **am  I  thought 
capable  of  even  thU.'" 

'*  In  the  second  place,  I  beg  that  on  no  pos- 
sible pretence,  you  extend  either  walks,  or 
drives,  towards  the  Holme — you  and  your  sisters 
are  to  keep  entirely  on  tkis  side — there  are 
miles  enough  beyond  thia  house  on  the  lei't, 
without   going  to  the   right ;  and  therefore   I 


> 
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expect  my  caution  will  be  remembered.  That  it 
all — no,  one  more  point — Gertrade  does  noi 
look  well — she  will  therefore  travel  ^ore  ^wl; 
with  me,  and  we  start  on  Wedneedaj." 

Mystery  upon  mystery  I — what  would  J  ha(n 
given  now,  for  Maule  Carrj-sfort'e  powei;  of 
knonHng  everytHng ! — fM  we  were  never  allowed 
to  ask  questions,  or  reasons,  when  orders  were 
issued ;  so  I  left  the  room,  Dverwbelnu;d  with 
bewildering  thoughts.  Gertrude,  to  go  nn 
Wednesday,  and  I  not  till  Friday  ?^-Gerlrude 
not  looking  well  ? — I,  I,  the  free,  the  onfetteretl 
by  control  hitherto,  as  far  as  choice  of  com- 
panions or  friends  extended,  forbidden  to  hnvf 
any  "  intcr^-iew,"  as  papa  expressed  it,  wth 
Maule  Carrysfort? — I  am  afraid  the  spirit  oi 
contrariety  was  within  me,  for  certainly  I  ntvei 
felt,  in  my  whole  life  before,  any  wish  to  speak 
to  that  creature,  either  rudely  or  civilly;  yet 
now  a  certain  indefinable  feeling  stole  over  nr, 
which  I  could  only  embody  in  these 
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*^Ifl  eoMwt  him,  it  were  weU  with  me  r 

As  I  fiuided  that  my  father  had  spoken  in 
confidence^  I  would  not  see  Gertrude  before 
I  had  shut  myBelf  up  in  my  room^  and  con- 
sidered what  was  best  to  be  done.  What  could 
the  prohibition  possibly  mean^  about  not  going 
near  the  grounds  of  the  Holme  ?  Could  it  be 
because  they  were  a  short  cut  to  the  village, 
and  Maule  Carrysfort  ? — or  was  it — could  it — 
oh,  could  it  relate  in  any  way  to  Colonel  Deni- 
son?  From  the  instant  this  idea  entered  into 
my  head,  I  began  pacing  the  room  most  un- 
easily, when  a  note  was  suddenly  placed 
in  my  hands.  I  did  not  know  the  hand,  and 
tore  it  violently  open — it  is  too  characteristic  to 
be  overlooked. 

^'I  want  to  speak  to  you,  Adelaide,  Madam ; 
I  shall  not  come  to  you,  so  you  must  come 
here  to  ray  home,  directly.      Your   father  is 

c  5 


34  THE  baronet's  daughters. 

miles  away,  for  he  is  gone  to  York.  I  ha^ 
pen  to  know,  but  that  dofCt  matter;  but  I 
must  say  something  to  you  about  Colonel 
Denison. 

"Maule  Cakrysfort/' 


CHAPTER  ni, 


It  was  a  pity  that  this  strange  document 
^nooJiI  have  reached  me,  just  at  the  moment 
*heQ  I  felt  that  duty  would  wrestle  in  vain. 
*'ilh  inclmation  —  every  thing,  too,  favoured 
■l/e  act  of  disobedience.  I  might  as  well  have 
Ulempted  to  stem  a  mountain  torrent,  as  my 
precipitate  actions ;  and  yet  I  had  never  been 
Iftnilty  of  any  open  breach  of  duty  before,  and 
Viejint  waa  the  most  diiEcuIt  to  overcome. 

1  tried  to  pause,  but  no — that  last  line  of 
'■liinote  won  the  victory,  and  with  the  speed 
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«f  li^u,  1  left  Ae  hoBK,  and  took  ny  n;  e 
tte  Atlongy'*  dnbbj  hone. 

'•  Too  ««Bled  Bke — ^I  tmm^"  va>  Hf  Iscalfa 
leis  l^ndoedoii ;  "  be  qvk^  sad  do  sot  deCn 


I  Mop  oae  Mcead,  to  ^^,  dm  vtiea  I  datte^^ 
nlfttltc  tooBf  juids  CmjHivt  ww  ***'  *j{  it  ^^*' 
toUe,  m&  hk  badi  chipiwl  over  lua  montlk  ^ 
lad  Ub  Aiggy  gRjCT^icow*  loweted  dQ  hi* 
ejci  vera  bndlj  nA)e> 

*■  I  kaev  you'd  oone,"  nad  be,  rumng  thru 
vitb  ihe  ^nle  of  the  cynic,  dnS  he  ww ;  "  / 
knev  what  woold  boag  yoo, — at  kot  I  thoi^t 
I  did;  and  now  Vm  aS  T%hl — stt  down — yon 
ce<d  Dot  ooloor  «o,  ma'ain,  thongh  yon  an  &■ 
obcymg  yoor  bthsf 

So  he  knew  liat,  Si  be  f — wbu  in  this  asi- 
TCne  £d  the  ma  aof  know  1 

"  Adelaide,  Bta'nii*'  ha  «|]lM^t^^lnf^^^  ijAl 
fima  hia  seal;  "I  am  gaiag  to  be  ahm;^  b^ 
catue  wc  hare  ndtber  of  us  time  to  vaate  b 
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f^mpliments — once  before  I  liare  told  you  I  liked 
^u;  and  now  I  am  going  to  prove  it,  by  telling 
vhat  you  ooght  to  know." 

If,"  I  interrupted,  "it  ia  anything  pur- 
posely withheld  from  me  by  my  father,  I  will 
Hot  listen)  Mr.  Carryafort  !'* 

"  It  ia  not — don't  be  paBsionate." 

"  You ...  you  told  me  ..  "  said  I,  hesitating, 
thai  it  related  to  ...  to  ..." 

"  Pshaw, "  muttered   Maule,  turning  away, 

I'm  too  old  to  be  minded  ! — speak  out ! — re- 
lating to  Colonel  Denison  ? — eo  I  did,  and  eo  it 
does,  and  now  for  it. — Your  father  is  deceiving 
you,  and  deceiving  himself — ^he  tells  you  to 
avoid  The  Holme  side  of  hia  grounds,  and  he 
extends  his  order  to  your  sisters,  as  a  blind  for 
but  he  is  blind  himself — now,  don't  inter- 
rupt me — he  does  not  issue  these  injunctions  to 
keep  you  out  of  my  way,  but  to  keep  your 
sister  Gertrude  safe ! — Colonel  Denison  is  covi- 
ing  here — now,  you  need  not  turn  so  white,  for 
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I  UQ  too  old  to  mmd  what  yoa  feel — be  il 
caouig  Wre,  and  Sir  Edmund  thinks  it  isjbi 
bis  daHgbter  Gertrude,  but,  Adelaide,  iiitfm 
your 

He  puued,  ud  I  [Jaced  one  band  over  m; 
eyes,  uid  dang  to  the  back  of  a  chair. 

Maole  CanyifiiTt  spoke  again,  but  his  voice 
was  changed  then-~it  was  thick  and  tzembGngt 
and  ht  cease  his  eternal  "  devil's  tattoo. 

"  Ailelaidci  j'oa  knew  this  ?" 

"  I  did  mol,"  I  munnared. 

"  Too  know  he  lores  yoo?" 

I  eoald  not  answer  that  \ — it 
from  thoK  lips! — and  yet  it  was  gently 
not  harshly  or  nuleh-,  but  with  eameat.  tremb- 
ling kindBess.    Agsia  be  spoke, — 

"  This  is  the  reason  Gertntde  ia  harried  awaj 
— this  is  the  reason  sbe  ia  forbidden,  not  gom,  to 
g»  Dear  The  Uobne. — Adelaide,  if  I  wonnii 
yoo,  fin^iro  me;  but  as  I  hare  begtin,  I  must 
finish:  and  it  is  ray  deep  intervst  in  yon — in 
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yes,  the  neglected  one  ! — that  makes  me  spcali '. 
—Before  you  allow  this  attachment  to  weigh  for 
one  moment  on  your  heart,  will  you  not  look 
into  this  man's  private  history  ?" 

"T  know  it!"  I  exclaimed,  eagerly;  "itwaa 
my  father  himself  who  first  told  us  of  it !" 

"  Yes — when  he  thought  Gertrude  was  the 
object! — not  till  that  night." 

"Tou  wrong  him,  Mr.  Carrj'sfort ;  I  will  not 
stay,  and  hear  one  word  against  him  !" 

"  That  is  right — fly  out,  but  you  will  hear 
me,  notwithstanding — how  much  of  the  story 
do  you  know  V 

"  This,"  I  replied,  though  my  heart  was 
tnrsting  with  indignation ;  "  that  Colonel  Deni- 
BOD  is  a  divorced  man — that  he  divorced  his 
wife,  I  mean." 

"  What  more  ?"  said  Maule,  impatiently. 

"Nothing,  except  that  the  fault  was  hers, 
not  his;  death  has  effaced  it  now,  so  let  it 
rest," 
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"  Death  *"  enquired  the  atlomej,  in  almotf ~ 
a  whisper,  wluUt  he  advaBml  to  me,  and  Satr 
cibly  seated  me  ou  a  sofa ;  "  did  be  tell  jon 
thati" 

"  X . . .  o  I*^  aid  I,  faintly,  whilst  a  cold  trenor 
ome  over  me;  "  bat  I ...  I  alwsys  heard . . .  oi 
else  I  understood ...  be  was  a  widower." 

Maole  Carrysfort  walked  away  again,  and  I 
heard  him  mutter,  "  Poor  child."  I  sat  as  if 
[  I  had  beai  firtueD  to  my  Kat  I  coald  not 
apeak  or  moTe — a  dread  of  breaking  the  deadi* 
like  silence,  kept  me  still,  and  then  be  i 
himself^ — 

"  I  mmtl  tell  yon,  though  it  is  ] 
may  not  mind. — Few  ktuw  it,  but  /  do,  tl 
lliat  don't  matter — it  is  my  interest  in  yoQ  ti 
I  nakes  me  mn  the  risk,  and  my  knowledge  of 
Ae  principles  yon  profess.  I  have  beard  yon 
speak  on  die  very  subject,  or  perhaps  I  might 
have  left  yoo  to  find  it  out. — Adelaide,  my  d 
CiAmtt  DenitoH  h  net  a  tridotefr.'' 
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I  clenched  my  hands  more  tightly,  but  still 

I  Wis  silent :  I  held  my  nnder-lip  in  my  teeth 

till  the  blood  started.     Maule  Carrysfort  stood 

transformed  before  me — h«  was  no  longer  the 

"wretched   attorney,"   but  a  friend  checking 

me  on  the  brink  of  the  abyss ;  besides,  be  was 

speaking  on  a  hallowed  subject,  and  I  voold 

not    lose    one     word,    or    one     sound,    that 

breathed  thai  name!     And  yet,  I  did  not  see 

•iita  dearly  . . .  somehow,  there  was  such  a  iniet 

in  the  room  ...  it  was  strange,  for  the  sun  was 

shining  when  I  entered  it ...  it  was  all  strange, 

for  he  seemed  to  me  to  be  repeating  the  words 

a  thousand  times,  dinning  them  into  my  ears . . . 

'mrely  there  was  no  need  of  that? 

"  He  is  a  divorced  man,  it  is  true — I  know 
that — the  act  passed  juat  sixteen  years  ago ; — 
()at,  if  what  I  suspect  be  the  case,  you  ought  to 
know  the  whole  truth — kit  wife  is  not  dead!" 

Another  silence  prevailed,  and  then  the 
power  of  speech  returned  to  me;  and  with  a 
voice,  scarcely  articulate,  T  gasped  out. 
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"  You  have  known  iLis — how  long  T' 

He  fixed  his  keen  grey  eyes  upon  me, 
closed  mine,  as  if  a  sudden  flash  of  light  I 
pained  them. 

"  Years  !"  he  abruptly   answered ;   "  I  1 
I  you  in  London  I  knew  all  ahout  him — I  knew 
Ernest  Den  ....*' 

*■  Oh  1  for  pity's  sake,  hush !"  was  the  excla- 
mation I  was  betrayed  into,  when  the  cherii 
name  was  so  profanely  uttered. 

"Well,  well,"  he  continued,  as  if  sofieiM 
my  gesture  of  anguish ;  **  I  knew  him  as  a  boy 
— he  was  married  at  three-and-twenty — cheated 
into  a  match,  and  divorced  the  frivolous,  heart- 
less girl,  two  years  after.  Some  people  think 
that  act  makes  all  straight — I  don't,  nor  do  yon, 
or  I  would  have  leA  you  to  find  it  out,  as  I  said; 
but  the  wife  is  alive." 

"  Then  I"  I  cried,  suddenly,  waking  to  ail  the 
bitterness  of  the  trial ;   "  may  God  in 
forgive  you,  for  having  allowed  matters  to  g 
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*^^»  thus  leading  met  in  the  dark — enlight- 
ening me  only,  when  it  would  have  been  charity 
to  have  left  me  ignorant !  Oh  !  Maule  Carrys- 
fort!  if  you  had  felt  the  interest  you  profess, 
^Ms  never  would  have  been ! — ^if  you  had  had 
"ie  friendship  of  which  you  talk,  you  would 
"ftve  told  me  before.  Now,  only  one  word  be- 
*^*e  I  go ;  does  my  father  know  of  it  ?" 

**  He  HoeSy^  said  the  attorney,  with  more  sad- 

'^^ss  than  I   ever  thought  he   could  assume; 

he  heard  it  from  me,  and  he  never  moved  a 

'^Usde  of  his  face.     Sir  Edmund  Carry sfort  is 

*  man  of  the  world,  and  in  his  eyes  the  code  of 

^e  world  is  law — the  law  of  man,  he  thinks  as 

perfect  as  the  law  of  .  .  .  ." 

"Once  again/'  I  interrupted,  *'not  one  sylla- 
ble against  my  father !" 

"I  have  finished,"  muttered  Maule  Carrys- 
fbrt,  and  he  silently  opened  the  door  for  me. 

It  was  dusk — the  twilight  dusk  which  enables 
one  to  see  dark  shadows  of  things,  and  people  ; 
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but  nothing  more.     I  bad  to  pass  through 
little  gate  before  mentioned^  and  as  I  did  so^  a 
horseman  flew  past^  over  the  hard  dry  graivel 
road,  towards  our  house^  and  I  stopped  at     the 
gate — I  knew  it  was  my  father,  and  a  sudden 
revulsion  of  feeling,  melted  the  burning  fev^^ 
of  my  indignation.    I  leant  on  the  low  wall,  -•^^ 
pressing  my  forehead  on  its  cold  damp  8toQ( 
sobbed  in  the  utter  anguish  of  my  bruised  air 
wounded  spirit ! 


CHAPTER  IV. 

In  the  dark,  the  gloomy,  spacious  room,  sacred 

^  the  memory  of  my  mother,  and  so  rarely  en- 

^©red,  that  I  knew  I  should  be  undisturbed,  1 

^^t   tne  down  ....  I  flung  my  bonnet  on  the 

S^ound,   and  I  looked  up  to  the  picture  of  that 

*^^t,  lamented  mother — a  stream  of  moonlight, 

^^de  the  features  perfectly  distinct ;  and  tears, 

*^^ts  that  I  once  despised,  stole  gradually  from 

'^^y  eyes,  slid  down  the  lashes,  and  fell  in  hca^  y 

"Urning  drops  upon  my  hands — 

*'  Oh  that  those  lips  had  language  ! — Life  hath  pa^ts'd 
With  me  but  roughly  since  I  saw  thee  last !  ' 

She  was  very  beautiful,  and  Gertrude  was  like 
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-I  was  entille* 


her ;  but  stiU  I  was  also  her  child- 
to  an  equal  share  of  parental  love,  but  I  (Ud  not 
receive  it — and  yet  the  very  act  of  gazing  on 
her,  softened  my  feelings  of  injury,  and  turned 
my  bitterness  to  grief  alone. 

How  dreadful,  I  remember,  it  was,  to  be  roused 
from  this  lethargy  of  condensed  sorrow,  to  have 
to  shake  off  the  load  of  bewildering  thoughu«io 
return  in  short,  "  back  to  busy  life  agaipj 
tlie  first  dinner-bell !     But 


"  Tbere  are  aomi 
Where  of  necFsaity  ih?  aoul  ti 
lu  oirn  support." 


And  as  I  was  certain  I  had  all  the  ' 
nette"  of  this  discovery  to  endure,  I  bore  op, 
and  hoarded  my  strength,  for  the  remEunder  of 
my  trial.  The  hour  came,  and  Gertrudo  rose 
and  left  me  alone  with  my  father;  bis  tone  bad 
been  infinitely  kinder  during  the  whole  of  din- 


ner, than  I  had  km 


a  it  for  S' 


lot  of  penetration,  had  aiuil 
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to  my  acquiescence  in  liis  plan  of  traveiling 
home  ^ain,  or  perhaps  to  my  long  absence,  for 
Ikd  hardly  ever  lefl  him  for  a  day  even,  till  1 
wnt  to  the  Spencers — that  unlucky  visit ! 

As  soon  as  we  were  alone,  he  walked  to  his 
desk,  and  took  out  two  letters — 

"Adelaide,  I  have  been  highly  gratified  to- 
diy;  on  my  return  from  York,  I  received  three 
lettere,  and  one  is  to  you  ....  What  is  the 
matter?" 

Ishook,— ehook  visibly, — and  felt  myself  turn- 
ing sick,  and  faint,  as  I  murmured,  "  Nothing — 
liray  go  on." 

"  I  need  hardly  tell  you,  they  are  from  Colo- 
lel  DenisoQ  ;  and  as  I  believe  he  is  by  this  time 
n  York,  waiting  our  reply,  I  have  only  to  say, 
!at  mine  is  written,  and  have  no  doubt  yours 
'Srill  corroboTBte  what  I  have  stated." 

"Give  it,"  said  I,  stretching  out  my  hand, 
'  «nd  turning  my  bead  away,  whilst  I  was  choking 
itam  the  violent  effort  of  controlling  myself ; 
"give  it — let  me  take  it  to — to  Gertrude." 
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"  Gertrude  ? — no,  my  dear  Adelaide ;  is  it  poi 
sible  you  have  been  deceived  by  appearances, 
well  as  myself?    Colonel  Denison's  proposals 
to  you." 

I  do  not  know  what  there  was  in  papa's  ton 
whether  it   was  the  term  of  endearment, 
the  sight  of  that  well-known,  dear  handwritin 
just  before  my  eyes ;  but  I  flung  my  arms  p 
sionately  on  the  table,  and  hiding  my  face  i 
them,  I  sobbed  out, 

**  Have  some  mercy,  some  pity  on  me,  for 
cannot  be^r  it ! — take  that  letter  away !" 

A  bitter,  a  harrowing  scene  followed— th< 
more  severe  my  father  grew,  the  more  firm! 
did  I  stand  my  ground.     Colonel  Denison  mu*'^ 
be  refused,  and  I  would  hear  of  nothing  else — I 
told  my  father,  that  he  must  see  by  the  struggle 
I  had  in  acting,  as  I  thought  rightly,  and  re- 
ligiously, that  the  sacrifice  was  no  ordinary  one; 
on  the  contrary,  that  the  idea  of  thus  outraging 
my  feelings,  must  be  very,  very  rooted,  for  me 
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''UanJ  the  sbock  thus  steadily.  Though  the 
Woman's  heart  quailed,  the  principle  was  strong, 
*iid  therefore  Colonel  Denison  must  know  the 
tntli. 

■'You  are  a  most  inexplicable  pereon,"  ex- 
cUimed  my  father,  vehemently  j  "  and  I  bo- 
icmnly  affirm,  that  had  this  letter  been  addrcEseil 
^Wn  to  Gertrude,  I  ahould  have  been  mosl 
bighiy  .  .  .  ." 

"Ecen  to  Gertrude  ?"  burst  from  my  lips,  as 
X  dashed  a  fresh  gush  of  tears  from  my  eves ; 
*"*^0h !  why  say,  even  to  her  ? — why  add  to  my 
"^Wretchedness,  by  that  cruel  word? — why  make 
**i6  feel  myself  less  dear  than  her,  and  make  mo 
*4ink  you  would  give  me  to  a  man,  not  good 
^^Tioogb  for  her  !  God  forgive  me,  though,  if 
Vljt  seems  to  reflect  for  one  moment  on  him  .' — 
I  *»»— tell  him  my  simple  reason — tell  him,  if  you 
like,  that  time  may  remove  the  obstacle ;  hint 
'W  to  him,  if  yoa  can — lio  not  let  him  think 
■ ...  Oh  papa !  bow  can.  I  dictate  in  such  a 

TOL.  III.  i> 


I 
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■^  b«  Ac  jl^  mmftt  titfb;  aod  I 
r  im   i^a^  kcBt   «in  ova  tb«  1  mi 


«idk«  AcfcntbHMflTitiNM;  and  then,  mdt 
wa^loii^  W  nag^  t&c  keil,  took  the  leltex  oa»> 


ikatffav^M 


B^  I  WMdthshEvrT  UwmpM 

Bd»kS-fc«.     WbtB  tfar  ammd «H q«te 
■  AkAmhb^  Ik^oIe*  to  ne:  tai  iiheo 

\tiwm  wmmm^  ht  prawed  fas  faand  upOQ  ay 

if  1  ««  famfa,  I  fid  B0(  ■«•■  it,  bat  I  w» 


Ofc  hwm  be  Anbd !  far  thaw  ktad.  kind 


THE    baronet's    DAUGHTERS.  51 

severity  only  roused  me  to  fury,  kindness  broke 

iny  heart ;  and  I  am  sure  I  felt  then^  how  far 

easier  it  was  to  bear  the  scourge^  than  hear  those 

soothing  words  ! — I  asked  him  what  he  had  said 

in  the  answer,  and  he  would  not  tell  me,  more 

than  that  it  was  sufficient — I  took  the  precious 

letter  from  his  hand,  and  hid  it  in  my  bosom-I 

had  no  courage  to  break  the  seal,  and  it  would 

have  been  agony  to  destroy  it ;  so  I  kept  it,  till 

I  could  venture  to  read.     Not  a  word  fell  from 

my  father's  lips,  as  to  my  interview  with  Maule 

Carrysfort,  and  yet  he  must  have  suspected, 

even  known  it,  by  my  giving  the  reason  of  my 

rejection  of  Colonel  Denison.     Papa  knew  that 

I  was  not  acquainted  with  that  reason,  when  I 

arrived  at  Carrysfort  Park,  from  the  Spencers' ; 

but  I  suppose  he  saw  I  was  in  no  state  to  bear 

more. 


D  2 


CHAPTER  V. 

After  a  night  of  sleepless  sadness^  I  ros&  to 
try  and  distract  my  mind,  by  interesting  mysell 
about  Gertrude's  departure;  and  I  would  not 
let  my  thoughts  dwell  on  the  dreary  pifospect  ai 
two  days  in  our  deserted  home  without  her^ 
subject  to  the  harassing  visits  of  country  naigh- 
bours  ;  so  I  commenced  arranging  with  her  all 
the  different  stages  and  inns,  when  suddenly  the 
hall-bell  rang,  with  a  furious  peal^  add  within 
ten  minutes  afterwards,  I  was  told,  •*  Sir  Edr 
mund  begged  Miss  Carrysfort  would  come  down 
to  the  blue  room."  It  has  often  since,  been  a 
matter  of  great  astonishment  to  me,  that  I  nerer 
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£x>r  a  moment  suspected  why  I  was  sent  for,  but 
Jran  down,  totally  unconscious  of  what  I  was  to 
encounter.  I  entered  the  room,  saw  a  figure 
standing  back  to  the  light,  had  just  time  to  say, 
**  Did  you  want  me,  papa  ?"  when  Colonel 
Denison  started  forward,  and  seizing  both  my 
liands,  exclaimed, 

'*  Adelaide,  what  am  I  to  think  of  this  ?" 
Years — ^long,  long  years  have  passed  'twixt 
tliis  and  then,  and  the  power  to  paint  the  feel- 
ings of  the  time,  has  almost  fiided  with  the  weary 
lapse.      T  find  the  effort  vain — no  pen  can  trace 
the  scene — I  almost  think  it  had  been  better 
missed ;  and  yet  it  is  the  one  so  intimately  con- 
nected with  my  thread  of  life,  that  the  history 
would  be  incomplete  and  disjointed  without  it. 

Well)  I  will  breathe,  and  then  go  on.  His 
address  was  passionate,  and  despairing — it  was 
reproachful  too,  for  he  said,  that  after  our  last 
parting,  he  had  had  reason  to  expect  a  very 
different  reply  to  his  letter. 


34 
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"  Yes,"  I  answered  ;  "  but  do  me  the  joitiM 
to  remember,  th&t  I  vas  not  then  swat«  . . . , 
I  mean,  I .  ,  . ." 

'*  Adelaide  1  be  open  with  me  ;  gire  me  at 
least  a  reason  for  this  stuumng  l>lon-!"  said  be, 
at  l.ist«  in  a  voice  of  grieved  reproach,  when  he 
had  waited  in  vain  for  words,  which  I  could  not 
frame ;  "  it  was  utterly  impossible  I  could  be 
satisfied  with  Sir  Edmund's  reason — I  cocdd 
not,  where  so  much  was  staked  ! — impossible  I" 

This  was  the  worst  of  all — this  was  the  point 
to  which  I  alluded — this  was  the  wretchedness, 
the  misery  of  the  whole  I — to  think  thai  my 
father  had  given  an  insufiident  reason,  to  a  coao 
of  Colonel  Denison's  warm  feelings,  broogfat 
him  over,  as  might  be  concluded,  and  czpected, 
to  Carrysfort  Park ;  and  then  left  me  to  explain 
for  myself,  in  a  personal  interview,  tvch  a  reason, 
with  nothing  but  my  own  weak,  sinking  heart,  to 
be  my  stay ! 

>£ow  I  went  through  it,  1  know  not — hal 
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^oUbyme,  and  half  was  guessed  by  him;  and 
*fceii  tlie  espknatioD  was  completed,  I  recollect 
fcis  raising  both  my  hands  to  his  lips — 1  recollect 
hu  words  also,  they  still  echo  upon  my  niemory. 
"Had  you  read  my  letter,  this  would  have 
been  spared  ua  both.     I  felt  from  the  first,  it 
was  what  I  had  to  dread  ;  and  since  your  scru- 
ples are  BO  strong,  I  love  yoo  too  well,  to  try  to 
ihake  them,  dreadful  as  the  struggle  is  to  yield  ! 
We  must  part,  dearest! — look  up,  Adelaide! 
look  at  me  once  more ! — once,  once  more  1  and  I 
will  leave  you ;  but  do  not  speak — I  cannot  bear 
|o  hear   j-our   voice  again  !     Bless    you,   bless 
you,  Adelaide ! — yet  just  say  one  word! — only 
one,  and  then  ,  .  .  ." 
"  Leave  me,  I  implore  you !" — 
Grief  takes  attitudes,  which  speak   despair, 
nearly  as  plainly  as  words.     I  slid   from   the 
large  chair,  in  which  he  ha.d  left  me,  and  knelt 
upon  the  ground,  with  my  brow  resting  on  the* 
edge  of  the  table; — bow  long  I  was  in  this  po- 
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luve  gone  from  the  brilKaiicy  of  spriiig,  and 
nature,  into  the  soUtude  of  my  own  room,  aud 
rank  on  my  knees  with  a  heartfelt  prayer,  sent 
on  high,  for  strength  from  the  mercy-seat,  to 
bear  whatever  trials  it  pleased  that  Higher  Power 
to  infiict,  and  a  heartfelt  spirit  of  entreaty,  sent 
up  for  patience,  and  resignation,  under  the  dis- 
pensation. I  firmly  believe,  had  it  not  been  for 
these  constant  "  kneelings  at  the  footstool  of 
God's  throne,"  that  I  ahoutd  never  have  been 
able  to  return  to  my  appointed  path  in  life,  and 
My,  with  humble  submission  to  the  chasteniog 
hand,  "It  is  well,"  As  it  was,  I  used  to  rise 
from  my  knees,  calmed,  consoled,  and  even 
enabled  after  a  time,  to  think  "  whatever  is,  is 
for  the  best." 

This  was  my  first  trial: — since  then,  I  have 
knelt  at  death-beds,  and  kissed  the  last  breath 
from  the  lips  of  the  best  beloved  on  earth — I 
have  seen  the  grave  close  on  the  worshipped 
ftrm,  and  I  have  been  left — and  yet  I  persist, 
d5 
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thai  however  great  be  our  partioo  of  eorro"^i^"  i 
this  world — however  bitter  the  cup  that  ~tp 
have  to  drink — prayer  is  the  eouI's  relief  S  — 
prayer  is  the  bahn  to  heal  the  broken  heart. 

No  one  who  knows  its  inestimable  blessiza^, 
cnn  feel  utterly  and  entirely  bereft ;  for  I  kn.oir 
from  expcricDcc,  that  where  the  tcnderest  voice 
of  sympathy  has  failed  to  soothe,  one  honr  to 
myself,   with  the  world   shut  out,   and    every 
thought  raised  io  trusting  faitli  to  beaveo,h»« 
sufficed  to  briug  the  needed  solace   down  I '" 
short,  I  am  convinced,  that  prayer,  on  alt  ocW"  i 
siona,  is  just  as  much  the  support  of  our 
poral,  as  it  is  the  defence  of  our  spiritual  n^""^B 

There  was  but  one  more  dialreasing  m»»^^ 
during  our  last  hours  at  Carrysfort,  and  i 
when  Slaule  chose  to  come  in,  to  wish  us 
bye,  bt'fore  we  departed,      Gertrude  was  i  '] 
room,  with  me,  and  was  making  tea ;  but 
sitting  in  the  recess  of  a  window,  and  I  dL  g 
know  of  his   being    in   the  room,  till  hc^ 
to  her. 
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'*  Wliere's  that  poor  girl  V 

Good  beavend !  had  I  indeed  lived  to  be 
pitied  by  him  t 

I  instantly  advanced^  and  was  almost  touched 
by  the  alteration  in  the  man's  manner; — there 
was  a  subdued  gru&ess  about  it,  which  made 
me  think  he  wished  to  appear  more  repulsive 
than  usual,  yet  it  had  not  that  effect.  He  talked 
^ually  to  both  of  us,  and  avoided  every  sub- 
ject, that  could  affect  us  in  any  way,  or  remind 
me  of  the  few  last  days.  His  chief  anxiety 
seemed  to  be  for  the  "Countess  of  EUerslie,"  as 
he  studiously  called  her ;  and  he  knew  all  about 
the  Dowager's  peculiarities,  and  how  difficult  it 
would  be  to  live  with  her — in  short,  he  knew 
every  thing ^  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  I  really 
began  at  last  to  believe,  that  there  was  nothing 
hidden,  that  he  did  720^  know. 

As  he  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  with 
his  diminutive  person  stiffly  erect,  except  a  slight 
stoop  in  his  head,  his  shaggy  hair,  that  had  once 
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been  brownish  red,  and  his  thick  hanging  gr^  ^^ 
eyebrows,  I  almost  shuddered  with  disgust — \-  ^s^ 
felt  that  ever  to  be  at  eaBe  in  his  presence  again,*  ^  1 

was  utterly  impossible — I  was  full  of  the  senti-    " 
ments  of  the  Thekla  of  Coleridge's  "  ■'^'-" —        "  ' 


"  You  hsTe  beheld  me  in  my  tgonj* ! — 
A  moBt  dutressful  accident  ncca«ion?d 
You,  from  a  siraiiger,  lo  become 
My  confidant!" 

And  from  that  instant,  of  course,  alt  hi^ie  of 
friendship  was  at  an  end ; — all  hope  <A  aaythiog, 
save  bare  constrained  civility,  was  out  of  tbe 
question.  I  would  ngt  have  had  that  man  my 
enemy,  for  a  great  deal ;  but  I  trembled  at  the 
only  proof  he  had  uver  shown  mo,  a*  a  friend .' 
The  person  who  becomes  accidentally  your  con- 
fidant— who  worms  an  unwilling  secret  from 
you,  must  either  be  hated,  or  despised,  or  feared 
— I  hated  Maule  Carrysfort. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


I 


At  the  close  of  the  autumn,  Fiaacea  re- 
turned &om  her  travels,  in  compliance  with  her 
'itubasd's  ansious  wish,  to  spend'the  Christmas 
^taon^t  his  family,  at  Ellerslie.  Frances  whis- 
pered to  me,  with  a  sly  laugh,  when  he  gave 
this  oat,  as  his  motive  for  leaving  Paris,  just  as 
t}ie  gay  season  was  coming  on,  that  he  was  per- 
fectly innocent  of  having  any  wish  on  the  sub- 
ject;  it  was  his  dear  mama's  doing;  for  the 
Dowager -Countess  had  made  a  point  of  his 
always  being  present  at  the  winter  distribution 
of  blankets! 

"  It  speaks  most  highly  for  his  £lial  character] 


* 


haracter,       ■ 


^^^B  a           ns  m&xosxr's  lureHms.        ^H 

^^H  Af^'nid  I.  gomlT.vlMannicecnBanin 

^^H  «K  iMK  na  itf  ridnk;  *'ind  I  sb  son, 

^^^B  ter  Film,  jvn-waaii  be  the latf  not  Id  ■£• 

^^F  fa»-i>^  tte  •  s«>^  MB  MkM  s  good  hg^ 

■            "■'                                                       A 

^                  "Oh!  I  know  that.-  uswcxed  the  }4^| 

^^^^L  ni.-tiiiii    ^^^  h-A  l»r  tM»J.  «<biit  Ila»- 

^^^H  pmd  to  mh  pntknlulr  to  ^e»d  tlwwBlcr 

^^^H  fandB,  nd  it  v«9  not  to;  fiMerig^  lobe 

^^H  lknftal;i>il«dIti)ld£IloaBedinetl7,tbat 

^^^^H  AiB  I  WW,  aid  be  made  ao  aort  of  raplj— m 

^^^B  lkMi«pecc.beiiaBK>aexoeJleQtlitdeboT,fbr 

^^^H  h»BeTerujiM«r 

^^^r       nil  «iB  a  cuwoi  ttntn  for  FrsDoes  to  take 

V             ^;  and  I  at  and  fistened,  with  an  inward  fieel- 

^^H  ■hsold  bmt  bMB  garni,  bad  I  not,  at  the 

^^H'31«  I>nnga-OMBBen  «H  dnktjr  at  EllenOie. 
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"^tioi^  for  them ;  so  they  were  alone  in  their 
neiF  maDsion,  in  Berkeley-square.  It  was  not 
«w  of  ihe  largest  bousea ;  but  no  expense  had 
Wer.  spared  in  the  arraDgement  of  it,  and  I 
never    saw   anything    to    equal    ita    exquisite 

They  seemed  so  united,  too,  which  L  own 
nth«r  surprised  as,  for  they  were  by  no  meaoB 
ootigenial  souls ;  still  they  always  breakfasted 
together,  and  never  considered  it  absolutely 
necAseary  to  send  for  a  friend,  if  they  were  ac- 
cidentally betrayed  into  a  tdle-a-fete  dinner. 
The  Earl  had  his  cab,  and  the  Countess  her 
carriages,  and  one  never  interfered  with  the 
other;  in  short,  everything  appeared  couletir  ile 
rue. 

An  event  occurred  about  this  time,  which 
utnoyed  my  father  considerably,  and  made  us 
very  unsettled  in  our  plana.  There  was  a  dis- 
solution of  ParUament,  and  he  lost  his  seat. 
The  man  who  ousted  him,  was  a  Captain  Ky> 


rtfaBin^j 


.  mad.  wte  &ad 


Ft — &  «^  wihnd;  at  Kt  of 
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gave  him  a  disgust  to  the  very  name  of  York- 
shire, from  north  to  souths  and  east  to  west. 
^We  were  introduced  to  Captain  Kynaston^  at 
old  Mrs.  Hillier'sy  one  nighty  when  Gertrude 
and   I   were  spending   a  quiet   evening   with 
Iter.     He  came  in   accidentally  ;   and  instead 
of  being  satisfied  with  hearing  that  her  health 
vroB  in  the  same  state  that  it  had  been  in  for 
the  last  hundred  years,  he  stayed  and  stayed, 
till   she   asked    him   to   tea,    and    stayed   and 
stayed,  till   we  went  away  I    He  was   a  gay, 
lively,   dashing  young  man,   an   accomplished 
rattle,  and  a  sailor  "  every  inch  of  him." 

Prepossessed  as  we  had  been  by  circumstances 
against  him,  we  were  provoked  to  have  no 
terms,  but  those  of  praise  to  use;  at  the 
same  time,  we  resolved  to  say  nothing  about 
the  introduction,  as  the  name  of  Kynaston, 
was  a  sore  subject  at  home.  We  met  him  very 
often  after  this ;  and  felt  more  and  more  that 
his   success   might  have    been   slightly    owing 
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to  his  open,  hearty,  spirited  manners,  as  wel^ 
as  to  the  unwearied  exertions  of  tis  Iriends  and*^ 
Maule  Carrjsfort !  ^^H 

Nothiiig  advancea  people  so  rapidly  in  ^^H 
other's  acquaintance,  as  the  constant  interconne 
of  a  season  at  a  watering-place.  Whilst  my 
&ther  was  actively  engaged  in  canvassing  for 
one  of  the  western  counties,  vacant  by  a  deatht 
Gertrude,  the  two  children,  and  I,  were  spend- 
ing some  months,  at  Broadstairs,  under  the 
surveillance  of  old  Mrs,  Ilillier,  who  had  the 
next  house.  The  M.P.'s  were  all  scattered, 
like  bees  out  of  a  hive,  about  the  country,  bnl 
Mie  was  near  «» — Captain  Kynastou  was  cruis- 
iDg  up  and  down  the  coast,  and  his  yacht 
^t  last  came  in  sight  of  BroadstEurs,  : 
landed. 

The  consequence  was,  wo  were  all  thrown 
constantly  together  ;  and  at  last,  even  I,  blind 
as  I  was,  saw,  that  unless  we  went  away,  Ger- 
trude would  become  Mrs.  Kynastou,  by  mataal 


THE   BABONET's   DAUGHTERS.  67 

I  went  to  Mrs.  Hillicr. 

"  Mrs.  Hillier,  what  am  I  to  do  ? — you  see 
^vhat  is  coming  on^  and  I  am  sure  I  have 
xieither  the  heart  nor  the  power,  to  prevent  it ; 
bat  my  fether  will  be  annoyed  beyond  expres- 
sion ! — do  tell  me  what  I  am  to  do  ?" 

"Let  things  take  their  course,  my  dear," 
mtid  good,  quiet,  indolent  Mrs.  Hillier;  ''Cap- 
^tain  Kynaston  is  very  well  off,  and  I  do  not 
aee  that  Gertrude  could  do  better,  if  she  likes 
Irim.** 

"  But,  good  heavens !  my  dear  Mrs.  Hillier," 
I  exclaimed,  "you  must  know  that  my  father 
ht»  a  positive  antipathy  to  the  man ! — do  you 
jiot  remember  all  those  scenes  at  home,  about 
the  election  and  Maule  Carrysfort,  whose  very 
name  is  enough  to  turn  papa  against  anybody  ?" 
"  But,  my  dear,  Mr.  Carrysfort  is  not  Cap- 
tain   Kynaston?"    argued    dear,    dull,    Mrs. 
HiUier. 
**  You    make  me  quite  frantic  I"  was    my 


THE  baronet's  dalgjiters.  69 

^Cr  oiil  of  danger,  to  nscertain  whether  my  fears 
*^  «aj-  foundation. 

I  »m  afraid,  I   was    a.  deficient    character, 

•«  point  of  worldly  skill,  and  tact;  for  I  had 

■30   more    idea   of   attaining    any  knowledge, 

Vncept     by    Btraightforward     questions,    than 

&}ie   man  in   the    moon — what   would   I  have 

jren,  then,  for    the    incomparable    talent    of 

laateuveritig,  wloch  FranceB  posesssed  '.  or  the 

lenlle,  steady,  cautious,  perseverance  and  pati- 

■ace  of  Gertrude.     But  no,  precipitate  I  always 

sas,  and  precipitate  I  knew  I  always  should 

few,  60  I  chose  our  walking  home,  when  side  by 

Vude  oar  boiuiets  hid  our  &ces,  to  begin — 

"  I  do  not  see  the  yacht  to-day,  Gertrude." 
■'  Oh,    I    sec    it ! — in    the    bright    horizon, 
ilmofit — " 
■'  Bather  odd  you  should  know  it  so  far  off, 
Gertrude,  from  any  other  ship — I  never  knew  a 
yacht  from  a  ship  in  my  life." 
*'  I  knew  it   was  going;  in  that   direction," 


TO 
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snd  Gertrude,  in  the  lovtiet  possible  ToiM,K;  '^' 
and  I  could  Aol  think  what  to  say  next.  L^~^ 
did  not  Ke  her  £ace,  for  she  tarn«d  it  qmie-^-^ 
•«^:aBd  all  I  coold  judge  bj,  iros  the  deep'^^P 
croDSoa  of  her  umalljr  white  wrist,  seen*--*'* 
betreeo  her  glore  and  the  ctiff  c^  her  akere...'  "^ 
That,  tboHgti,  was  poor  satisfitction,  for  ih»^^^ 
waf  mcA  a  UwA#r,  that  bad  Captain  Kjdbx-  -^  ' 
ton's  attentioDS  been  to  me,  or  little  Boae,  she  ^^ 
wottld  have  tamed  joct  the  same  colour.  In  ^^ 
such  a  dilemma,  I  nude  a  bold  stroke. 

"  Do  you  know,  dear  Gertrude,  I  an  a&aid  ^^ 
that  papa  will  be  displeased,  when  he  reftums,  ^^^^ 
to  find  that  we  have  become  90  intimate  widi  ^ 
his  auccessliil  opponent  V 

"1  do  no(  see  why,"  aaid  Gertrude,  in  the 
same  qoiet,  low  voice  j  "  we  were  nearly  * 
intimate  all  the  winter,  and  all  the  spnngt  and 
he  nerer  objected,  ea  far  as  I  can  remember." 

"He  never  liked  him,"  I  answered.  She  wn 
i]uite  silent,  and  we  sat  down  on   the  bead) 
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Without  another  word.      This  was  not  to  be 
^^dured ;   so  I  suddenly  addressed  her. 

"Gertrude!  be  candid  with  me! — treat  me 
^  a  sister,  my  dearest^  and  do  not  keep  me  in 
tliis  uncertainty! — ^you  have  had  thousands  of 
Opportunities  of  seeing  Captain  Kynaston  in 
tewn,  when  I  have  never  been  present,  there- 
fore I  can  know  but  little  of  what  went  on  ;  but 
uf  you  love  me,  dearest,  tell  me,  even  in  con- 
fidence,— is  there  anything  between  you  and 
himr 

Gertrude  turned  her  beautiful  face  full  upon 
me — there  was  doubt  in  its  expression,  mingled 
^th  an  evident  wish  to  speak. — 

"  Trust  me  !"  I  continued.  "  I  will  not  betray 
you ! " 

**Then  there  w,"  was  the  laconic  reply. 
I  'was  dumb  with  surprise  and  sorrow,  for  I 
could  foresee  nothing  but  disappointment  in 
store  for  them,  and  God  knows  I  had  suflFered 
too  poignantly  in  that  way  myself,  to  bear  the 
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thought  of  seeing  my  siatcr  placed  in  a  siti 
of  similar  anguish. 

"  Well  i"  asked  Gertrude,  with  ft  vain  endea- 
vour to  hide  a  Goile,  "  are  you  horrified — 
shocked  ?" 

"  No,  Gertrude — but  grieved  I" 

"  And  why  grieved ! " 

"Can  you  not  guess? — how  will  papa  re^ 
ccive  such  nevrB  ?  Have  you  er^  thought  of 
that?" 

"  Yes,  ofieu — and  I  know  him  so  well,  that  I 
am  certain,  if  he  gains  this  elcctioQ,  and 
triumphant   over   Maule   Carrysfo 
claied  he  would  never  succeed,  Harry  K; 
ton  and  I  shall  have  nothing  to  fear — if,  i 

contrary,  he    fails :  Ah  !   I   have 

thought  of  the  possibility Why  si 

we  think  of  failure,  dear  Ada  ? — Harry 
ton  has  oAen  Cold  me,  he  never  yet  fitilecl 
single  object  on  which  he  had  set  his  hef 
why  should  he  begin  now  ?" 
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Sliis  Tras  the  reasonmg  of  &.  person  in  love — 

as  provoking  as  Mrs.  Hillier's. 
"Then   you   consider   yourself   engaged    to 
Ciptain  Kynaslon,  Gertrude  V 
"Yes,  conditionally — " 
"And  clandestinely — oh,  my  dearest,  can  he 
Ter  respect  yon  for  this  V 

Alia,  he  only  spoke  plainly  yesterday ! — 
•liilst  you  were  at  Mrs.  Hillier's !  and  1  said  I 
would  tell  you  immediately,  to  which  he  made 
*i*ort  of  objection,  of  course — I  meant  to  have 
w  credit  of  beginning  myself,  but  you  were  so 
*wiipt,  my  own  Ada !" 

I  confess  I  was  piqued — not  at  her  happiness 
'Qy  heart  bounded  at  that,  for,  if  no  obstacles 
fciose,  this  was  just  the  sort  of  match  I  approved 
■Bhe  was  nineteen,  and  he  eight  years  older— 
I  brothers  or  sisters,  or  mother-in-law,  to  vex 
*tr  gentle  spirit — esteem  and  affection  on  her 
«ide,  and  the  gift  of  a  gallant,  upright  heart  on 
iiB — a  man  respected  in  his  public  career,  and 
VOL.    ■  III.  E 
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worehipped  in    hU    profession  .  .  ,  what 
could  she  win  ? 

I  wss  not  piqued  at  all  this,  of  course,  but 
not  having  been  told  before  the  lapse  of  a  u>i 
day,  and  at  not  having  found  it  out  befor*'* 
— Captain  Kynaston  was  gone  on  an  excursioc'^ 
tn  the  South  Foreland,  as  an  excuse  to  be  out  o*^ 
the  way,  I  suspect,  as  there  was  nothing  verjC"* 
tempting  that  way  ;  at  all  events  he  was  gon^»* 
for  two  or  three  days,  and  by  the  time  he^* 
came  baclt,  we  should  have  heard  of  the  result  *' 
of  the  election,  and  my  father  might  probably 
hare  returned.  Id  all  this  constant  whirl  of 
excitement,  surely  no  one  can  wonder,  that  ex- 
cept in  the  sleepless  hDurs  of  the  night,  I  had  no 
time  to  dwell  on  the  desolation  of  my  own 
heart.  It  would  have  heen  as  impossible  as  it 
was  vain. — As  we  had  expected,  my  father  re- 
turned a  few  hours  before  the  "Seraph"  anchored 
off  Broadstairs,  and  Captain  Kynaston  came 
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^ore  in  the  evening,  and  had  an  intenriew  with 
^ir  Edmund. 

ilj  &ther  had  been  triomphant,  and  he  was 
^  the  best  possible  spirits,  and  temper ;  so  when 
X  was  sent  for  to  speak  to  him,  I  went  with  a 
Very  tranquil  step,  passing  Captain  Kynaston  on 
the  stairs. 

''  I  have  sent  for  you,  Ada^"  said  my  father, 
xising  the  abbreviation  of  my  name,  which  was 
a  sign  all  was  right,  '^  because  I  want  to  know 
if  that  child,  Gertrude,  is  quite  decided,  as  to 
lier  feelings  with  regard  to  Captain  Kynaston  ? 
*— The  time  seems  to  me  but  short,  which  she 
lias  had  to  choose  a  partner  for  life,  and  you 
know  I  never  liked  him  much  ;  but,  however, 

■  •  •  •   •  ^tCU  • 

"  I  think,  papa,  Gertrude  has  quite  made  up 
her  mind — would  you  like  to  ask  her  your- 
self?'* 

"  No,  thank  you  ! — I  shall  have  a  scene  of 
some  kind,  and  that  is  the  reason  I  sent  for  you ; 

£2 
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— I  cannot  stand  Gertrude's  tears,  and  smiles  -^^t 
and  piteous  looks,  and  colourings — but  it  reall^^  J 
appears  to  me  so  strange,  that  she  should  fanq^^-I 
that  boisterous  fellow  Kynaston,  that  I  though  -^cn^ 
he  might  just  have  deceived  himseJf — that  is  air  -»31 
— you  may  go." 

/  saw  nothing  strange  in  it !  Papa  saw  no-  ^"^ 
thing  strange  in  the  niarriagc  of  Frances  witt^-" 
that  goose,  begging  his  pardon,  Lord  EUerslie;  "*' 
therefore,  what  there  could  be  wonderful,  iu  the^  ** 
attachment  of  two  people  so  perfectly  suited  tc^"-*^ 
each  other,  as  Gertrutie,  and  the  amiable,  ho—  ^^' 
nest,  handsome,  Harry  Kynaston,  I  could  no*-^^ 
imagine. 

"  Congratulate  me  ! "  murmured  Gertrade*&-^' 
winding  her  arms  round  my  neck ;  "  all  havc^"^" 
ilone  so  but  you  !" 

"  Bless  you  1  Heaven  bless  you,  my  own — !" 
was  all  I  had  to  say — I  saw  they  would  be  happy 
— it  was  impossible  it  could  be  otherwise ;  and 
as  I  stood  hour  alter  hour  at  the  window,  and 
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'Watched  them  on  the  beach,  I  indulged  in  the 
wme  train  of  thoughts  which  filled  my  mind 
when  Frances  was  going  to  be  married ;  yet  here 
I  had  no  fault  to  find  ! — Mrs.  Hillier  said,  I  had 
too  old  a  head  for  my  young  shoulders — per- 
haps so — grief,  and  grief  concealed,  had  aged 
me — but  certain  it  was,  I  used  to  watch  those 
two  happy  beings,  with  strangely  venerable  feel- 
ings of  affection ! — Gertrude  was  such  a  loveable 
creature  1 


"  She  irM  not  one  of  many  words  and  vows, 
And  breathing!  of  her  love,  and  eager  ahovs 

n  affectioii : — in  her  quiet  eye. 
There  dwelt  dtep  eniifideace  in  what  she  loved. 
And  nothing  more. " 


^  t  r.Ti* 
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c  vessel  brougbt  a  brighter  tint  into  her  fair, 
'^ansparent  cheeks  ;  so  they  were  out  from 
knorning  till  niglit,  and  sometimes  they  went  on 
•hore  at  Ramsgate  Pier,  and  drove  home  ...  At 
«U  events,  I  becnmc,  by  this  means,  ray  father's 
iconstant  companion,  and  was  for  ever  at  hi« 
desk.  One  circumstance  used  to  tlitig  me,  wlien- 
ever  I  had  to  write  a  "business  letter"  for  him, 
■nd  that  was,  his  always  prefacing  the  com- 
IBencement  of  it  by  the  words, 

"  Remember,  Adelaide,  whatever  you  write 

»  me,  must  be  considered  as  sacred." 
This  speech  used  to  cut  like  a  two-edged 
Bword;  for,  in  the   first  place,  it  shewed   he 
jdoubted  my  conscientiousness,  and  in  the  nexi 

;  reminded  me  of  what  had  first  made  hira 
Soubt  me ...  of  Maule  Carrysfort's  having  be- 
i  BO  unaccountably  posEessed  of  the  con- 
teats  of  '*t/iat  letter,"  and  of  to  whom  that 
tetter  was  addressed,  too  I  It  was  agony  to  hav<- 
py  thoughts  dung  back  upon  those  vanished 


60 


TfiE    BARONETS    DA1 


Ja)^ '.... Bat  I  must  proceed,  for  it  is  not  fi^*^ 
me  to  dwell  too  tnadi  upon  myself,  apon  thou^""* 

bygnne    fwUngs another   breath    fo  ^^ 

Etreogtb,  and  I  will  go  on 

A  copy  of  an  old  letter,  written  two  yeat^c^"^ 
before,  was  missing  from  my  father's  dcsic ;  anf 
as  it  was  of  some  consequence,  it  annoyed  hintf^^^* 
—  we  hunted  in  eyery  possible  place,  but  it 
not  to  be  found;  J  then  said  I  could  only 
think  of  one  place,  where  it  might  have  "  hid- 
den itself,"  as  the  eiprcssioo  is — 

"  And  that,  papa,  is  in  Gertrude's  portfolio — 
ilie  large  one,  with  white  blotting-paper,  which 
used  to  stand  on  the  Ubraiy-table,  in  Richmond 
Gardens."  Gertrude  was  "at  sea,"  as  asual,  and 
I  did  not  hke  to  open  it  myself,  because  I  knew 
it  was  full  of  scraps  of  poetry,  and  notes,  which 
Captain  Kynaston  used  to  send  her,  if  he  went 
to  Deal  or  Dover  for  a  day.  We  had,  therefbn^ 
to  wait  till  she  came  in,  and  then  we  went  to> 
gether,  to  look  through  its  pages. 
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Leaf  after  leaf  ve  turned  over ;  and  at  last  my 
sye  was  arrested  by  a  sight  which  sent  the 
Wood  in  torrentB  to  my  heart.  There  was  one 
which  seemed  a  mass  of  blots;  but  in 
taming  it,  I  saw  that  the  ink  had  sank  through 
the  white  blotting-paper,  and  any  one  might 
tiare  read,  aa  clear  and  easily  as  I  did,  the  fair 
impression  of  the  letter,  which  had  caused  so 
much  anhappinesB  and  distress  to  me  at  the 
time,  and  often  since ! 

In  Gertrude's  bold,  strong  hand,  were  the 
fcUowing  words,  which  had  been  apparently 
falotted  off  in  the  greatest  haste: 

Sir  Edmund  Carrysfort's  compliments  to 
Colonel  Denison,  and  requests  that  he  will  do 
him  the  favour  to  appoint  an  hour,  when  he  can 
•ee  Colonel  Deniaon  respecting  the  sale,  &c.,  of 
iUB  property  of  '  The  Holme.'  " 

I  do  not  say  that  these  lines  were  entirely  dis- 
tinct, aa  far  as  words  went;  but  they  were  plain 
lough  for  any  one   less  prying   than   Maule 
E  5 
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Carrysfort ;  and  to  mp  eyes  I  oh,  how  plain  th-  "  ^^ 
were  !  I  coTild  not  speak,  but  I  felt  as  if  ' 
could  gasp  with  joy  and  relief!  I  grttsped  G**^"^' 
ttude's  arm,  pointed  out  every  word,  tore  tfc^^^^* 
sheet  violently  oat,  and  flew  to  my  father ) 

'*  My  dear  Ada,"  were  his  first  words,  after  * 
kmg  panse  and  reverie,  during  which  he  ha  - 
been  reading  and  re-teading  it,  and  I  had  beet^  " 
standing  with  my  hands  clasped,  breftthleasl^T  1 
awaiting  some  remark ;  "  I  beg  your  panJo^^"* 
most  aincerely  ;  and  T  onlyboi>c,  in  justice  t^  " 
yourself,  that  you  will  let  me  write  to  Maul»-  * 
Carrysfort,  and  upbraid  him  for  having  so  basel^^? 
allowed  you  to  be  under  this  suspicion,  for  twc^^^ 
years !" 

"  Heaven  forbid !"  I  exclaimed,  enei^eticaUy  5 
•'let  him  rest— no  word  of  mine  must  eter 
reach  that  man — I  am  cleared ;  so  here  let  ft 
drop." 

No— that  creature  was  sacred  in  my  eyes,— 
I  could  not  have  allowed  any  soul  to  injure  « 
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■»omid  him ;  whilst  I  had  power  to  protect,  he 
was  sacred,  from  the  circumstances  with  which 
dhacce  had  associated  him. 

It  was  with  pain  and  anxiety  that  I  now  be- 
gan to  notice  the  increasing  delicacy  of  Ger- 
Irude's  health;  and  though  our  medical  man 
Bmiled  at  the  anxiety,  he  acknowledged  that  the 
winter  at  Malta  would  be  of  the  greatest  ser- 
— he  was  sure  it  would  reestablish  her;  and 
Captain  Kynaston  implored  my  father  to  allow 
Wm  to  take  them  in  the  "  Seraph." 

I  remember  well  with  what  a  chill  I  listened 
to  their  arrangements  ! — I  knew  I  could  not  be 
included  in  them,  for  I  should  be  obliged  to 
stay  to  take  care  of  the  children,  and  bo  ready 
to  receive  my  father  on  hia  return,  when  Pariia- 
lent  met,  afler  he  had  left  my  own  Gertrude, 
iritb  some  friends  of  his,  at  Malta.  I  was  to 
«pend  the  Christmas  with  Frances  at  EUerslie, 
'hilst  Rose  8nd,Carry  went  to  old  Mrs.  Hillier ; 
— altogether,  I  was  to  drag  myself  about,  with 
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mj  desolate  heart,  till  the  mooth  of  March, 
and  it  was  nov  November  1 

The  day  of  parting  came — that  dreadful  day  ; 
— ^how  gladly  would  I  haYe  put  the  bitter  cup 
aside,  had  I  not  felt  that  anything,  anything 
was  bettor  than  the  selfish  cowardice  of  ehon- 
ning  it;  so  I  strained  her  once, and  once  again, 
in  my  arms,  and  saw  her  go  on  board ;  and  1 
stood  at  the  head  of  the  Ramsgate  pier,  to 
watch  her  standing  on  the  deck,  leaning  on 
proud,  happy-looking  Harry  Kynaston,  whose 
brow  and  lip  of  mirth,  were  tinged  for  onw 
with  sadness,  when  he  saw  her  tears — ya«, 
there  I  stood,  till  Mrs.  Hillier  began  breaking 
in  on  my  "  luxury  of  regret,"  and  telling  me 
she  felt  shivery !        , 

"  Shivery  I" — Good  Heaven! — totalkofb^ng 
"  shivery,"  vith  the  yacht  and  its  precious  (rei^t 
in  sight ! 

"  Take  the  dear  children  home,  then,  dear 
madam,  for  I  cannot  stir  just  yet !" 
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"Oh,  my  dear,  it  would  not  be  correct  for 
pu  to  be  here,  all  alone,  amongst  the  sailors,  and 
people;  and  when  the  tide  comes  in,  we  cannot 
get  home  by  the  Bands. "j| 

"/(  would  not  be  correct  /" — a8  if  I  thought 
of  the  forms  of  the  world  at  such  a  moment ! 

"  I  cannot  stir  I"  I  repeated,  passionately ;  so 
there  I  stayed,  till  a  sea-fog  obscured  the  sur- 
hce  of  the  bright  waters — there  I  stood,  fling- 
ing away  the  tears,  aa  they  kept  gathering  in  my 
eyes,  and  Mrs.  Hlllier  sat  in  the  light-house,  at 
&te  pier-head,  "  because  the  felt  shivery!" 

Well — people  are  differently  formed  by  na- 
ture, that  is  very  certain  1 

Oh,  these  earth's  partings !  how  long  and  how 
weary  they  make  life  seem  1 — well  may  the 
poetess  call  them, 


"  Passionate  partings,  such  a 
Till  tears  are  life-blood!" 


ing  the  heart 


It  was  the  anguish  of  thinking  that  it  was 


r  ^  van  1  hi  B  kr,  !^a 
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CHAPTER  VIIl. 

Whbk  I  reached  Ellcrslie,  the  house  did 
t^ot  answer  my  expectations.     I  had  pictured 
to  myself,  one  of  the  "  lordly  homes  of  Eng- 
land/' instead  of  which,  I  found  it  damp,  low, 
and  dnll.    It  was  a  spacious  mansion  ;  and  at  the 
time  that  I  happened  to  be  there,  it  was  full  of 
leasts,  so  there  was  no  want  of  gaiety  indoors  ; 
but  I  was  disappointed  in  the  position — ^it  was 
situated  in  the  ugliest  part  of  Lancashire,  if 
beautiful  Lancashire  can  have  any  ugly  part 
about  it.     Frances  was  as  ^'  dashing,"  as  Hugh 
Daubigny  used  to  call  her,  and  as  buoyant  as 
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i  iboaeJ  ae  for  ray  sobriety — she  w^r"""^" 
■ot  Otte  to  enter  into  feelings  like  mme — sfcti  *''* 
jttdgcd  by  externals ;  the  moment  she  saw  *"  I 
bad  ^TOi  up  my  ringlets,  and  wore  plain  haic-*^  ^'^- 


I 


**  Wew  a  vig,  my  dear  soul,  or  anything  yor 
pteaec,  only  do  not  give  np  ringlets  at  twent; 
For  mercy's  akt,  carl  your  hair,  or  people  wiC-SdU 
begin  to  talk !" 

I  hare  often  smiled  since,  to  think  of  iha^^  -^ 
expression,  so  terrific  to  the  ears  of  a  worldlin^^^g- 
"  Ptoplt  wiU  h^in  to  talk  !"  And  I  hare  smile^i''^^ 
in  Btter  carelessness— smiled  even  when  she  fiut:V  -i' 
teied  away  in  her  satin  and  opals,  and  diamond^^  -<> 
and  left  me  in  my  white  ciape !  She  was  s-  " 
dastling  cxeature ;  but  as  I  followed  her  with  m^  !? 
eyes,  I  often  thought, 

"  Tby  path  ii  not  aa  mine — «b«re  ihou  an  blot 
My  ipiril  would  but  wither :  mine  own  grief 
1b  in  tnine  eye*,  a  richer,  hoUer  thing 
Tliui  an  thy  hippin«n  !" 
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-iai  I  thought  this,  because  I  was  not  quite 
'*>e  ihat  she  enjoyed  what  I  called  happiness. 
There  was   an    immenBc    party   of  Ellerslies 
^  the  house.     Four  of  the  daughters  had  mar- 
ked commoners,  and  one  a  gouty  Baron — then 
^*lere  was  one  unmarried.  Lady  Ellen  Crewe. 
■Before   I  had   been   a   week   in   the   castle,   I 
^P'as  thoroughly  wearied   out  with  hearing  the 
H>owager,  telBng  all  the  sayings  of  "  my  daughter 
S^yton's  girls,"  and  "  my  daughter  Huntley's 
l>oyB,"  besides    quoting  the    several   opinions, 
of  "  my  daughters  Morton,  Lane  and  Gordon," 
in   opposition  to  those  of  "my  son  Ellerslie's 
^w-ife,  who  was  the  eldest  Carry sfort." 

Frances  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table  always  j 

^ut  as  it  was  broad  enough  to  admit  of  two,  the 

X>owager  Countess  had  a  aeat  at  her  left  hand. 

"  It  is  most  provoking,"  exclaimed  Frances, 

to  me  ;  "  for  the  old  woman  deliberately  stamps 

tlic  feet  of  her  chair,  on   my   velvet   dresses, 

I  have    had    two  skirts    with   trains    entirely 
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ruined  I — then  she  crushes  my  sleeves, 
goes  to  sleep  after  the  wine  has  been  one 
round,  making  me  her  arm>chair> — yoa  can 
think  how  I  long  Bomedmes  to  exclaitai  ecs  ■ 
the  gods  do  at  the  dear  old  pantomiues,  '  Turrs:  Min 
her  out  1'  for  she  is  quite  superannuated ;  aoazv  od 
yet  EUerslie  will  not  hear  of  her  being  put  at  tlrW^The 
side  of  the  Uble  !" 

"He  seems  a  most  exemplary  sou,"  I  i  -jm:  re- 
plied,  not  knowing  what  else  to  say;  "  y»--^Joii 
really  should  do  him  justice." 

"  No,  my  dear,  I  can't,  because  I  think  ;=  il 
is  the  force  of  habit — he  ts  the  goodesi  lit-:^ttle 
boy  that  ever  was,  as  his  nurse  says ;  but  I  woc-^^al'l 
give  the  universe  to  be  able  to  unpin  him  fri^ — om 
bis  mamma's  apron  I — But  now  tell  me  abc^»-<n" 
Gertrude — she  is  actually  going  to  mairy  ■*  a 
sailor,  poor  child,  is  she  not  I — how  in  the  wo-^-  '^d 
(lid  it  happen  I — is  she  very  far  gone  ?  1 
hardly  ask,  though,  for  she  is  just  the  sort: 
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giri  to  marry  for  love — has  he  anything  in  the 
irorld  besides  his  heart  ?" 

I  explained  that  Captain  Eynaston  had  fair 
prospects  besides  his  profession. 

**  Profession  P*  repeated  Frances ;  "  I  am  not 
sore  that  I  like  that  word.  I  think  I  like  a 
man  without  a  profession.'* 

**  I  always  understood^  Lord  EUeralie  was  in 
the  army,"  said  I,  with  a  smile. 

**  Oh  yes,  but  you  know  he  is  only  in  the 
guards ! — they  are  too  handsome,  in  general,  to 
be  of  much  use !  They  look  much  too  well  in  a 
drawing-room,  to  be  sent  on  service ":  and  surely, 
Gertrude  wrote  me  some  dreadful  story  of 
Captain  Kynaston  being  wounded  at  Algiers  ?" 

It  was  impossible  to  help  being  amused,  at 
the  way  in  which  Frances  ran  on  :  she  seemed 
to  look  down  so  completely,  on  anything  under 
a  coronet,  and  to  have  so  sovereign  a  contempt, 
for  any  one  who  answered,  "  In  the  army,  the 
navy,  the  law,  or  the  church,"  instead  of  "  Je 
nCamtise .'" 
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I  had  opportunities  of  observing,  that  the 
Countess  Dowager,  wjib  a.  mast  provoking  old 
woman ;  and  which  the|many  hints  which  Maule 
Carryefort  had  thrown  out,  were  not  without 
foundation.  From  having  lived  a  great  deal 
in  the  country,  she  used  to  interfere  in  things 
that  Frances  knew  nothing  about.  My  sist«r, 
in  the  routine  of  a  town  Ufe,  had  tasted  cream 
from  the  chased  silver,  of  a  tea  service, 
amused  herself  with  makiug  her  spoon  stand 
upright  in  it,  at  Carryafort;  had  even  sua- 
picions,  that  chalk  was  put  into  it  in  London, 
to  give  it  a  country  appearance ;  but  beyond 
this,  she  knew  nothing ;  and  therefore  she  was 
exceedingly  annoyed  one  morning,  when  the 
Dowager,  before  twenty  peoplc,,began  declaring 
that  the  cream  was  "nothhig  like  what  it  used  to 
be  in  her  time,"  and  added, 

"  I  really  think,   I^dy  Ellerslic,   the  j 
time  you  go  into  the  dairy — " 

"II"   ejaculated  Frances,  turning  crimson; 


used  to 
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^*  I  do  not  consider  such  a  pilgrimage  at  all  in 
my  way — ^if  the  cream  is  bad — " 

•*  Not  bad,"  interrupted  the  Dowager,  "  El- 
lersie  cream  was  never  bad — only  thinner  than 
it  used  to  be  '  in  my  time.*  " 

"  Ha !  my  fault !  all  my  fault !"  said  Frances, 
with  a  look  of  whimsical  contrition  ;  but  in 
spite  of  the  able  way  in  which  she  carried 
it  off,  everyone  must  have  seen  she  felt  it. 

This  was  only  one  of  the  series  of  petty 
annoyances,  the  gnat- stings  to  which  my  sister 
was  subjected ;  and  as  we  were  both  endued 
with  the  same  fiery  Cariysfort  spirit,  I  am  sure 
her  temper  must  have  smarted,  as  often  as  mine 
did,  when  I  constantly  observed  the  old  Coun- 
tess, take  the  lead  in  the  "  mechanism*'  of  the 
Castle,  and  then  say,  with  a  humble  croaking 
laugh,  that  she  ^  always  forgot  herself,  for  really 
Lady  EUerslie  was  never  at  hand."  There  was 
one  thing  especially,  which  made  us"  both  turn 
deep  red,  one  day  at  dinner.     A  number  of 


THE    DaUONET's    daughters. 

county  people  were  collected  in  the  dmwing^^ 

.,  and  Frances  entered  rather  late,  dresse<' 
in  a  velvet,  the  beri/u  of  which  was  fastene* 
in  front,  by  a  large  levigne  of  superb  diamond^sJ 
which  continued  "small  by   degrees"   to  tli» 
length  of  the  stomacher.     Added  to  this,  sb*^ 
had  ear-rings  and  a  chain,  from   ber  forebi 
to  the  back  of  her  head,  of  the  same.    She  looke^M 
a  blaze  of  jewels ;  but  no  sooner  was  she  seatecS 
at  table,  than  the  Dowager  bent  forward,  sad 
said,  in  what  she  meant  to  be  a  whisperj 
which  I,  a  distance  of  three  people  o% 
distinctly, 

"  Are  those  the  £llerslic  diamonds?' 
"  They  are,"  was  the  haughty  answer. 
"  Dear  me  I"  said  the  Dowager,   smootbii^ 
her  gloves  down,  with  the  air  of  a  resigned  mar- 
tyr; "how  London  jewellers  do  metamorphose! 
1   declare  I  should  never   have   known  them 


At  this  slight  on  the  faultless  setting  c 
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and  Mortimer,  Frances  looked  at  me,  and 
blashed  with  anger;  but  recovered  the  next 
moment,  saf&ciently  to  say, 

"Then  your  Ladyship  wore  them  in  their 
original  country  setting  /" 

Perhaps  the  retort  was  bad  taste,  but  the  old 
woman  deserved  it,  and  Frances  was  not  of  a 
temper  to  stand  upon  ceremony  in  such  a  case. 
Lady  EUersUe  coloured  through  her  rouge,  and 
burnt  herself  with  the  hot  soup,  which  Frances 
insisted,  when  we  were  alone, — "  served  her 
right !"  In  short,  the  Dowager  spared  nothing, 
—from  the  Ellerslie  diamonds,  down  to  the 
Ellerslie  cream. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

«  Well,  Mrs.  Hiliier/'  said  I,  when  I  was 
once  more  at  hotHe,  and  entertaining  the  old 
lady  at  tea ;  "  the  more  I  see  of  Frances  and 
her  menage^  the  more  I  wonder  how  she  can 
endure  it. — She  was  very  wild  and  mirthful,  as 
usual,  but  I  am  convinced  the  gaiety  was  as- 
sumed.— I  never  had  an  opportunity  of  looking 
behind  the  curtain,  except  for  hurried  moments, 
when  she  was  in  the  nursery,  and  then  she  was 
so  anxious  to  make  the  baby  crow  for  my  amuse- 
ment, that  I  could  ask  her  no  questions." 

"Frances  married  for  rank,  my  dear,"  an- 


1  Hi.     J.AJtU>J:'i   -     ;>A'  M!  •  I.l:- 

^red  Mrs.  Ilillier ;  "she  ought  to  be  satisfied, 
^  I  suppose  she  did  not  bargain  for  happi- 

"  But  it  is  no  fault  of  the  Earl's,  Mrs.  Hillier ; 
^  is  the  most  easily-led  simpletoni  that  ever 
Walked  through  life — it  is  the  Dowager,  and  all 
those  sisters !  I  only  wish  you  could  have  seen 
them  with  that  unhappy  baby  of  Frances' !  I 
call  it  unhappy,  for  it  was  a  delicate,  fragile 
child ;  and  whenever  it  was  ailing,  and  driving 
poor  Frances  nearly  distracted  with  its  plaintive 
cries,  there  was  '  my  daughter  Morton,'  rock- 
ing it  on  her  knee,  because  she  happened  to 
have  the  youngest  child  in  the  family,  whilst 
*  my  daughter  Seyton,  and  my  daughter  Hunt- 
ley,'  were  prescribing  and  administering  all  the 
remedies  that  had  been  given  to  their  innu- 
merable troop  of  infantry,  from  a  month  old, 
upwards !" 

This  was  no  exaggerated  description,  for  Fran- 

VOL.    III.  F 
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era  beneU  tised  constantly  to  »ay  to  me,  wJt^ 

ezcuMble  petaUneet 

"  I  declare  mj"  very  boby  is  not  my  own  !— 
»od  jtt  I  un  obliged  to  appear  gnueful,  bt 
baring  the  cere  of  it  taken  off  m^  handi  I" 

One  itjt  n  Mrs.  Hillier  and  I  ver«  sittiiifi;) 
convernng  os  tliese  sort  of  topica,  little  Rose, 
wbo  had  bees  romping  about  the  room,  snd- 
denly  come  to  my  nde,  and  laying  her  head  of 
Bunny  curls  in  my  lap,  whilst  the  looked  np  in 
my  faoe,  said, 

"  I  fHiut  ten  you  twneting,  Ada  !" 

"  Tell  me  then,  love— what  ia  it?" 

"  Sconesing  that  happened  «  long  tim«  ^ 
vhen  you  were  av>y,  Ada." 

"WeU,loTer 

"fiat  Mrs.  Hillier  mustn't  hear — shoi| 
hold  hor  eers." 

I  laughed  in  spile  of  myself,  for  I  knew  tj 
was  tittle  necessity  for  that,  whilst  Rose  spoke  in 
those  gentle  whispers. 
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''She  maat  hold  her  ears,"  persUfed  Rose,  in 
>  tone  of  cominaiid ;  "  for  ebe  told  me  not  to 
Id]." 

Mrs.  Hillier  was  quite  sharp  enough  to  hear 

tiii,  at  all  events,  and  she  loolced  up  quickly, 

and  said,  '*  Rose ! — Rose !"  in  a  voice  of  warning. 

"But  he  told  me  I   might  tell !"  screamed 

Rose ;  "  so  I  will !" 

"  I've  lost  one  of  my  meehes,"  said  the  old 
hdy,  hontiiig  about  the  carpet,  and  then  rising ; 
"I  mast  go  to  your  room,  Adelaide,  my  dear, 
for  I  think  I  remember  dropping  it  there :"  and 
away  she  hobbled. 
"Now  Boee,  be  quick,  love,"  I  exclaimed, 
and  don't  scream  quite  bo  loud." 
*'  You  won't  be  angry,  and  call  me  naughty?" 
"No,  dear— only  go  on." 
"  Then  I'll  tell  1 — Carry  and  I  were  running 
our  hoops  in  the  Park,  just  after  you  went,  and 
somebody  stopped  us,  and  spoke  to  me,  Ada, 
•nd  told  me  I  was  to  tell  you,  and  papa,  and 
V  2 
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"  And  my  Carry  ?"  I  exclaimed,  rousing  my  ■ 
*lf;  "has  she  nothing  to  tell  me? — what  did 
lAfget?" 

"Only  one  kiss,"  answered  quiet  Carry, "  bui 
lis  gave  me  a  rose,  and  I've  got  it  now  ;"  and 
ihe  flew  to  a  tiny  red  trunk,  which  held  all  hei 
worldly  goods,  consisting  of  spangles,  sugar- 
fdums,  a  miniature  set  of  tea-things,  and  a 
Dooiber  of  the  eyes  of  departed  dolls,  and 
brought  out  her  hoarded  treasure,  the  withered 
«e] 

There  was  a  touch  of  sentiment  in  this  trifiini^ 
action,  of  which  many  an  older  person  has  been 
guilty,  and  as  I  held  it  in  my  hand,  a  flood  of 
thoughts  and  feelings  iiUed  my  heart — 

■■  Oh !  'tia  ihe  htarl  that  magnifies  thi>  life, 
Malting  a  truth  and  beauty  of  its  own !" 

1  asked  the  child,  if  1  should  take  care  of  it 
for  her,  if  she  prized  it  so. 
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"I'll  give  it  you,  Ada,"' was  her  gentle  an- 
Bwer,  "  all  for  yoarselJ",  for  ever,  because  1  kepi 
it  for  you." 

At  that  moment  it  was  diSicult  to  knrtr 
Trhich  to  lore  most  of  those  two  little  aisters,  bol 
I  am  afraid  I  worshipped  my  turbiilont  Row- 
she  was  the  link,  from  that  time,  which  bound  me 
to  3  chain  of  deathless  memc^s. 

A  few  days  after  this,  I  received  a  letter,  ad- 
dressed by  Maulc  CanTsfort  —  1  was  ahnOil 
afraid  to  touch  it,  much  more  to  open  it,  for  he 
had  neTcr  written  a  line  to  me  the  last  two  years, 
and  the  sight  of  the  crooked  and  crabbed  letters, 
made  me  exclaim  to  myself,  **  What  can  that 
'bird  of  ill-omen'  want  with  me?"  But  the 
same  shrinking  fear,  that  made  me  hesitate  to 
open  it,  also  drove  me  on,  as  if  in  desperalioni 
to  brave  whatever  he  might  have  to  communi- 
cate. 

It  was  a  strange  effdsioQ — quite  in  ha  ovra 
gnaint   style,   dropping   the   personal  pronoun 
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wherever  it  could  be  dispensed  with,  and  mix- 
ing up  his  infi>nnation  in  the  most  confusing 
manner. — There  was  but  one  paragraph  over 
which  I  strained  my  eyes,  till  the  very  letters 
teemed  to  melt  away  under  the  intensity  of  my 
gaze — it  was  this : — 

**  Taken  leave  of  an  old  friend  since 

Christmas — Colonel  Denison — going  to  Ame* 
rica,  Bogota,  think  it  was — ^got  a  situation  there, 
what  you  fine  people  call  a  ^  place/ t— don't 
know  what  it  is,  for  never  asked."  • .  « • 

There  Were  many  questions  about  Frances, 
and  condolences  on  her  child's  having  been  a 
girl,  which  from  any  one  else  would  have  been 
unpertinent,  but  from  him,  were  simply  amusing, 
or  beneath  notice. — I  answered  the  letter  as 
briefly  as  possibly,  and  then  he  was  forgotten 
again. 


^:''- CHAPTER  X, 


It  was  now  about  ihe  time  the  Daubl 
usually  came  to  tawo ;  and  it  was  a  i 
of  the  greatest  amosemeiit  to  rac,  to  match 
the  indtifatigable  manoeuvres  of  Lady  Grace, 
for  what  she  considered  "  the  good  of  her  la- 
mily !" — The  maniEuvre  which  gave  her  most 
trouble  at  this  period,  was  one  to  throw  Hugh, 
the  hopeful  "  Lancer,"  at  the  feet  of  the  goMta. 
piUar»  on  which  Miss  Meredith  stood  eialta 
I  was  intimate  with  Miss  Meredith,  so  ] 
both  sides  of  the  game^  and  I  percei^'cdl 
either  she  most  have  been  misled  by  the  d 
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Citations  of  hi*  femily,  and  her  friends,  or  else 
*i«gh  must  have  behaved  shameftilly. 

Hugh  Daubigny  was  one  of  those  animals, 
^ed  male  flirts ;  and  &om  his  tnanncrs,  appear- 
ance, and  prospects,  he  was  one  of  the  most 
dugcrous  of  the  order. —  Hie  plan  was  to  fix  on 
the  girl  who   was  most  admired  in  his   set — 
the  star  who  shone  brightest,   who    had   the 
largest  drclc  of  satellites — he  would  completely 
win  her  from  that  circle,  make  her  the  object  ol 
constant   remark  during  tlie  season,  keep  her 
within  a  charmed  ring,  into  which  he  suffered 
no  otter  to  intrude ;  and  then  he  would  sud- 
denly discover,  that  "  le  jeu,"  was  not  worth 
" la  ckandeUe"  and  be  off  in  some  other  di- 
rection, to  "start  fair,"  as  he  called  it,  for  some 
er  object.     As  T  was  in  tHeir  set,  I  had  the 
power  of  making  observations  on  all  the  flowers 
by  which  the  '^papillon  eolage  "  fluttered  ;  and 
certainly  it  appeared  to  me,  that  moat  of  them 
received  his  attentions  seriously,  and  took  "  Grc- 
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miy,  as  sensons  in  their  giddy  round  return. — 
Hugh  was  certainly  very  much  to  blame ;  but  I 
oust  do  him  the  justice  to  say,  the  encourage- 
ment he  met  with,  sanctioned  almost  all  his  ad- 
vances. He  was  so  heedless,  so  utterly  thought- 
less and  careless  of  what  he  said,  or  did,  that  I 
have  often  been  thunderstruck  at  his  having 
escaped  being  called  to  account.  He  had  his 
indolent  good  temper  to  thank  partly;  and 
partly  his  large  blue  eyes,  which  he  used  to 
open  with  the  most  vacant  expression  of  amaze- 
ment, when  accused  of  being  "  particular,"  and 
exclaimed  with  a  languid  elegance,  contrasting 
strangely  with  his  favourite  phrase,  "  My  dear 
fellow,  you  don't  mean  thai? — it's  all  hum- 
bug!" 

Humbug  ! — that  strange  word — that  expres- 
riye  term,  which  conveys  to  the  feelings,  the 
pleasant  and  agreeable  sensation,  of  being  cheat- 
ed, deceived,  misled,  hoaxed,  quizzed,  and 
sold!! — Such  was  the  explanation  I  received, 
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**s  prepared  to  breathe  the  inaudible  affirmn- 
^re,  rhen  the  tremulous  question  was  hazard- 
^.'  I  never  knew  a  girl  who  bo  quietly  re- 
Oeired  homage,  as  the  one  in  queatioa  —  she 
took  it  as  a  right;  and  it  was  that  which  made 
hex  blind  to  the  reluctant  attentions  of  my 
wusia  Hugh  Daubigny.  She  had  no  brothers, 
no  male  relations,  excepting  her  father  —  he 
Tas  always  at  his  bank,  und  her  mother  per- 
fectly indifferent,  as  to  who  worshipped  at  her 
daughter's  shrine,  provided  they  were  eligibles  ; 
ao  Hugh,  in  the  days  of  his  flirtation  with  her, 
had  run  tame  in  and  out  of  the  bouec,  very  sure 
no  one  would  enquire  into  the  motives  of  such 
temporary  devotion,  and  therefore  ceased  as 
suddenly  as  he  commenced,  having  simply  and 
solely won  her  heart. 

The  only  person  who  ever  treated  this  gallant, 
gay,  and  fascinating  Captain  Daubigny  as  he 
deserved,  and  repaid  him  in  his  own  coin,  was 
Begina  Spencer — the  Spencers'  only  child — the 
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worshipped,  the  cold,  the  heartless,  the  ll 
tiiul  daughter  of  our  oldest  friends, 

She  was  one  of  the  most  imperial-lo< 
creatures  I  ever  saw  ;  snd  though  the  ' 
called  her  cold  and  heartless,  /  knew  she  w» 
as  impassioned  as  ever  woman  could  be !  Before 
she  saw  her  twenty-second  summer,  she  had 
thrown  offer  after  offer  aside,  till  Hugh  emereJ 
the  lists;  and  then  "a  change  came  o'er  ihe 
spirit  of  her  dream ;"  she  softened,  wanned, 
nearly  learnt  to  lean  upon  that  shallow  heart ! — 
not  quite,  though,  for  tho  time  came,  when  Hugh 
left  her   too,  and   then  she  made  the  em^  ij* 

She  published  far  and  wide,  with  a  ^^^H 
averted  eye,  and  a  laughing  lip,  in  epite  of  opi* 
nion,  and  in  defiance  of  the  truth,  that  the  had 
refuted  him  f  She  met  him  in  society,  and  she 
received  him  at  home,  but  the  same  principle 
extended  itself  over  her  manner, — it  was  a  sort 
of  kind,  pitying,  courteous,  yet  dignified,  and 
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Im  reserve^—* an  air  of  balf-smiiing  derision 

^*^^ien  he  was  named,  and  yet  an  indescribable 

^ianper  of  satis&cdon  mingled  with  it.    It  was 

'^^iioomparably  acted,  and  uniyersaUy  believed. 

^K^ngkcame  to  me  as  soon  as  the  report  reached 

^^im,  and  I  was  alone — he  was  in  a  towering 

^Maaiony  which  accounts  for  his  language. 

*•  Ada,  it's  a  lie !— on  my  word  it's  the  most 

Isarefaced  lie  that  ever  fell  from  a  woman's  lips ! 

- — I  flirted,  I  own— just  flirted  with  her ;  but  as 

to  proposing,  and  as  to  being  refused!  ...  I 

give -you  my  most  solemn  word  of  honour,  it  is 

as  perfect  a  lie  as " 

"Hugh,  Hugh,  for  shame!"  I  interposed; 
*'you  really  forget  yourself!  —  your  simple 
word  is  quite  enough  for  me ;  but,  upon  tny 
honour,  I  think  you  are  rightly  punished,  for 
the  world  will  never  believe  your  angry  asse- 
verations, against  her  quiet  evidence !" 

** Won't  it?— then  I'll  make  it!— do  you 
think  I  am  going  to  be  made  the  laughing-stock 


IKS  m*»PH¥T«  DAOaHTXM. 


^ *»  M,  fer  ^s  gU  1— not  I!— Ill  desTk 
toks  fcn!— n  Bwfrnl  her— IH  contradict 
At  II        tliihiiiiil  i^  and  kfi,  ind 


*-  Sawr  ?  Bd  I.  InKluog ;  "  roa  can  d» 
iiaS'  Hijt,  k«i  ben-  it.     Rcgina  Spatov- 

oGtiailj,  tfao^  I  do  not 
t  htr  m  ber  UadioDij.     1  ooJjr 

bm  ^  die  codf^  with  « 


"Si^Mt*— aotl!'— «nad  H«gfa;  "doTva 
AMt  i  npi^  kt  kaock  naiet,  aod  be  added 
iBibc  iigiiw  iif  Bn.iiia  Spennv's  rejected? 
^-•■K I ! — I,  wba  w  a«nr  refined  in  mr  .    ■ 

*  ibirii*  cait  -^  WW  mj  lapsing  istemption ; 
~  tw  wmj  ay  tbit  to  Jaj  «■  fan  me  I" 

"Ab!  Ada,l  don't  ■iodbcii^jmif  rejected; 
— 1  podc  njadf  OB  tbe  bare  bctof  ionng  jrao. 
bapcWa  a»  I  am  of  n;  tetuni.  I  ma;  be 
aahMBcd  vt  Bcginas  tbam^itl  aocusatioB,  bet 
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**  Well — all  I  advise  you,  is  this,"  I  answered : 

1^  the  fiilsehood  die  a  natural  death — con- 

^^ier  the  position  in  which  you  placed  this  girl, 

^^d  then  ask  your  conscience,  if  you  do  not  ad- 

^^^re,  although  you  may  condemn,  the  perfect 

Method  to  which  she  resorted  to  extricate  her- 

^^If. — ^You  followed  her  till  you  made  others 

Retire;  and  when  you  relaxed,  she  still  found 

^l^osd  others  would  not  return — the  reason  was 

Evident  to  a  much  less  accomplished  woman  of 

the  world,  than  Bcgina  Spencer ! — They  thought 

^he  was  engaged  to  you  ! — the  consequence  was,- 

that  she  made  a  desperate  stroke,    gaye  out 

t'ight  and  left  that  she  had  refused  you,  and  if 

you  choose  any  Wednesday  night  to  go  to  Mrs. 

Spencer's  ^reception,*  you  will  see  that  elegant 

creature  with  as  numerous  a  throng  around  her, 

as  she  commanded  two  years  ago! — Foil&f  I 

think  papa  himself  could  not  have  made  a  better 

speech  !*^ 

**But,'^  began  Hugh,  after  tearing  a  branch 
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of  lilac  all  to  pieces,  "am  I  to  allow  that  she 
has  refuBod  mc,  without  one  attempt  to  expose 
her  ?" 

•'  You  would  never  expose  her — fiagina  is 
not  a  gill  to  seiie  on  an  expedient  that  totmid 
have  been  doubted,  or  that  could  hare  been  dis- 
beheved — no  man  ever  yet  frankly  acknow- 
ledged himself  a  'rejected;'  8o  your  most 
earnest  denial  would  only  entail  ridicule — let  it 
rest,  Hugh  ! — ^let  it  rest,  and  enjoy  the  joke ! 
— carry  it  off,  if  yon  have  any  respect  for  your- 
self, and  do  not  let  them  say  that  you  are  wear> 
ing  the  willow !" 

"  She  shall  not  have  Maf  triumph,"  exclaimed 
the  still  foaming  young  Captain;  "butt  wish 
I  could  pay  her  oif.  I've  a  great  mind  to  hatch 
some  falsehood,  and " 

"  Don't,"  said  I,  laughing  heartily*  "  for  you 
can  never  beat  hers  1" 

And  there  ended  our  amusing,  and  energe- 
tic conversation :  often  since  have  I  tboughi 


THE  BAKONET'S  DACOHTERS.     115 

to  myself,  what  an  admirable  lesson  it  was  to 

him,  and  all  his  fraternity,  if  they  could  only  be 

aware  of  the  ridicule  such  an  affair  draws  down 

on  them,  amongst  the  female  army  of  their  set, 

beaded  by  such  a  general  as  Regina  Spencer ! 
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ottiselyes,  she  ttm  always  called, "  The  Gunctal ;" 
km  her  figure  was  shadowy  to  a  fault,  and  jtisl 
MMped  being  thought  too  slight,  by  its  sculp- 
tured roundness ;  then  her  face,  that  Grecian 
^e,  with  its  skin  so  transparent,  and  so  pale, 
"lit  the  faintest  tinge  of    colour   would  have 
Bsrred  its  purity  ( — how  often  I  have  gazed  on 
It,  and  wondered  what  gave  it  that  holy  look, 
*hnt  I  knew  what  a  tempest  of  worldly  passion 
■V  brooding  in  the  troubled  depths  beneath  : 
Iter  eyes  were  as  nearly  black  as  they  could  be, 
■  "itiiout  losing  the  ray  of  bright  brown  light ; 
«don  those  colourless  cheeks,  the  lashes  swept 
both  from  the  upper  and  tho  lower  lid,  with  a 
(brkness  thai  seemed  to  throw  a  shadow  of  its 
own.    Added  to  these,  were  her  deeply  dnied 
Jipe ;  her  jet-black,  glossy  hair ;   and  last,  not 
least,  her  merry,  chiUl'like,  joyous  heart  \ 

Alone  vrith  ut,  she  was  like  a  birdj  bat  in 
^le  world,  she  was  the  stately,  frigid  being,  who 
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*Mght,— every  word  weighed — and  habit  had 
n  last  become  such  a  aecond  Dature,  that  it 
"Vas  no  more  trouble  to  her  to  act  her  part, 
4o<ratds  Hugh  Daubigny,  than  it  would  have 
fceen  for  my  own  little  Carry  or  Rose,  to  be 
auural. 

'■  Tell  me,"  said  she,  one  day  to  me,  in  the 

idst  of  an  ecldt  de  rire, "  what  does  our  *  Papil- 

«  volage'  say,  to  the  character  I  have  spread 

lut  for  him? — Who  is    the  highest  in   his 

•cale  just   now  ?     Is  it  little   Meredith  ? — be- 

:«aQae,  if  bo,  be  had  much  better  pick  up  her 

devoted  little   heart,  and  eober   down   into   a 

married  man.     I  hear  he   is  ready  to  call  me 

oar,  bat  I  think  my  retort  was  most  courteous ! 

But  seriously,  do  tell  me,  i»  little  Meredith  to 

catch  our '  preux  chevalier  ?' " 

"  You  are  too  severe  on  my  cousin,"  was  my 
reply. 

"  Oh,  Ada,  don't  lay  such  a  stress  on  the  word 
murin  t — you  surely  cannot  mean  that  you  are 
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This  was  cot  amiable,  to  say  the  least  of  it  ; 
aiid  my  rcmonstraaces  on  the  manner  in  which 
ibe  kept  up  "  the  joke,"  as  she  called  it,  grew 
more  and  more  frequent  ;  but  she  knew  too 
well  her  "  vantage  ground,"  to  give  up,  before 
she  had  persecuted  Hugh  to  the  utmost;  and 
yet  so  artfuUy  did  she  manage,  that  it  was 
impoMible  to  find  room,  to  say,  that  she  wa^ 
actiDg  from  pique.  My  father  admired  thi~ 
girl  most  enthusiastically,  and  used  to  be  de- 
lighted at  the  atmosphere  of  mirth,  which  she 
seemed  to  bring  into  every  house  with  her 
The  tale  of  her  imagined  refusal  of  Hugh  Dau- 
bigny,  reached  him  at  last,  and  he  said  she  had 
done  wisely  in  refusing  to  march  with  a  regi- 
giment,  all  the  days  of  her  life.  I  believe,  the 
tale  had  lost  its  zest,  before  the  Daubignys 
could  have  heard  it ;  and  it  was  fortunate  that 
they  never  did,  or  I  am  convinced,  Lady  Grace 
would  have  found  means  to  revenge  herself, 
even  on  our  terrific,  and  invulnerable  General ! 
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like  her — shewae  her  nval;  and  deep  as  a  girl's 
Interest  may  be,  and  invariably  is,  in  her  rival, 
she  can  never  sincerely  like  her ;  so  Regina 
never  dreamt  of  pretending  to  do  so. 

"  I  dislike  her,"  said  she  to  me  :  "  but  I  do  not 
Irish  her  to  die  exactly.  I  only  wish  something 
vould  happen,  to  startle  Captain  Daubigny, 
uid  stop  him  in  bis  career.  It  has  blown  ovor 
me,  because  you  see  we  know  such  a  tribe  of 
young  men,  that  the  airs  and  graces  of  one, 
pass  almost  unnoticed ;  but  that  poor  little 
Meredith,  with  her  pretty  black  eyes — I'm 
sorri/  for  her,  though  I  cannot  help  bating 
her !" 

"  Oh,  Regina  !"  I  exclaimed,  reproachfully, 
"  how  uncharitable  you  are  !  You  should  only  be 
too  thankful,  that  you  are  made  of  such  callous 
materials .'" 

"  Ada,  how  unkind  of  you ! — /  callous  ?  Why, 
I  call  myself  teuderness,  an  d  susceptibility  itself, 
where  those  I  love  are  concerned ;  however, 
g2 


CHAPTER  XII. 

Mrs.  Meredith  and  her  daughter  went 
abroad,  aa  they  had  intended ;  and  from  Lau- 
sanne, I  heard  from  the  poor  little  girl — she  was 
much  the  same  In  health  ;  and  a  postcript  from 
her  mother,  said,  her  spirits  were  returning.  I 
could  not  help  wishing  Hugh  could  read  the 
letter,  and  feel  for  one  moment  the  humihation 
endured  by  that  poor  girl,  taken  from  the  bosum 
of  her  family,  to  seek,  in  another  land,  restora- 
tion of  blasted  hopes !  My  Aunt  Daubigny, 
was  as  much,  perhaps  more  to  blame,  for  having 
tried  to  influence  the  affections,  of  so  wild  and 
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hair-brfuned  a  creature  as  her  son.  Mrs.  HiUier 
heard  from  me,  all  the  "  goings  oo,"  and  treated 
thero  with  her  usual  philosophy. 

*'  Time  will  show,  my  dear — why  should  yO* 
fuGS  yourself  t — it  will  all  come  right  some  daj* 
no  doubt ;  and  then  you  will  see  how  foolich  It 
u,  to  interfere  with  her  people's  misenM  in 
this  world,  when  we  have  nil  a  share  to  t 
selves." 

"  God  knows  we  have !"  was  my  anreqi 
answer;  and  I  wondered  if  I  should  i 
enabled  to  bear  the  course  of  events,  with  the 
recklessness  of  Regina  Spencer,  or  the  indifTcr- 
ence  of  Sirs,  Hillier. 

A  week  or  two  after  this,  when  we  were 
anxiously  looking  out  for  Gertrude's  return,  an 
event  occurred,  which  brought  out  Hugh  in  his 
true  colours,  and  proved  him  the  geaeroiis- 
hearted  creature,  that  I  always  knew  him  to  be, 
in  spite  of  his  faults.  It  was  the  failure  of  Mr. 
Meredith's  bank  !     I  speak  not  of  the  aeonv. 
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'listress,  and  difficulty,  into  which  the  family, 
■nd  hundreds  of  fellow-sufferers  were  plunged ; 
Bor  of  the  heartless  speeches  of  my  Aunt  Dau- 
bi^y,  congratulating  herself  upon  the  escapt 
of  Hugh !  But  I  pause  to  think  of  the 
grief  of  Hugh  himself,  and  the  energetic  way 
rhich  he  one  day  took  up  one  of  those 
ipeechee,  and  vowed,  with  his  natural  vehe- 
mence, that  whether  he  liked,  or  whether  he 
hated  Mis8  Meredith,  "  wfiich  was  no  buiitten: 
if  anybody'g"  the  loss  of  her  thousands,  and 
tens  of  thousands,  made  not  one  iota  of  differ- 
ence in  his  feelings,  past,  present,  or  to  come ! 
His  practice  "  was  as  good  as  his  profession  ;'' 
for,  about  two  months  after  the  event,  when  the 
sensation  had  subsided  in  a  measure,  and  tht- 
whole  ruined  family  of  the  Merediths,  were  at 
Lausanne  ;  with  the'sole  prospect  before  them,  oi 
living  on  Mrs.  Meredith's  jointure  of  six  hun- 
dred a  year,  instead  of  the  Banker's  income,  ot 
twenty  thousand,  Hugh  chose  to  make  a  tour. 


ihe  morive  of  which  was  known  onlj  to  bis 
fnther,  and  the  consequence  of  which  wns,  a 
renewal  of  the  old  flirtation  between  himself 
and  the  Banker's  pretty  daughter  ! 

"  Ada !"  I  remember  my  Aimt  Daubigny's 
exclaiming,  as  she  rustled  into  the  room  in  hei  ~ 
portly   wrath,   one  day,   "Hugh's   mad '.   stark  - 
mad  I — he  must  be — it  is  the  only  excuse  I  can  ^ 
find  for  him  !  What  do  yoa  think  of  his  having  - 
leally  gone  to  Lausanne — of  his  being  actaallv  ' 
there  at  this  moment,  and  exposed  to  all  the  - 
(inngers  of  those   Merediths  !      Did   yon  ever 
hear   such   a  thing  ? — of  course   he  is  mad — 
nothing  else  can  be  said!     'I'hose  Mereditlis, of 
all  people,  too  I — people  ofwhomlneTer  entirely 
approved,  as  you  may  remember,  bat  whoBO  ad- 
vances I  did  not  discourage,  because  I  .  .  .  . 
You  see  I  was  placed  in  a  difficult  position  .  .  . 
Hugh  seemed  to  like  the  girl ;  and  in  spite  cf 
her  forwardness,  I  was  unwilling,  yoa  seo,  to 
....  but  to  think  of  hb  ^ing  there,  amongst 
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them  all  now  ! — Heaven  knows  ivhat  the  conse- 
quence may  be  ! — think  of  the  sj>ec  :  he  is  now, 
br  that  girl  [  Imagine  how  much  more  vigorous 
their  set  will  he  at  him  now,  than  it  ever  icrin, 
even ! — before,  they  aimed  at  our  connexion,  and 
now — they  see  ihey  must  aim  at  the  money ! — 
Well  1  he  is  mad,  of  couTGe ;  and  as  to  getting 
the  Admiral  to  exert  his  parental  authority,  it  is 
iiopeless;  for  he  declares  Hugh  is  old  enough  to 
be  left  to  himself— did  you  ever  hear  such  a 
thing  i" 

Yes — I  bad  of^en  heard  of  such  things,  and 
knevTt  moreover,  that  there  were  many  more 
iLady  Grace  Dauhignys,  in  the  world,  than  Cap- 
tains Hugh  ! — and  I  never  was  more  convinced 
of  this,  than  in  the  course  of  the  following  sum- 
mer, when,  during  a  neason  of  distress  and  trial 
to  ourselves,  which  prevented  our  entering  iutu 
the  concerns  of  others,  we  were  told,  that  prepa- 
rations were  making  for  the  marriage  of  Miss 
Hnedith,  with  my  cousin,  Hugh   Daubigoy ; 
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which  preparations  were  completed  more  rapidly       -u 
than  those  affairs  generally  are,  in  order  that 
young  Mrs.  Daubtgny   might   accompany   Ler 
husband,   with   his   regiment,   to   some   of  the  -^ 

foreign  states Long  years  have  fled  sijicc=^ 

then  ....  I  forget  where  they  went,  but  I  re — 
member  my  Aunt  telling  me,  it  was  the  hap — 
piest  day  of  her  life,  when  she  savr  her  daughter — 
in-law,  out  of  the  house ;  which  made  me  estimai^^ 
the  depth  of  her  affection  for  "  those  Meredith  "^ 
in  the  days  of  their  prosperity ! 

It  was  a  bright  day  for  me,  when  Gertrudt^ 
returned.  It  was  one  of  those  few  moments  ot  * 
rapture  which  we  enjoy  in  our  pilgrimage  through*^  "^ 
life ;  but  when  I  had  clasped  her,  again  antL^ 
itgain,  in  my  arms,  I  could  not  avoid  seeing  tLe  -^ 
awful  and  striking  change,  that  five  months  had  ' 
effected. 

Captain  Kynaston  instantly  rend  the  ex- 
pression of  luy  countenance,  and  called  mc  into 
another  room — I  was  trembling  from  head  to 
foot. 


1 
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*  Harry  I  what  a  fearful  change  !" 

^lliat  was  all  I  could  say^  and  in  vain  he  tried 

^^    -Yeassure  me — in  vain  he  told  me,  that  he 

^^^tched  her  with  the  eyes  of  a  love,  as  fond 

^^d  deep  as  mine  could  be ;  but  I  shook  ray 

**  You  have  hardly  known  her  two  years,  and 
I  have  lived  upon  her  looks,  for  nearly  twenty," 
was  my  answer ;  and  then  he  went  on  to  entreat 
me,  to  listen  to  reason — that  they  had  met  a 
very  "stiff  gale"  in  the  Mediterranean,  and 
that  Gertrude  had  been  perfectly  overcome  by 
sea-sickness — which  circumstance,  added  to  the 
fatigue,  was  the  only  cause  of  her  haggard  ap- 
pearance ;  and  if  I  would  but  observe,  without 
flying  so  precipitately  to  conclusions,  I  should 
see  that  she  was  not  thinner — that  her  sweet 
face,  was  as  rounded,  in  its  infantine  beauty,  as  it 
had  ever  been;  in  short,  he  argued  and  per- 
suaded, with  the  feverish  vehemence  of  a  man, 
who  would  not  see  the  worst ! 


CHAPTER  XIIL 

From  the  day  of  Gertrude's  return,  it  seems 
Wdly  necessary  to  remark,  that  my  favour  at 
home  declined.  I  was  prepared  for  it,  and 
therefore  I  sank  quietly  into  the  secondary  place ; 
but  there  were  times  when  I  heard  my  sister 
taming  on  her  sleepless  pillow,  that  my  heart 
would  fill  with  the  most  despairing  forebodings  ; 
and  I  shuddered  to  think,  supposing  it  pleased 
God  to  take  her  guileless  soul,  what  a  blow  it 
would  be  to  the  father,  who  saw  nothing  but 
her  on  earth ! 

A  few  weeks'  perfect  tranquillity,  after  her 


incT,  tended  to  ralnv  bet 
evcB  Hany  K  jastan  cMild 

Aat  she  had  been  bettet  iK* 


^m%^mBdtm*tai  Hdta;  and  hemiBO*- 
■■ABr  ^anns  tbiC  AesBunn  dioaU  ht 
tmmmmi^  m  mttx  Aat  he  aq^  take  her  eiUwt 

to  Ifi^  «r  SCadva.    His  aeat  in  Pn-Ua&eot.  «" 

be  iMkrf  apOB  M  a  triiff,  to  be  tfaiowti  ande  -^ 

M  the  finMM  ward  of  combU  from  bo :  bat  ' 

<te    'rtliHi^iriMiM,  bae— e<tf  berami-  - 

|Ib  flf  baa;  w  inrafid  «ifc  apoa  faii  baadi.  — ' 

Tbi^  b— I.IU,  ha  iaaadjr  oTcr-roled,  andai  ^ 

«»  be  11  liibf  ha.  Jvat  as  tha  iitlailli  n 
•aocaae,  tmtAm  Aaned  opt  vbieh  ia  alnutt 
rfsi^  lbs  caac.  w^are  lore  and  isxiety  *» 
fftM;  mA  m  ^ne  in  a  form  whicb  obfigid 
Hanr  to  scat  far  tbe  aoctb  c€  Scodand,  with- 
MO  an  adm  vhts  be  oti^  ntont.  His  gtaad> 
■otbcr,  «bo  naded  tfaere,  ud  ma  a  7017  oki 
,  bad  been  lakcn  anddenljr  and  alarm- 
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« 

^%ly  ill — she  was  his  only  surviving  relation, 

^tl  had  been  a  mother  to  him — she  expressed 

^   tnost  overwhelming  desire  to  see  him  once 

^gain,  before  she  died ;  and  the  letter  was  die- 

^ted  by  herseify  in  such  pathetic  terms^  that  he 

Wdly  needed  Gertrude's  entreaties,  that  he 

would  set  aside  every  feeling  of  reluctance  to 

leave  her,  and  go. 

I  was  not  present  at  their  parting,  but  I  know 
what  he,  that  gallant,  warm-hearted,  brave  crea- 
ture, must  have  felt,  when  he  could  not  see  one 
of  us,  after  he  had  taken  leave  of  her ;  and  I 
know  what  she  must  have  suffered,  because 
there  were  none  of  her  usual  floods  of  tears ; — 
she  sat  for  two  or  three  days  after  his  departure, 
with  her  hands  before  her,  the  work  untouched, 
her  books  unopened,  and  her  piano  kept  closed, 
at  her  particular  request.  His  books  of  songs, 
too,  were  put  away  till  his  return;  and  she 
never  even  looked  at  his  picture  till  his  first 
letter  arrived ;  and  then  she  shed  the  first  shower 
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this,  and  my  eisterB  that,'  appended  to  her,  sel- 
ling aside  the  excruciatiDg  Dowager,  who  ac- 
toaUy  complained  to  EUerslie  the  other  day, 
because  I  declined  driving  her  in  my  bijou  of 
*  pony  phaeton,  round  Hyde  Park,  and  told 
fiei  the  baroache  was  always  at  her  service,  if 
it  were  an  open  carriage  she  wanted  I" 

"In  short,"  said  I,  in  answer  to  this,  one  day, 
jwi  must  be  in  the  heart  of  a  oivilf  war,  from 
^^*3ut  account  ?"' 

"  And  ao  wonder,"  retorted  Frances ;  "  I  get 

'-^^  imposed  upon  by  these  people,  on  account  of 

^*~^  y  amiability— don't  laugh,  Ada,  because  you 

^^  *iow  I  was  never  of  a  quarrelsome  nature  at 

^*-  ^jrae ;  but  these  Ladies  Crewe  have  all  mnr- 

'^~""*-«d  poor  men — silly  creatures,  tlicy  have  made 

^^=*ve  matches, — don't  blush,   Gertrude,   tor   1 

"^-•■^eant  nothing  personal  i — and,  therefore,  if  I 

*^«3  cot  moke  myself  a  tegular  fng,  and  drudge 

*^^>»them,  I  am  called  unsisterly;  and  EUerslie 

^  *^yi,  in  his  pleasant  foolish  voice,  that  when  I 
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can  be  so  charming  abroad,  he  thinks  it  a  great 
pity  I  do  not  keep  up  the  ball  for  oar  own  fire- 
side — as  if  I  could  be  equal  to  the  fatigue  of 
•bothr 

Frances  was  very  fond  of  taking  Regina 
Spencer  out  in  her  ^^  miniature  equipage,"  as 
the  coachmakers  call  them,  because  she  said 
she  looked  so  well;  and  she  constantly  called  for 
Grertrude  and  myself,  because  one  was  lovely, 
the  other  very  pretty,  and  both  beautifully 
dressed.  Frances  always  did  everything  for 
effect,  and  people  called  her  vain;  but  I  found 
a  ready  excuse  for  such  vanity — ^it  was  the  lovi 
of  pleasing,  largely  der eloped! 


OjjE  evening,  we  were  begged  by  Frances 

*   »»k  her  to  tea,  aa  the  Dowager  was  going  to 

^^■Ve  one  of  her  "  daughter"  parties ;  and  we  did 

^"~*  -    It  is  a  curious  feeling,  to  have   the  mar- 

*^d  raeraber  of  one's  family,  back  in  her  "  ottl 

^i^uetomed  plact-,"  by  tlie  kindi'cd  hearthj  with- 

"^Jt  the  husband;   and  we  all  felt  tliis  on  the 

^'ening,  when  Frances  ran  in  eo  unceremoni- 

Visly,  just  as  if  she  were  our  own  again.     We 

^*«d  no  one  but  Regina  Spencer;  so  we  three 

^t  found  the  little  table,  where  we  had 
^^*ouj)ed    ourselves   "  in    other    day 


we  tnree  ■ 

d  always    ^^H 

whilst  ^^M 
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my  father  stood  by  the  piano,  where  Eegina  was 
singing. 

She  had  a  foil  rich  voice,  and  a  very  touching 
style  of  singing  j  but  I  never  could  endure  her 
songs — they  were  wild,  joyous,  bravura  sort  of 
compositioQs,  which  my  father  admired  beyond 
every  other  kind,  and  which  she  used  to  ^iag 
with  such  glee,  and  yet  each  feeling,  that  though 
I  never  approved,  I  could  not  fail  to  admire 
them.  There  was  one  song  in  particular,  for 
which,  I  remember,  my  father  always  asked, 
over  and  over  again,  and  I  have  every  word 
of  it,  as  indelibly  stamped  on  my  memory,  at 
this  moment,  as  if  she  were  still  ringing  them 
in  my  ears.  It  was  a  misture  of  spirit,  and 
pathos;  in  short,  it  was  a  song  that  would 
never  have  been  admired,  had  it  not  been 
for  the  beautifiil  lips  that  uttered  the  silvery 
sounds,  and  the  manner  that  accompanied  it. 
The  wouls  were  these — and  the  way  in  which 
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»«t  line  of  "  They  were  thine,  love  !  they 
ttine,'*  was  song,  brought  it  into  favour. 


1 

"Well !  they  told  me  in  my  childhood, 

What  a  bright  and  wondrous  place, 
Was  the  vorld  I  was  to  tive  in, 

And  its  happy  human  race. 
But  I  could  not  comprehend  them, 

For  a  tiny  world  was  mine — 
One  sweet  home,  and  one  sweet  garden — 

They  were  thine,  love! — they  were  thine  ! 


2 

Then  they  told  me  in  my  girlhood, 

This  same  world  was  Ml  of  cares, 
That,  that  race  were  all  deceivers, 

Weaving''mi8ery,  and  snares ; 
But  I  found  it  full  of  triumph, 

And  the  work  of  snares  was  mine ! 
inid  the  only  voice  that  censured  .... 

1  was  thine,  love  I — ^it  was  thine ! — 
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3 
Oh,  I  loved  the  giddy  sunshine. 

Of  the  world's  approving  smile  ; 
And  I  learnt  the  art  of  winning  hearts, 

By  wringing  them  the  while. 
And  I  caught  them,  and  I  strung  them 
All,  save  one,  upon  a  line, — 
'Twas  the  proudest — ^but  the  fondest — 
It  was  thine,  love ! — it  was  thine !'' 


Frances  had  never  heard  it  till  this  partici — ^  '^^^ 
evening,  and  when  my  father  asked  for  it  ag^^"^"^» 
she  turned   round   to   listen.      No   one  cof"  ^^ 
say,  Regina  did  not  articulate  plainly  enou^^  ^^ 

_      • 

so  not  a  word  was  lost,  and  at  its  conclusiar  -^ 
Frances  turned  to  me  again,  and  raised  her  ^-^^^  -^^ 


eyebrows. 

*^Why,    girls!'*    said    she,    in    a    whispt^^^^ ' 
"  where  have  your  senses  been  all  this  tira^  ^^ 
Do  you  really  mean  to  call  yourselves  bUnd, 
are  you  purposely  shutting  your  eyes  V 
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We  looked  all  astonishment,  for  neither 
v^ertrude  or  I  could  imagine,  to  what  she  was 
alluding. 

"  Impossible  !"    she  exclaimed.     "  I'm  not 
^virprised  at  you,  Adelaide,  because  you  never 
«ee  anything ;  but  Gertrude ! — do  you  not  per- 
ceive the  desperate  set  Regina  is  making   at 
papa  ?" 

We  both  laughed  so  loud,  at  this  insinuation, 
that  it  called  forth  a  reproof  from  the  next  room, 
where  the  piano  was ;  but  Frances  went  on  : 

**  It  is  as  plain  as  daylight !  you  blind  girk  ' 
Did  she  ever  sing  that  song  before  ?" 

**  Often  and  often !"  I  answered  ;  "  papa  asks 
for  it  every  time  she  comes." 

"  Then  I  am  more  convinced  than  ever ! — 
Well !  /  am  safe,  you  know,  and  Gertrude  is 
as  good  as  off  the  books ;  but  for  yow,  Adelaide  ! 
I  wish  you  joy  of  such  a  mama-in-law  !" 

**  Heaven  forbid  !"  said   I,  whilst  mv  eves 


of 
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filled  at  the  careleae  mention  of  the  lost  relttioii- 
ship;  '■'  but  I  hope,  Frances,  you  ate  In  joke  !" 

"I!  indeed  I  am  not; — I  do  not  say,  that 
papa  returns  the  dovoiioa  of  her  manner,  nor 
do  I  say  she  sung  that  song  at  liim  precisely  s 
but  only  watch  tlie  looks ! — who  ever  saw  sacl 
eyesV — I  declare  I  wa»  quite  startled — 1 
sure  she  deseiree  to  win  him,  for  that  soni 
appears  a  great  exertion,  and  Ehe  spares  none 
her  powers  on  it !" 

"  Pray  drop  the  subject,"  said  I,  hastily  i  "  th»  «:»-n« 
very  idea  is  unbearable  '." 

"  And  I   wish  you  had  never  broached  it, 
added  sweet,  placid  Gertrude ; "  for  the  thougb  **  " 
of  the  possibility  of  such  a  thing,  has  made 
quite  uncomfortable." 

■■  I  am  sorry,"  laughed  Frances,  "  really  I  anie  *^*"^ 
dear  Gertrude !  but   I   oidy  wish  to   put  you*-* 
both  on  your  guard — you  have  been  fostering-^^^ 
that  beautiful  snake  to  some  purpose,  1  suspect ;  ^=^ 
but  of  coursct  Adeluide  can  stop  it,  hy  not  ask- 
ing her  so  often  in  future." 
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**Slie  would  thiDk  any  sudden  coolness  un- 
id,"  pleaded  Gertrude ;   "  we  have  Been  so 
**^'ic]i  of  her  lately,  thai  it  would  be  difficult  ta 
'eak  off;  and  she  is  fond  of  ua  too," 

I"  Ah  l"  exclaimed  Frances,  rising,  and  diaw- 
**f  her  velvet  and  ermine  round  her,  with  an 
*ir  of  laughable  grandeur,  in  imitation  of  Rcginn 
Spencer's  manner ;  "  when  a  girl  becomes  very 
much  attached  to  me,  I  assure  you,  I  keep  a 
very  sharp  look  upon  Etlerslie,  and  the  different 
I       young  men,  who  frequent  my  drawing-room  !" 
I  wished  Frances  had  not  possessed  tlie  habit 
of  making  those  sadly   worldly  speeches ;   far 
I  true  aa  they  were,  perhaps,  in  realitj-,  still  they 
[  shewed  that  she  looked  upon  the  face  of  society, 
I  with  a  very  nncbaritable   and  suspicious  eye. 
I  never  could  find  any  pleasure  in  searching  for 
[  bad   motives  for  people's  actions ; — in  the  first 
place,  the  trouble  was  great,  and  in  the  next,  it  was 
'  raking  up  troubles  for  oneself,  which  even  the 
world  wished  to  hide  from  you.     I  do  belitvc 
VOL.   III.  B 
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Mrs.  Hillier  waabegmning  to  inoculate  me  n-ilh 
her  philosophy;  certainly  I  b&nished,  with  no 
great  dilEculty,  the  unpleasant  sensations  and 
thoughts,  which  Frances  had  Bummoned,  when 
Regina  left  the  piano,  and  joined  ns  again  with 
her  lively  remarks  and  happy  laugh. 

It  was  May,  the  merry  month  of  May,  when 
Captain  Kynaston  returned,  after  his  long  and 
anxious  absence  ;  but  he  had  had  the  satis&c- 
tion  of  paying  the  last  tribute  of  love  and  duty, 
and  he  came  back  a  much  richer  man  than 
he  went,  for  the  old  lady  had  made  him  her 
heir.  It  seemed,  however,  that  fate  was  against 
this  marriage  ;  for  bis  arrival  found  sweet  Ger- 
trude a  prisoner  to  her  room,  weak  and  ill,  and 
yet  pronounced  by  the  doctors,  to  be  free  from 
any  affection  of  the  lungs.  They  said,  she  must 
not  think  of  remaixung  in  London,  but  that  her 
best  plan  wag,  to  travel  by  easy  journeys  a](«ig 
the  south  coast  of  England  ;  and  as  Captain 
Kynaston's  yacht  was  always  ai^able,  she  was 
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Recommended  to  try  the  sea^  whenever  she 
idt  strong  enongb.  My  father's  parliamentary 
duties  prevented  his  accompanying  us ;  so  Mrs. 
Hiltier,  who  enjoyed  nothing  more  than  travel- 
lings offered  to  be  our  chaperon^  and  we  gladly 
accepted  ber.  Captain  Kynaston  resigned  his 
■eats  on  purpose  to  be  one  of  us ;  and  the  chil- 
dren^  dear  souls^  were  to  be  lefk  with  their  go- 
verness at  home. 

I  never  felt  so  utterly  wretched,  as  on  the 
morning  we  left  home.  It  was  a  cold  raw  day, 
and  there  was  no  sunshine  to  cheer  us.  Ger- 
trude was  so  fidnt,  that  we  hardly  knew  whether 
to  start,  or  not ;  and  Captain  Kynaston  looked 
miserable.  Mrs.  Hillier  was  the  only  person, 
whose  spirits  kept  up; — she  was  the  same  little 
thin^  spruce,  neat,  contented  figure  as  ever,  not 
a  shadow  sat  on  her  placid  face.  It  made  mc 
quite  angry,  for  nothing  ever  ruffled  her ;  and 
it  is  much  easier  to  bear  sorrow,  and  annoyance, 
when  you  feel  you  have  others  to  support  under 
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sufferings. 

Well !  it  was  wretched  work,  but 
ready  at  last,  and  started,  iQ  the  hope 
ing  St.  Leonard'!,  in  the  course  ol 
afternoon — Gertrude  was  not  equal  to 
journey  in  one  day,  nov! 


CHAPTER   Xy. 

We  remained  at  St  Leonard's  six  weeks; 
^Uring  that  time,  Gertrude  seemed  to  improve 
^  much,  that  we  thought  the  still  more  bracing 
tir  of  Brighton,  might  be  tried,  and  for  a  day  or 
two,  it  revived  her ;  for  St.  Leonard's  had  not 
been  bracing  enough,  and  Hastings  was  much 
too  relaxing.  One  unlucky  day,  however,  Cap- 
tain Kynaston  prevailed  on  her,  to  be  wheeled 
to  the  pier,  in  order  to  embark  for  a  sail.  She 
did  so ;  for  his  anxiety  sometimes  amounted  to 
such  an  agony  of  entreaty,  that  her  gentle  spirit 
shrank  from  wounding  him  by  the  slightest  re- 
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sisunce ;  but  there  happened  to  be  a  bea.  *  ~ 
Ewett  &t  the  time,  and  poor  Gertnide  cane  boc^^^^ 
more  dead  than  alive,  bom  pare  snflering,  add.^^ 
to  the  exertion  of  trying  to  appear  weil  for  fc»-  - 
sake.  She  was  ill  for  many  days  after  this,  a^"^  ' 
he  watched  by  her  side,  Uke  a  mother,  I  nug-*^^ 
lite  a  thonsand  years,  but  I  am  con»inced 
shall  never  again  witneu  ntch  devotion,  as  th  ^ 
of  Harry  Kynaston  I  It  was  the  tremblin  ^^^' 
deep,  intense  love  of  a  cHSd.  I  have  seen  ch^^' 
dren  lore  their  mot  hen,  vrilh  the  same  mtij^'^* 
loot  of  tendcrocis.  that  used  to  melt  in  his  eyi 
when  he  hang  over  that  worshipped  creature, 
one  of  her  fainting  fits !  It  was  piteous  to  w^^ 
him ; — he  had  no  existence,  bnt  in  her  life,  an--'*'*'^ 
her  illness  had  so  completely  changed  him,  iki 
he  did  not  seem  the  same  nan — he  was  so  bi 
ant  and  gay,  when  we  first  knew  him,  and 
be  was  so  restless,  nerTous  and  wretched, 
he  did  nothing  bat  stand  in  the  window, 
watch  bis  yacht  tossing  off  the  coast,  or  eit  on  a 
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"*     ^«at  by  her  sofa,  with  his  cheek  upon  her 

^"ecks  dragged   their   weary  length  along; 

""i   at  last   we  got  to    Sidraouth.— There  we 

^'^Ught  she  was  decidedly  recovering,  for  she 

'^Uld  bear  sailing  abont  the  tranquil  waters  of  | 

^ose  peaceful  and  beautiful  bays,  without  suffer- 

*^g  in  any  way ;  and  Captain  Kynaston  used 

^  whisper  in  her  ear,  his  ardent  hopes,  that  the 

Allowing  winter  would  see  them  both  in  Ma- 

^^ira,  enjoying  what  he  called, "  an  old-fashioned 

^-^te-a-tete !"      Whenever    I   heard   these    an- 

^^icipations,   I   used  to  think  what  a  merciful, 

^^rhat  a  bleesed  gift  was  hope! — for  without  it, 

^^^ere  would  be  little   happiness  in  the  world ; 

^^^nd  what  would  a  death-bod  be  without  hope  f 

^"^fct  is  hope  that  smooths  the  dying  pillow,  and 

^•iope  that   frees  the   struggling  spirit  without 

srapang. 

These  were  gloomy  thoughts;  but  1  saw  thm 
■^'enrude  was  dangerously  ill.   and   I   Mcsed 
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Ac  \mfr  v^ick  ^HbEed  me  «ii£cient^3 
h^  he  kr  m^^n — w  tiae,  to  re^gn  tet  to 
Gm! 


.Aail  I  m^  Ait  dawghent  Aat  Beaaon  of 
vai^  I  «^  aaM&d  far  the  B&.  Iwtstitaile  is 
ft  &A  cxHe ;  ^1^  «^^  it  k  pactked  towards 
feiv^  is  in  ■  Usk  ndeed.  Whes  tns 
Aa»  n^  ?<^*  &p^i^tiaB  wbkfa  was  sot  so 
MOfOB^  l&at  Ab  aopcwiDg  Ikent  nught  oc- 
faB«Mgt^  *  b  "^^  !>>*<  b'™  wi»se  r  1 
feB«  iAea  fam^ed  ibose  votdi;  when  bonaii 
■IMBK  WW  M»  fdacKiy  tD  afltnr  of  the  peHMt 
le^^Hiwi  oafiBcd  IB  the  bolj  words,  "  Tby 
«a  fe  4nc:~  mA  I  kiBiUr  bdiere,  that  such 
%  Mri^^  Mi^  be  Jiu|ited  on  li^j;b,  in  mei- 
oU  UQ^hidti  mImk  sstil  tinw  hn  mihted  ns  lo 
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**  Ada/*  said  Gertrude  to  me  one  day,  when 
Captain  Kynaston  was  not  in  the  room ;  '^  you 
^^not  imagine  how  I  reproach  myself,  for 
lutying  80  completely  put  a  stop  to  all  Harry's 
employments — ^the  seat  in  Parliament — his  pre* 
lence  on  his  own  estate — what  a  selfish,  dreadful 
thing  it  seems  ! — do  you  think  he  ever  regrets 
bis  engagement  to  me  ?" 

"  Oh  I  Gertrude,  dearest,  what  an  idea !"  was 
all  I  could  say ;  *'  how  could  it  enter  your 
head  ?" 

**  It  has  often  done  so,  Ada — oh,  so  often !  And 
I  think)  if  I  acted  honourably,  I  ought  to  sacri- 
fice my  personal  feelings,  and  at  least  offer 
to  release  him ! — ought  I  not  ? — Do  not  try  to 
spare  me,  Ada,  dear ! — only  tell  me  what  is 
right,  and  honorable,  and  I  will  do  it  —  my 
own  heart  is  a  bad  counsellor — I  dare  not  go  by 
it;  but  my  conscience  speaks  loudly  ...  oh  I 
echo  it,  dearest  Ada,  if  you  love  me !" 

**  My  own  Gertrude  I " 

H  5 
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I  could  get  no  further,  for  I  feh  choking — 1 
saw  that  she  was  right,  but  I  couM  not  tell 
her  80, 

■'  Ada,  I  can  read  your  eyes! — no  one  ever 

'  mistook  their  meaning  yet ! — I  ong^t  to  offer  to 
release  him,  anil  you  know  1  ought ! — oh  lell 
me,  and  tell  me  so  severely!"  she  added,  with 
unusual  agitation,  and  clasping  her  hands  over 
her  eyes ;  *'  tell  me  harshly,  and  I  can  do  it, 
Ada!" 

"  Gertrude,"  I  answered,  after  a  long  pause, 
"I  hare  been  thinking,  and  I  cannot  judge! 
Take  my  advfce,  and  consult  Mrs.Hillier — she 

rbas  known  Harry  from  a  child,  and  perhaps  she 

I  Would  tell  us  how  he  would  bear  it — for  my 
part,  my  darling,  I  think  the  generosity  would 

I  be  too  great  a  trial  for  you." 

"  Oh  no,  no,  no !"  cried  poor  Gertrude,  quick- 
ly ;  "  you  do  not  know  how  much  I  could  bear, 
if  I  thought  it  was  for  his  good  t — Toa  do  not 
know  how  poignantly  1  feel,  the  having  ^rowa 
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tiim  out  of  all  his  duties ! — he,  who  has  led  such 
M  actire  life  I  Sometimes,  dearest  Ada,  I 
"link,  if  it  should  please  God  to  spare  me,  that 
be  may  reproach  me  for  having  first  taught  him 
to  eudute  idleness,  and  exist  without  occu- 
pation!— and  then  again,  I  think  if  I  should 
(iie, ..." 

"  Oh  Gertrude,  bush !"  said  I,  with  a  shud- 
der ;  "  much  I  can  bear,  but  not  that !" 

"  Well  then,  dearest,  about  Mrs.  Hillier : 
are  you  sure  she  is  not  a  dear  silly  old  soul  ?" 

"  No — I  think  she  has  a  peculiar  quaint  way 
of  expressing  herself,  but  she  certainly  lights 
upon  truths," 

Mrs.  Hillier  was  summoned,  aud  she  listened 
with  the  tears  rolling  large  and  fast  down  her 
cheeks— she  had  a  way  of  calling  ua  "dear 
love,"  when  she  was  overcome,  which  always 
made  me  aware,  if  she  thought  the  case  worthy 
of  deep  sympathy;  and  at  this  appeal  to  her 
judgment,  she  esclaimed: — 
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"  Don't,  deal  love  I — doo't  make  the  offer,  foi 

it  would  break  hU  heart,  dear  love ! — besides,  if 
he  diii  suffer  himself  to  be  released,  which  no 
man  would  under  the  circumstance*,  what  good 
would  it  do? — he  would  not  h«Te  ^rit  to 
contest  another  election,  and  you  c«i:Ud  atA\ 
put  him  back  into  his  old  plaoe,  if  yoa  a 
to  wish  it  ever  so! — doa't,  dear  lore- 
well,  and  theu  make  him  work  hard  foril 


'  Nothing  wa&  said  in  consequence  of  thi^  coo-, 
versation;  and  we  went  on  from  Sidmoulh  w 
the  different  beautiful  porU  of  the  south  of 
Devon,  with  our  precious  invalid ;  but,  at  lasi, 
we  were  obliged  to  paose.  She  was  worse^ 
oh,  God!  she  was  worse  I — Wc  were  «tr<M 
urged  to  get  her  to  Penitance>  to  be  uadepJ 
care  of  an  eminent  medical  man  there ; 
whilst  an  express  was  sent  to  my  fether,^ 
hurried  on  till  wc  reached  our  desdoatioR. 


was  now  August;  and  on  one  of  the  most  sultTj 
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I  eremagB  of  the  month,  she  was  laid  on  her  sofa, 
in  the  verandah,  to  walch  the  graceful  "  Seraph" 
anchored   in   Moant's   Bay.     Harry  Kynaston 

I  was  leaning  over  the  back  of  the  sofa,  looking 
doBTi  into  her  clear  blue  eyes,  and  watching 
the  colour,  as  it  rushed  up,  in  its  fitful  floods,  to 
her  very  temples. 
"  Harry  1"  said  she,  at  last,  in  a  low  whisper, 
and  yrt  so  dear  and  distinct,  that  I  heard  every 
*ord ;  "  I  have  something  on  my  mind,  and  I 
tlunk  X-  must  teU  you,  because  if  I  should 
forget-itJ^-i:'.  .oh,  I  should  never  forpve  my- 

tmnfr 
\.   "  Tell  We,  ray  own  love,"  murmured  Captam 
HyniKton,  seating  himself  by  her  side;  "iait 
anything  I  can  do  for  you  ?" 

'*  Yes ! — the  greatest,  t/reatest  favour  !" 
"  Then  it  is  granted, — but  let  me  hear  it  i"' 
"It  is  a  long  story,  dearest,"  said  she,  sigh- 
'  ing;  "so  fo  be  clear,  I  must  begin  from  the  be- 
-A  few  days  before  you  reached  Eng- 
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land,  (ran  Gaernsey,  Frances  was  <]riiikmg  lea 
with  UK,  and  so  was  Regina  Spencer,  one  nigltt; 
and  Frances  said  something  that  did  not  sTiike 
me  at  the  time  particuUrlf ,  bat  since  then,  it 
has  weighed  so  heavily  on  my  mind,  that  I  mast 
tell  it  you !" 

'* Well,  ]ove"  said  Captain  Kynastoo,  witii 
a  fiuot  sroile,  "  we  have  got  so  for— now,ifi 
the  rest." 

"She  suggested  to  me  a  dreadful  ideit,*^ 
tinued  Gertnidei  rising  on  her  arm,  and  speak^ 
ing  earnestly ;  "she  hinted  at  the  pesability  of 
my  father's  marrying  again  1 — she  actually  named 
K^fina  Spencer  t  —  she  told  ns  to  be  on  oar 
guard ;  and  you  know  Frances  never  yet  eaid 
anything  that  did  not  come  true — it  may  seem 
superstitioUE,  hot  I  certainly  do  place  implicit 
faith  in  every  wild,  and  wildest  of  her  strange 
ideas  j  and  therefore  think  what  I  have  safi 
when  this   prospect  of   a   mother-in-law*;< 
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"ttoK  me!— oh,    it  has    hauiited   me  like   a 
slwdow  ever  since !" 

"  But,  dearest,  you  will  be  removed  from  any 
inch  inflaence,  long  before  Sir  Edmund  can 
many,  even  Eupposing  such  a  thing  at  all 
likely,"  said  Captain  Kynaston. 

"I   know  it,"    answered   Gertrude,    almost 
Inaudibly,    "  and   that    is    the   reason   I 
■peak." 

"Then  don't  tell  me  your  wish,  my  Ger- 
t  trade,"  continued  Captain  Kynaston,  eaiterly, 
"  for  then  you  will  see  how  well  I  can  gness  your 
very  thoughts  now! — you  wish  that  Adelaide 
ahould  live  with  as ! — it  is  like  you,  my  own 
dearest,  to  think  of  every  soul  around  you,  antl 
interest  yourself  in  their  happiness — it  shaH  be 
—we  muBt  ask  Adelaide  together,  some  day — 
we  must  tell  her  we  shall  take  no  denial, — is 
not  that  it,  Gertrude  ?" 

"Bless  you!  Heaven  bless  you,  my  own 
Harry !"  exclaimed  poor  Gertrude,  flinging  her 
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^topletely  blinded  to  her  precarious  stale,  by 
*^e  sense  in  which  he  took  her  words  ...  I  felt 
**^J)at  an  awful  wakening  there  must  come  for 
*%im,  some  day;  and  as  these  thoughts  flitted 
tfcrough  my  brain,  no  words  can  half  express 
%^e  desolation  of  my  visions  of  the  futoie.  I 
^i^d  to  myself,  in  the  wildness  of  my  anguish, 
**  If   I   lose  her,  what  have  I  to  live  for?" 

k'X'hen,    agEun,    she    looked    so    beautiful    still, 
Vhat   one    glance   at   the   full,    clear,  rounded 
cheek]  with  its  tinge,  like  an  ocean-shell,  was 
enough  to  dispel  fears ;  and  yet  ...  oh,  must 
(lie  die  ? 


I 


"To  die? — and  H-hcvefore  ahoiild  slie  not  depart. 
Ere  doubt  had  agoniEed  the  trusting  heart! 
Wherefore  not  pass  nway  from  earth,  ere  yet 
Iti  mossy  boBom  with  her  lenrs  is  vctt" 


Yet,  no ! — it  was  too,  ioo  dreadful ! 
I  remember,  in  the  midst  of  all  these  bitter 
reflections,  that  the  post  arriTed  j  and  I  saw. 
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amougsl  iny  other  letters,  one  in  the  address  of 
Maulc  Carrysfort.  I  shuddered;  for  I  Iidgw  that 
wherever  that  man  went,  he  carried  a  moral 
pestilence  with  him ;  and  certainly  he  nerer 
failed,  despite  the  interest  be  professed  ia  me, 
to  extend  its  influence  most  lamenlably  over 
my  destiny.  I  say  "professed,"  because  the 
barbarous  way  in  which  be  had,  on  two  occa- 
sions, harrowed  up  my  very  soul,  proved  it  was 
but  professed  interest;  I  now  began  to  loathe 
his  name,  as  the  author  of  the  blighted  exist- 
ence I  was  dragging  on.  He  was  a  crea- 
ture who  seemed  to  delight  in  the  savage  satis- 
faction of  seeing  bow  much  mental  pain  he 
could  inflict ;  and  T  shuddered  at  the  sight  of 
his  writing,  because  I  knew  he  never  wrote 
unless  he  had  something  to  communicate,  which 
he  '*  happened  to  know"  nobody  else  could  tell 
me.  It  was  thb  that  made  me  postpone  the 
opening  of  his  letter,  and  take  my  father's  first- 
It  announced  his  intention  of  being  with  us  in 
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•  «&\^  days,  with  the  children  ;  and  then  I  took 
^^  large  epistle  of  Carry,  the  letters  of  which, 
^^'^'ig  about  half-an-inch  in  size,  took  up  some 
^^^e,  but  limited  the  news  to  one  or  two  sub- 
J^ts  only. — I  opened,  and  read,  that  she  and 

^^8e  were  quite  well,  and  hoped  Gertrude  and 
*    and  everybody  and  everything,    were   the 

^me,  and  then  came  this  paragraph : — 

"Papa  was  angry  with  Rose  to-day,  because 
Acr  eyes  were  very  red,  and  she  would  not 
learn  her  lessons,  for  crying  for  dear  Colonel 
X)enison,  who  was  drowned  in  a  ship.  Rose 
loved  him,  and  so  did  I;  and  I  love  you,  too, 
dear  sister  Ada,  and  I  am 

"Your  own  little  Carry." 

The  letter  fell  from  my  hands — I  know  not 
what  made  it  drop,  for  they  were  closely 
denched.  I  staggered  to  the  window  for  air, 
and  then  I  tried  to  fix  my   dancing   eyes   on 
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tlut  cruel  fieud's  he&rtlesa  tale  of  the  loss 
of  the  vessel,  and  supposed  loss  of  every 
soul  on  board    '  '    irhicli  li&d  coDveyed 

I  this  is  too  much  to 

bear 


I  SAT  down,  after  a  steady  perusal  of  ttis 
letter,  and  began  to  reflect  on  the  extraordinary 
ipell  which  that  man  appeared  to  possess,  and 
the  power  he  had  of  becoming  master  of  my 
most  secret  feelings,  and  using  that  power  ac- 
cordingly. I  think  I  began  now  to  see  him  in 
his  true  Ught — he  was  bent  on  persecuting  me 
with  weapons  against  wbicb  he  knew  I  had  no 
defence  ;  and  though,  at  the  scene  of  his  first 
communication  with  me,  respecting  the  existence 
of  Mrs.  Denison,  he  seemed  shocked,  touched, 
Bud  softened,  by  the  silent  despair  into  which 
he  had  plunged  me,  still  I  was  now  becoming 
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more  aiid  more  convinced,  tliat  it  was  no  i 
in  me  thnt  prompted  liim  lo  be  always  t' 
to  open  the  floodgnles  of  grief  with  so  remorse- 
less a  band;  but  it  was  a  spirit  of  revenge!— \ 
was  the  sole  object  on  which  he  could  exhaust 
his  hatred  of  the  Carrysforts,  becaoae  I  was  the 
only  one  over  whom  he  felt  he  held  a  wand, 
which  could  crush  to  the  very  earth,  if  oppor- 
tunity and  fate  gave  him  liberty  to  use  it. 
Though  all  the  facts  of  whick  he  took  upon 
himself  to  inform  me,  would  have  coae  lo  my 
eai-  in  course  of  time,  robbed  most  probably  of 
some  of  their  poignancy  by  gentle  dealing,  still 
•  he  made  a  point  of  being  the  first  to  thruGt 
them,  without  one  word  of  comfort  or  coiuola- 
tion,  directly  upon  my  notice;  till  now,  tbe  very 
sight  of  his  handwriting  sends  a  thrill  of  anguish 
through  me,  which  it  is  difficult  to  desdibt. 

This  letter  plunged  me  into  profound  grw^ 
of  course,  but  uiy  sanguine  spirit  1 
the   words,   "  aupjiosed  loss  of  every  : 
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tK>ard;"  too  one  could  assist  me,  I  knew,  be- 

^CLusCy  owing  to  the  cause  that  had  parted  us,  I 

^^as   aware  that  mj  father  would  consider  it 

"Wrong,  were  I  to  breathe  a  syllable  of  inquiry 

oix  the  subject;  therefore,  I  had  to  hoard  the 

dim  hope  within  my  heart,  and  live  in  anxious 

expectation  of  hearing  the  silent  name  uttered 

by  chance,  or  classed  amongst  those  saved  from 

the  wreck. 

Such  swift  recurring  events  as  these,  now 
<t>08ed  me  to  such  a  pitch  of  indignation, 
imngled  with  my  affliction,  that  I  at  last  made 
Up  my  mind  to  write  to  Maule  Carrysfort,  and 
tell  him,  that  on  no  possible  pretence,  in  future, 
Was  he  ever  to  venture  to  address  me  again ; — 
and  when  I  had  sealed  and  sent  the  letter,  I 
breathed  more  freely  ...  I  was  better  !  —  I 
thought  I  had  done  with  him! — that  I  had 
ahaken  off  my  foe,  though  at  so  dear  a  price. — 
Well  might  I  have  said : — 
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"Ob,  whj  ut  thon  njfoe! — faoir  lien  my  pcM 
BrtwccB  iky  good  and  thee  f— Ii  it  thy  good 
To  day  ntj  peace  f  ■  ■  * 

*         *         *    TUuc  eyes  are  bcttct  nirned  a' 
For  ga^bg  on  them,  human  n  Uiey  arc, 
1  hare  a  fecBng  of  a  bean  of  itone ! 
And  &a«n  my  hiipel«t*  lean  ihe  spirit  fiUi. 
That  fttncn  on  my  IJda  I  feel  then)  bsng^ 

TXoti  ror^i.' — Affliction  did  I  plead  1< 

1  tumftom  thee,  Despair!" 


Ves — I  was  glad  he  tirrote,  for  had  it  been 
ia  person  ...  oh,  it  would  have  been  w^^^ 
worse !  .  . .  I  had  now  but  one  most  tuilcDt 
wish, — it  was,  that  I  might  neter  see  hiiu 
again  1 

A  few  dap  after  this,  my  father  and  the  dcu 
children  arrived,  and  with  them,  our  txaiij 
physician  ;  my  father  was  seriously  alarmed  »l 
some  letter  which  Mrs.  Hillier  had  written,  anJ 
he  could  not  rest  until  this  medical  man  had 
consulted  with  our  kind  and  amiable  Fenzaitce 
ftiend. 


J  shall  never  forget  the  morning  of  the  con- 
^Itation. — Gertrude  was  aware  that  it  was  to 
^ke  place,  and  she  had  made  Dr. pro- 
mise to  tell  her  the  plain  truth,  or  rather  what 
^ue  called  **  her  doom^'*  as  soon  as  he  completely 
'Understood  every  feature  of  the  case ;  but  she 
hegged  to  see  him  alone,  so  Captain  Kynaston, 
I,  and  little  Rose,  sat  in  the  drawing-room.  The 
child  had  got  some  noisy  toy  to  play  with,  and 
was  romping  up  and  down  the  room,  and  in 
and  out  of  the  windows.  I  was  on  a  low  otto- 
man, at  the  open  window,  and  Harry  was  talk- 
ing loud  and  fast,  as  if  to  drive  away  the  op- 
pressive languor  which  was  stealing  over  us,  as 
we  heard  in  mute  suspense,  the  heavy  tread  of 
the  two  doctors,  in  the  room  over  our  heads. 

"  Dr. is  hardly  a  fair  judge  yet,"  said 

Captain  Kynaston;  "he  has  only  seen  dear 
Gertrude  these  last  three  days,  and  the  heat  of 
the  weather  has  made  her  very  much  worse 

VOL.    III.  I 
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a  aa  ini- 


than  ahe  was  a  forlniglit,  ago — don't 
ro,  Ada  ?" 

"  Indeed,"  was  my  answer,  "  indeed,  Harry, 
she  has  been  declining  rapidly  for  many  daysl" 

"Making  a  retrograde  moTemcnt,  you  mean," 
interrupted  Captain  Kynaaton,  quite  in  i 
,   tated  voice;  "that  is  quite  a  iliSbrent  t 
declining," 

"  I  trust  most  fervently,"  I  answered,  ' 
we  may  hear  it  it  so !" 

"  Well,  thank  God,  I  know  you  always  k>ok 
on  the  dark  side  of  things,  Ada,  my  dear  girli'* 
said  Captain  Kyaaston,  chafing  again,  and  draw- 
ing his  hair  back  from  his  forehead ;  "  but  I  do 
wisb  these  fellows  would  be  quick." 

As  he  said  this.  Dr. opened  the  doer, 

and  walking  stealthily  in,  closed  it  agaia  caa- 
tiously ;  coming  straight  up  to  me  be  took 
both  my  hands  in  his,  and  shook  them  with 
mournful  eamestncss.  My  breath  seemed 
to  atop,    and   I    looked   a    sort  of  appeal  lO* 
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'^T^  Captain  KyBaaton,    who   instantly  ad- 


**  Come,**  said  he,  '*  pray  do  not  torture  ns  by 
^*a  delay.  Dr.             ,  but  tell  us — you  find 
^itrude  . . .  not  so  well ...  I  fear  ?" 
*•  Must  I  be  candid  ?'  answered  Dr. , 


^^king  at  each  of  us  in  turn ;  "  because,  where 
'^  am  requested  to  tell  the  truth,  I  consider  it 
^ti  act  of  charity  to  conceal  nothing. — I  have 
Wiis  moment  left  your  sister  .  .  .  she  is  a  model 
^f  heavenly  resignation  and  patience." 

"Oh,  my  God!"  uttered  Captain  Kynaston, 
clasping  his  hands  over  his  eyes ;  **  unsay  that 
word  I  Ton  don't  mean  that .  .  .  that .  .  .  she 
18  in  danger,  Doctor  ?" 

"Harry  I**  I  exclaimed,  "hear  the  truth,  I 

implore  you  I — look  at  Dr. ,  and  read  it 

in  his  face  I — Oh  !**  I  continued,  whilst  I  felt  the 
tears  pouring  down  my  face,    *^tell  him,  my 

dear  Dr.  — ,  for  mercy's  sake  ! — tell  him, 

for  he  will  not  believe  ! — is  she  not  going !" 

i2 
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"  Alas  1 . .  ."  began  Dr. 

"I  cannot  bear  it,"  groaned  Captaiit  < 
■lastou ;  '*  it  U  too  much  I  she  caimot  die !  what 
littve  you  all  been  UunkiDg  of? — will  nothing 
save  her  ? — talte  all  I  have  in  the  world !"  he 
cried)  fiinging  his  mtna  vildly  open,  "  boUeays   i 

iny  Gertrude  t — Dr. ,  if  you  have  a 

to  feel  such  torture,  save  her !"' 

"  I  grieve  for  you,  Captain  Kynaston," 

poor  Dr. ,  with  his  voice  tremUing,  uid 

hoiirse,  and  his  eyes  overflowing ;  "  but  it  is 
beyond  my  power — it  is  beyond  homaa  art- 
it  baa  been  so  for  many  weeks  i  and  if  yoa  u-Hl 
but  believe  it.  you  will  smooth  thatsweet  young 
lady's  death-bed,  for  1  assure  you,  her  only  an- 
guish on  this  trying  occasion  has  been  for  gou.'" 

"  Bless  her  I   bless  ber !"  ejaculated  Captain 

Kynaslon,  fervently ;  ibcn  turning  to  Dr. , 

and  grasping  bis  arm,  with  a  look  of  frciuy,  ^ 
said :   "  But  once  for  all  .  . .  before  my  4 
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*^»ve  me  .  .  .  tell  me,  is  there  no  hope  ? — speak 
^^Ut !  I  can  bear  it ! — b  there  none  ?" 

"None,  my  good  sir/*  was  the  gentle,  but 
tlectded  reply ;  *'  and  since  you  know  this,  you 
oaght  to  prepare  yourself,  as  soon  as  you  can, 
Ibr  the  fatal  change — I  assure  you  solemnly, 
that  a  very  few  days  will  complete  the  . . ." 

*'  In  mercy,  go !"  cried  I,  springing  forward, 
^when  I  saw  the  attitude  of  frantic  despair  which 
Captain  Kynaston  had  taken  ;  '^  leave  us,  dear 

Dr. ,  till  by-and-bye/' 

He  left  the  room  in  silence ;  and  then  a  sense 
of  what  he  had  announced  to  us,  came  suddenly 
upon  me,  and  I  stood  with  my  eyes  fixed  en 
the  door  with  glazed  steadiness.  I  was  calm, 
very  calm — paitdyzed,  and  yet  vividly  awake  to 
all  that  had  passed. — Not  so  Captain  Kynaston 
— he  was  walking  up  and  down  the  room,  strik- 
ing his  hands  on  his  forehead,  and  muttering 
exclamations  of  passionate  grief  and  despair; 
till  at   last,  unable  any  longer  to  control  his 
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feelings,  he  flung  himself  on  liis  knees  hy  the 
sofa,  buried  his  face  in  the  cushions,  and  sobbed 
Ukcd  a  child  I 

Oh  !  a  man's  grief  is  an  awful  aight  t — I  was 

so  terrified  at  the  barsting  agony  of  those  sobs, 

that   I    sal   down    with  a   feeliug  of  awe    and 

»  horror,  which  was  quite  fearful.   Rose,  my  rude 

and  noisy  Rose,  who  had  ceased  her  romping, 

at  the  6r8t  entranco  of  Dr. ,  was  subdued 

by  this  sight  into  the  quiet  of  a  lamb — she 
cowered  down  by  me,  with  her  little  face 
blanched  with  dismay  ;  and  coTering  it  over 
with  a  part  of  my  dress,  she  whispered  to  me. 
in  R  strange  and  broken  voice :  "  Tell  him  not, 
Ada!— teilhim  nolT 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

Captaik  Ktnaston  gave  way  to  agonising 
grief,  with  all  the  impetuosity  of  his  character ; — 
there  was  no  sooihing  him,  for  he  was  more  like 
a  madman  than  a  rational  being ;  and  I  sought 
the  chamber  of  my  dying  sister,  to  learn  from 
her,  that  humble  resignation,  and  patience, 
which  not  another  soul  in  the  house  coulri 
teach. 

When  ahe  firat  saw  me,  a  touch  of  human 
weakness  overpowered  her,  and  whilst  she 
extended  her  hand  towards  me.  she  hid  her 
iace  in  her  pillow,  and  both  of  us  indulged  for 


some  minutes,  in  onr   grief.     We  were  then 
clasped  in   each  other's  arms,  in   the  fondest  J 
embrace,  that  e\ei  drew  two  hearts  together, — ■  I 
one  long,  long,  passionate  embrace ;  ajt^r  which  I 
took  my  place  by  her  bedside,  and  listened  to  htr, 
as  she  talked  hurriedly  and  incoherently  of  her 
sorrow,  at  leaving  me  alone .  . .  her  dread  that  my 
future  was  a  clouded  scene  . .  .  her  hopes  that 
Harry  would  bear  her  loss  with  fortitude,  and  , 
that  her  father  would  be  kind  to  mo  ! 

I  ask  those  who  have  sat  by  the  side  of  a 
loved  relation,  when  the  struggles  of  the  parting 
spirit  shake  the  powers  of  the  mind,  if  it  does 
not  make  them  shrink  within  themselves  * — 
She  called  often  for  Harry  in  the  course  of 
that  night,  hut  he  could  not  summon  couragL- 
to  approach ;  and  I  hardly  thitdt  she  knew  he 
was  not  present,  for  she  kissed  my  Other's  hand 
repeatedly,  when  he  raised  her  for  breath,  and 
murmured,  in  the  tone  which  her  voice  always 
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assumed  towards  Captain   Kynaston^ — '*  Hea- 
ven bless  joUf  for  your  tenderness^  love  !" 

The  next  momingi  she  was  in  a  deep  sleep, 
.i^hich  lasted  all  day ;  but  towards  evening,  she 
put  aside  the  curtain,  and  opened  her  glorious 
eyes  full  upon  me. 

"  Ada^  dear — why  is  not  Harry  here  ?" 

The  question  was  asked  with  so  much  sur- 
prise, that  I  was  obliged  to  tell  her  the  truth, 
that  he  was  unequal  to  seeing  her  in  the  state 
in  which  she  had  been  for  several  hours ;  and 
then  I  offered  to  call  him. 

"  No — I  must  speak  to  you  first,  Ada — you 

know  that  I  am  leaving  you,  my  own  sweet  sister 

— they  have  told  you  it  will  be  soon,  and  I  can 

tell  you  from  my   own  feelings,  that  I  shall 

never  see  more  than  one  other  sun  set.     But, 

as  far  as  regards  myself,  my  mind  is  beginning 

to  be  very  peaceful,  though  I  will  confess,  that 

many  and  painful  have  been  my  struggles,  to 

acquire  that  calm — that  tranquillity,  which,  I  can 

i5 
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OQe  blessed  subject — much ! — and  oh  !  how  did 
every  word  sink  deep  into  my  heart !  But  I  will 
not  dwell  upon  her  last  expressions.  They  arc 
lew  sacred  in  this  place — in  a  story  which  the 
World  will  call  a  novel,  a  name  which  brings 
with  it  ofttimes  the  sneers  of  the  wise,  the  deeper 
acom  of  the  pious.  But  why  should  not  a  no- 
vel convey  lessons  of  inati'uctioo — of  piety — of 
morality,  as  any  other  vehicle  ? 

However,  to  proceed.  After  a  long  pause, 
^^  fttacceeding  the  holy  thoughts  and  words, 
^Barliicli    heavenly   hope  dictated,   she   suddenly 

^^  "  Ada,  I  want  to  look  at  the  dear  ^Seraph 
H,<kace  mote;  so  when  Harry  comes,  I  must  ask 
«»im  to  bring  it  nearer  in  to  the  shore. — How 
Ihappy  I  have  been,  Ada  I  what  a  blissful  life 
^ave  I  spent  !  But  one  perplexing  sorrow 
K>Ti  earth  remains  !"  and  she  laid  her  head  on 
tay  shoulder. 

"  Harry?"  asked  I,  tremulously. 


|tiO  THE    baboket's  dacoutbks. 

"No,  Ada, — you  J— I  learo  bim  with  deep 
regret,  but  no  fears  for  his  futuro.^appincss  ;  for 
a  man  has  the  whole  world  in  which  to  seek  it, 
and  a  woman  has  but  her  owh  home!— Oh, 
Ada,  if  I  could  but  think  I  left  you  in  a  happy 
home  ! — it  i8  that  idea  only  lliat  seems  to  keep  me 
Ungeiing  in  lile.  God  grant  you  may  bu 
some  day  appreciated  !  God  grant  you  may 
be  rewarded,  dearest  Ada,  for  all  you  have  been 
to  me !" 

It  was  dusk  before  Captain  Kynaaton  could 
be  prevailed  upon  to  enter  the  room ;  and  in 
that  hour  of  trial,  I  saw  how  far  short,  ialls  the 
inental  strength  of  a  man,  in  comparison  with  thei 
of  a  woman — for  when  I|  and  eren  little  Rose, 
met  the  moment  undismayed,  he  trembled  «t  the 
tlireshold,  with  his  head  thrown  back,  and  i 
arm  ncroBs  bis  eyes,  dreading  to  see  hei 
longing  to  enter ! 

The   next  evening   the  sun   wai  settr 
magnificence,  and  the  last  rays  were  penetrat 
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tfarougb  the  Venetians  into  the  chamber  of 
^eath.  I  -ofta  going  to  dr-aw  the  blind  down,  to 
■hield  the  pale  forehead  of  the  sufferer,  when 
ahe  opened  her  eyes,  and  said, 

"  No,  Ada ! — let  me  enjoy  it.     I  shall  never 
see  another,  in  this  world — call  Harry." 

"  I  am  here,  love,"  said  the  well-known  voice, 
from  behind  her  curtain — "  close  to  you." 

She  wished  to  be  taken  to  the  window,  to 
gaxe  once  more  with  him,  on  the  "  Seiaph,"  as 
the  sun  shone  down  on  the  graceful  yacht,  as  it 
•leaved  slowly  about  on  the  placid  waters  of  the 
bay  ;  and  she  turned,  after  that  long  last  look,  lo 
the  arms  which  were  supporting  her,  with  the 
Only  bitter  sigh,  I  ever  heard  her  breathe.  All 
that  evening  Captain  Kynaston  was  alone  with 
her,  and  when  I  heard  him  dash  up  the 
Btaixs,  which  led  to  Mrs.  HilUer's  sitting-room, 
I  flew  to  Gertrude's  side. 

"  It  is  over  !"  said  she,  in  the  faintest  mur- 
mur, as  she  laid  her  head  back  with  closeil  eyes. 
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and  tears  oozing  through  1 
"  The  last,  the  greatest  pa 
him  farewell.  Adit,  and  I 
this  room  again — bless  hii 
little  able  he  is  to  bear  su 
that  my  loss  should  havi 
brave  heart !  .  .  . .  but  it ' 
I  was  in  this  hour  sti 
the  strange  and  selfish  w£ 
sex,  who,  with  very  few  e 

•'  Fly  the  hour  of  d 

Tlic  bed  where 

And  leave  perha[ 

To  close  Oie  dy 

for  had  there  been  no  due 
house,  I  am  convinced,  C 
not  have  watched  the  i 
fluttering  lamp  of  life, 
for  many  hours  after  h 
Gertrude,  he  sat  so  abs( 
seemed  equally  incapabh 
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answering  the  questions,  addressed  to  him  by 
poor  BIrs.  Hillier ;  who  considered  it  her  duty 
to  harrow  up  his  tortured  feelings,  by  a  species 
of  talkative  consolation,  of  which  he  only  heard 
the  sound,  without  being  able  to  feel  the  sub- 
stance. 
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he  had  first  known  her !  Her  eyes  were  so 
bright,  and  the  colour  of  her  cheek 

"  Looked  like  hetilth, 

Offering  hope,  vain  hope,  to  the  p^c  lip  ; 
Like  the  ricli  crlmaon  of  the  evening  sky, 
Brightest  when  niglit  is  coming,"     *     * 

■**»  short,  I  roused  him  from  his  lethargy,  and 
*old  him  it  would  console  her,  if  he  could  sum- 
*ttOD  fortitude  to  see  her. 

'*  You  are  deceiving  me  !"  was  his  passionate 
Kclamation.     "She  is  gone  1 — you  know  she  is, 
id  you  want  me  to  go  and  look  on  all  that 
lultless  beauty,  and  play  the  madman ! — I  can- 
Mot,  Ada  ! — the  blessed  soul  is  gone — I  camiot 
•ee  her — I  cannot  look  at  her,  when  her  eyes 
Trill  not  turn  on  me  again  '.     It  may  be  weak, 
»nd  even  wicked,  but  no  one  loved  her  as  I  did  ! 
I  cannot  see  her,  if  she  is  gone." 
I  assured  him,  I  implored  him;  and  at  last  he 
tottered  down  stairs,  with  a  step  as  feeble,  and 
unsteady,  as  if  he  had  been  prostrated  by  weeks 
of  illness. 
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When  he  em^red,  Gertrude  bad  jaststrengdi 
enougli  to  rest  her  head  on  hia  shouldier,  and 
looking  up  in  his  face,  said,  "  Your  promise, 
Harry ! — Heaven  bless  yoa !" 

Those  were  her  Last  words ;  but  her  last  act»m 
was,  grasping  m;  Other's  hand  and  mioe,  aod 
joining  them  together,  with  a  look  of  the  nual 
pathetic  entreaty.  How  well  he  must  hare  vm^ 
derstood  both  action  and  look  I — A  few  more 
short  moments,  and  we  listened  in  vain  for 
another  breath — 1  remember  the  intense  agon; 
of  that  moment  of  suspense.  When  the  interval 
was  so  long,  that  it  admitted  of  no  sort  of 
doubt,  I  remember  calling  Harry  to  move, 
and  let  me  look  at  her  sweet  face ;  but  be  did 
not  answer — ^back  rushed  the  life-blood  to  my 
heart — my  father  almost  darted  to  the  bedside, 
which  I  bad  dreaded  to  approach,  and  raised 
Captain  Kynaslon. 

His  head  had  been  gradually  drooiHn^  ior 
some  minutes ;  but  until  then,  I  did  not  know 
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that  he  was  nearly  as  cold,  nearly  as  lifeless^ 
and  quite  as  senseless,  as  the  beloved  being, 
who  was  now  lost  to  us — it  was  all  over. 

Stagnation,  is  the  only  word  which  can  be  used 
to  express  the  state  of  that  dismal  bouse,  during 
the  whole  of  the  wretched  day.  The  total  cessa- 
tion of  usual  occupation — the  consciousness  that 
the  busy  attendance  in  the  sick  chamber  was 
now  needless,  and  the  impossibility  of  meeting 
the  gay  sunshine  of  glad  nature,  which  was 
going  on  outside  the  darkened  house — all  this 
was  only  to  be  felt,  not  expressed. 

Then  the  tiptoe  movements  of  the  servants 
about  the  rooms,  and  the  hushed  voices  of  the 
dear  children  in  their  nursery — Rose  having 
hidden  herself  in  a  comer,  and  Carry  having 
put  away  all  their  toys  of  her  own  accord — all, 
all — all  told  the  dreadful  tale,  of  the  departure 
of  the  best  loved  one  ! — and  oh  !  what  a  night 
was  passed  by  us  all ! 
The  next  evening,  Captain  Kynaston  came  to 
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wt  alone  with  me  in  the  drawing-room,  for  my 
fniher  wisbcd  to  sec  no  one  but  the  children; 
and  Harry  ihon  told  me,  he  should  just  remain  at 
Penzance,  to  be  chief  mourner,  and  then  j 
immediately  for  Naples — after  that,  he  intl 
applying  for  a  ship ; — 

"  Bui  remember,  Adelaide,"  said  hei\\ 
{altering  voice ;  *'  if  it  should  ever  he  i 
power  to  render  you  the  slightest  service  that 
friendship  could  perform  ;  or  do  anything,  how- 
ever great,  that  you  might  wish  a  brother  to 
undertake,  apply  to  me,  and  depend  upon  it. 
that  there  is  no  exertion  within  the  range  of 
possibility,  that  I  should  ever  dream  of  stopping 
at — and  you  will  write  to  me,  Adelaide, j 
you  not  ?" 

Tears  were  my  only  answer  —  eilentl 
wrung  from  mCj  by  the  kind  warmth  I 
addressT 

"  Tou  mutl  write."  he  continued,  eaerg^ 
tally;  "for  no  place  on  earth  will  ever  hold 
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mil  interest  for  me,  as  the  spot  wliich  you  io- 
hibk, — Sir  Edmund  will  not  caie  for  me  now — 
J  see  quite  well,  that  old  associations  will  bf 
revived,  and  that  he  will  remember  his  former  re- 
pognance  to  me,  now  that  the  only  link,  the  one 
dear  link  that  bound  me  to  you  all,  is  gone. 
Ada,  try  to  think  of  me  as  your  brother  1 — if  it  is 
not  painful,  call  me  so  in  your  letters  !" 

I  have  said  before,  that  the  different  feehngs 
and  constitutions  of  difierent  people,  have  al- 
ways filled  me  with  perfect  astonishment.  Here 
was  the  man,  who,  a  few  hours  before,  had  been 
bowed  by  grief  and  anguish,  to  childlike  aban- 
donment and  despair,  now  entreating  me  to  call 
bim  by  the  title,  to  which  a  few  short  hours  be- 
fore, he  had  lost  all  claim,  to  which  he  could 
never  now  altain  !  The  name  of  brother,  must 
have  brought  her  back  to  his  mind,  as  vividly  as 
it  did  to  mine,  and  yet oh,  it  is  incom- 
prehensible ! 


The  next  morning, 


I  felt  that  I  should  like  to 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

When  we  arrived  in  town,  Regina  Spencer 
and  her  mother  were  in  the  house  to  receive 
us;  kind  as  they  were^  the  necessity  of  en- 
tertaining them  was  most  painful ;  and  as  the 
fight  of  the  old  rooms^'and  the  small  work-table, 
and  the  frame  and  basket  of  worsteds,  all 
brought  back  too  vividly,  her  whom  we  had 
left  behind  in  her  early  grave,  it  may  be  sup- 
posed that  I  had  very  little  heart  or  spirit,  to 
combat  the  flow  of  Regina's  conversation, 
although  it  touched  on  many  interesting  points. 
She  talked  first  of  Frances. 
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"There  is  quite  a  reformation  in  her  cstabUsli- 
tnent,  Ada.  She  had  a  batUe  royai  with  die 
old  Countess,  who  cooqaeied,  by  volin);  for  a 
separate  cstahlishment ;  httle  dretming  Uiit 
that  was  the  point  Lady  EUerslie  bad  been 
aiming  at  so  long  I  The  Earl,  for  a  wonder, 
was  perfectly  qniesceot,  even  although  it  was 
his  dear  mamma,  who  was  the  aggrieved  one; 
and  now  the  Dowager  hves  with  '  my  daagb- 
ter  Gordon,'  and  her  seven  olive-branches,  in 
one  of  the  Regent's  Park  houses,  far  c 
from  '  my  son's  wife,  whu  was  the  eldest  C^ 
fort!'  " 

"  I'm  astonished,"  was  my  remark,  "  that  the 
E&i'l  allowed  such  a  change,  without  moldog 
some  sort  of  stiuggle  for  his  mother." 

"Oh, not  he,  now,"  answered  Reginail 
is  quite  a  different  person  since  he  got  into  U 
CheshuDt  set ; — young  I^td  Chesbunt  has  jnsl 
attained  bis  majority,  and  he  and  Lord  EllersUe 
seem  bent  upon  running  a  race  together — they 
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be  &  wild  pair,  and  I  rather  think  Francea 
slikes  it ;  but  you  Inow  the  Earl  it 


very 


much 


"bedded  to  associations,  and  Lord  Cheshunt  was 

=a   school-fellow  in  days  of  yore;  so  .  .  .  but 

%hat  reminds  me — you  knew  our  old  friend  Col, 

nJenison,  Ada?" 

^L     Kose,  who  had  been  crouched  by  me  all  the 

^■■ime,  and  whose  rough,  but  feeling  little  heart, 

Hcd  whenever  her  favorite  was  mentioned,  now 

\}egan  getting  up  a  suspicioas  face,  as  a  moisture 

gathered  in   her   wide   blue  eyes;   but   Carry 

spoke   out  directly,  and  saved  me  the  pain  of 

»   answering  the  question,  which  she  put  in  her 
own  words  thus, 
"He  was  drowned  in  a  ship  I  Maule  said  90, 

and  Bose  cried,  and  papa " 

"  The  ship  was  drowned,  love,"  said  Eegina, 
in  her  merry  way:  "but  Colonel  Denison  was 
saved,  with  all  the  passeBgcrs  and  crew —  surely , 
Ada,  yon  knew  he  was  not  lost  ?" 

VOL.    III.  E  ■ 


1*^4 

"  I  never  heard  of  anything  but  the  wreck, 
I  answered,  with  that  calmness  which  eho*  •*^^'1 
how  completely  a  newer  and  later  grief,  ma^^^^ 
deadon  the  poignancy  of  one  gone  by ;  "  for  v/m  "•^'*| 
have  not  been  in  the  way  of  news  lately." 

"  No,"  continued  Regina,  "  hut  I  thought  tht^^^    ^  , 
papers    would    have    told    you — or    rather,    I!^*' 
thought   it  would  have  struck   yon,  knowing — J 
him  pretty  well,  and  he  being  now  an  ofGcial 
personage.     However,   perhaps  you  were  not 
interested — /  ttcu,  because  I   used  to  admire 
him." 

She  ran  on,  rapidly  and  thoughtlessly  as 
ever,  and  I  list«ned,  with  my  face  buried  b 
Rose's  ringlets;  for  it  would  never  have  done  to 
have  betrayed  anything  accidentally  to  Regina 
Spencer — she  was  so  touchy  on  the  score  of 
friendship,  that  had  she  suspected  to  what 
extent  I  had  withheld  my  confidence  &om  her, 
with  regard  to  Colonel  Denison,  she  would 
have  left  no  stone  unturned,  before  she  had 
ferreted  out  the  whole  truth.     As  it  was,  she 
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rent  on,  pouring  into  my  almost  unconscious 
,  a  whole  tissue  of  tkmily  gossip. 
'  Ton  remember  Ada,  Lady  Grace  Daubig- 
liy's  youngest  daughter,  Grace  ? — well  !  she 
joes  on  flirting  with  that  younger  son,  to  the 
tter  extinction  of  all  the  hopes  of  Madame 
^re,  who  has  still  several  stray  titles  on  her 
for  either  of  them.  I  used  to  think  the 
•flirtation  only  a  recreation  ;  but  I  see  now  it  is 
'getting  serious,  for  she  grows  a  perfect  icicle 
when  he  approaches,  which  is  one  of  the  six 
certain  signs ! — don't  you  know  them  ? 

"  '  A  blush — a  «ig!i— 

Or  a  downcaat  eye. 
Or  a  lemblancc  of  cacelcas  acorn ; 

A  look  askance, 

Or  a /rigid  glance, 
Or  tlie  air  of  a  spirit  worn  !' 

You  see,  Ada,  I  know  them  by  heart ! — but 
leriously  speaking,  if  Grace  persists  in  taking 
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that  hapless  and  handsome  younger  son, 
worthy  aunt,  with  her  tuft-hunting  propensit    ^^^ 
will  expire  in  a  fit  of  some  sort,  to  a  certaintv^^' 

People  think  they  are  amusing  friends 
low  spirits,  when  they  rattle  on  in  this  GtraiK-  * 
and  I  believe  my  father  mo*  amused,  but  it  W^^ 
all  lost  upon  me,  until  I  had  thoroughly  weighe^^ ' 
the  subject  with  which  my  mind  was  engrosseiE^' 
and  that  I  had  only  leisure  to  do,  in  the  eilenc*^^ 
of  night,  when  no  sound  disturbed  the  stillnes 
beyond  the  soft  and  regular  breathing  of  little^ 
Rose,  by  my  side. 

Oh,  the  dark  cruelty  of  Maule  Carrysfort's 
character  ! — he  could  tell  me  of  blows  that 
Hashed  my  cup  of  human  happiness  away  ;  but 
of  the  eiistence  of  the  merciiul  drop  reserved 
by  pitying  Heaven,  he  carefully  abstained 
informing  me  ! 

However,  whatever  his  motives,  whatever 
intentions,  it  was  not  for  me  to  judge  him — 
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"In  that  dark  hour,  when  follies  lose  disguise — 
When  erimes,  in  shape  deformed  and  odious  rise — 
Like  giant  fiends,  impatient  of  control, 
To  coont  their  rights,  and  claim  their  forfeit  soul;" 

130  doubt  he  would  have  his  reward^  so  I  closed 
ny  eyes  with  the  sole  ejaculation  of  ^  Let  him 


i» 


CHAPTER  XX. 

Frances  was  oar  next  visitor,  am 
to   take  me  home,  to   dine  witli  her  en  tHe- 


"  And  the  Earl !"  snid  T,  as  we  sat  sdone, 
nod  my  eyes  Tested  on  the  sharpened  featarw. 
and  more  haughty  expression,  of  my  sister; 
"  what  is  he  doing  with  himself  to-nJght  ?*' 

"  Oh  I  dining  with  Cheshunt,  as  asual,  and 
making  a  fool  of  himself,  in  one  of  the  thoasand 
wayswhich  they  have  taught  him, — Only  imagine 
their  having  made  Ellerelie  learo  to  sing  songs ! 
— he,  poor  creature,  who  had  just  as  much  idea 
of  singing  as  a  tea-kettle,  if   bo  much!— and 
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such  soDgSy  too ! — Of  course  they  do  it  for  their 
own  amusement}  if  I  may  judge  from  the  roars 
which  deafen  me  till  daybreak,  when  he  gives  a 
men's  dinner  party  here ;  but  I'm  so  provoked 
and  annoyed  that  he  will  suffer  himself  to  be 
made  such  a  butt  of! — and  he  never  sees  it ! — 
I  might  talk  to  him  for  ever,  and  he  still  per- 
sists.—  Depend  upon  it,  Ada,*'  continued  the 
Coimtess,  speaking  with  increasing  energy,  ^^  it's 
a  very  bad  speculation  to  marry  a  man  whom 
your  friends  can  laugh  at ! — no  gold,  and  no 
coronet,  can  dazzle  one  so  blind,  as  not  to  see 
ridicule ;  and  I  would  rather  stand  the  sneers 
of  a  whole  world,   than  see  my  husband  the 
mark  of  one  glance  of  mocking  derision !  and 
yet,"  said  she,  sinking  back  with  an  air  of  des- 
pondency, **  I  shall  live  to  see  worse  than  even 
that,  I  fancy." 

This  was  the  way  in  which  Frances  constantly 
broke  off  her  vehement  speeches ;  and  as  it  was 
not  a  subject  on  which  a  sister  even  could  ques- 
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I  was  dining  with  her  one  eveniDg,  and  she 
Was  detailing  to  me  bU  the  circumstances  of  tho 
Doiyager's  having  taken  her  departure, 

"  It  was  managed  with  perfect  ease ;  for  yoa 
will  hardly  believe,  Ada,  that  it  was  EUerslie 
himself  who  voted  for  it,  and  actually  told  her 
one  day  after  dinner,  in  his  silly  way,  that  he 
would  rather  live  in  a  house  full  of  hot  water, 
than  see  her  continually  finding  fault  with  him 
and  his  eBtablishment !" 

"  Upon  my  word !"  I  exclaimed,  "the  Earl 
must  be  improving ! — surely,  Frances,  time  wo* 
■^rhen  he  would  not  have  dared  to  have  said  ..." 

"  To  have  said  his  soul  was  his  own,"  inter- 
rupted the  Countess,  quickly ;  "  no — nor  would 
he  have  turned  so  restive  then,  only  ...  only  ..." 
Bhe  hesitated,  and  coloiu'ed,  "  ...  you  know  I 
told  you  ...  it  wot  after  dinner." 

I  laughed  sightly,  purely  because  1  could 
not  make  any  remark,  and  I  knew  not  what  ebe 
to  do; — there  is  a  sort  of  laugh  so  convenient, 
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ready  to  aink,  knowing,  the  moment  we  are  gone, 
there  will  be  a  joke  at  his  espcose !" 

It  was  not  long  before  I  had  an  opportunity 
of  finding  that  Frances  did  not  exaggerate  her 
fJociestic  troubles.  —  I  discovered  it  through 
chance,  and  thai  thiough  my  aunt  Daubigny, 
who  was  one  day  talking  very  energetically  on 
the  subject. 

"  I  aseure  youi  Ada,  I  consider  it  quite  a 
special  mercy  that  neither  of  my  girls  married 
yoang  Lord  Ellerslie  ;  for  since  he  became 
hand-and-glove  with  the  Cheshunt  set,  he  has 
been  another  man.  I  remember  that  poor,  dear, 
teisguided  boy  of  mine,  Hugh,  was  introduced 
a,t  some  club  to  Lord  Cheshunt,  and  I  give  you 
Xny  word,  Ada,  it  might  have  come  to  an  ac- 
quaintance, if  I  had  not  burnt  the  card  he  left 
for  him,  without  saying  a  word  to  Hugh." 

"  What  a  dangerous  step  to  take  !"  I  ex- 
claimed, indignantly ;  "  it  might  have  been  the 
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cause  of  a  Berloiu  quarrel  between  Hugh  and 
Lord  CheshoDt." 

"  Not  at  all,  my  dear,"  smiled  my  aunt,  with 
great  complacency.  "  I  don't  suppose  Hugh 
ever  troubled  his  head  about  it;  and  if  he  bad, 
it  would  only  have  been  a  cut. — However,  that 
was  no  affair  of  mine — I  had  performed  my  dutVi 
and  if  your  poor  sister  had  done  the  same,  she 
would  never  have  had  to  me  the  shocking 
habits  into  which  the  Earl  has  fallen." 

"  I  have  heard  of  nothing  but  the  singing," 
said  I ;  "  and  Frances  is  only  annoyed  at  it,  be- 
cause Ellerslie  has  not  much  voice." 

"  Oh ! — she  gives  that  out  ? — only  that  ? — 
Well,  she  is  right  as  a  wife  and  a  mother ;  but 
still,  my  dear,  thai  is  not  all — the  songs  are 
drinking  songs;  and  I  assure  you,  I  was  told 
the  other  night,  that  at  a  party  of  bis  sister's, 
Lady  Mary  Lane's,  the  Earl,  Lord  Cheshunt. 
and  Mr.  Lane  himself^  were  in  such  a  state  of 
intoxication,  that  they  were  obliged  to  be  sent 
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home,  for  fear  of  their  i 


listing  I 


1  entering 

the  drawing-room ;  and  the  Admiral  himself 
saw  poor  EUerslie,  three  weeks  ago,  sitting  Ht  a 
Bide  eupper-table,  with  a  wreath  of  flowers  on 
his  head,  utterly  ignorant  of  the  cause  of  the 
fits  of  laughter  round  him  !" 

"  I  hope  fervently,"  I  ejaculated,  when  the 
authority  left  me  no  room  to  doubt  the  authen- 
ticity of  the  story,  "that  Frances  knew  nothing 
of  this?" 

"  She  was  there  once,  my  dear — the  night 
of  Lady  Mary  Lane's,  but  she  only  heard 
of  the  flowers ;  —  but  reaQy,  considerii^  all 
things,  I  must  say  she  bears  it  heroically." 

Lady  Grace  Daubigny  had  never  forgiven 
rrances  for  having  robbed  her  of  the  Earl ; 
so  T  allowed  her  to  exhale  her  pity  unmolested  ; 
but  it  was  a  dreadful  shock  to  me,  to  think 
that  a  young  man  of  Etlerslie's  age,  should 
have  commenced  a  course  of  life,  which  could 
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Frauces  tarned  deadly  ptde,  and  seemed  to 
lean  on  the  table  for  support.  I  asked  her  what 
she  feared ;  and  then  her  colour  returned  in  its 
rich,  deep  glow,  but  she  repliedj  in  a  low,  hur- 
ried whisper, — 

"For  God's  sake,  don't  speak  —  only  lis- 
ten !" 

We  were  in  a  small  boudoir  off  the  draw- 
ing-room ;  therefore,  though  we  could  not 
diatinguiah  words,  we  heard  the  murmur  of 
voices,  and  a  great  disturbance  on  the  stairs, 
My  heart  began  to  beat;  but  I  dared  not 
question  Frances,  for  her  face  was  such  a 
picture  of  grief,  vexation,  and  disgust.  She 
flew  suddenly  out  of  the  room,  and  when 
she  returned,  she  seated  herself  over  the  fire, 
with  an  air  of  the  most  withering  disdain  ; 
and  from  between  her  clenched  teeth,  and 
her  beautiful  compressed  lips,  came  the  whist- 
ling Bound  of  a  word,  which  nothing  but 
the    most    utter    disgust    and     horror,    cottid   , 


depdis  of  ber 
spoke  to  wu! 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

'^  Adelaide/'  said  Regina  Spencer,  coining 
to  me  one  day,  with  a  flush  upon  the  marble  of 
her  skin,  and  her  eyes  sparkling ;  '^  I've  been 
dreadfully  insulted — I  don't  think  I  shall  get 
over  it  for  a  long  time. — I  was  amused  at  first, 
but  the  more  I  think  of  it,  the  more  I  feel  it 
was  an  insult." 

"Sit  down  and  compose  yourself,"  said  I, 
full  of  commiseration,  on  seeing  her  agitation ; 
"  how  did  it  happen,  and  what  is  it  ? — were  you 
walking  without  your  footman,  or  what  ?" 

*•  Oh  Ada ! — you  curiosity ! — no  ! — I've  not 
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"  Well,  I  will  pass  that,  and  epeak  of  tht 
»3siilt,  then  —  I  was  doing  penaoce  at  Lady 
Cirace  Daabigny's,  when  Lady  EUerslie  was  an- 
nounced. I  thought  she  was  very  cool;  however, 
^s  I  treated  that  as  bien  peu  de  chose,  I  allowed 
Xkiy  visit  to  extend  itself  to  the  utmost  verge  of 
Xkatience  and  polHeise,  and  then  rose  to  go. 
^R'ell,  tlie  ga\  Daubignys,  and  Lady  Grace,  and 
Ute  Seatons,  and  Manneringe,  who  were  all  in 
'  tie  roonii  rose  as  I  passed,  to  shake  hands,  and 
Xo  say  adieu ;  but  the  Countess  of  Ellerslie  was 
pleased  to  remain  rooted  to  her  chair,  and  to 
offer  me  the  second  finger  of  her  pale  grey 
glove  !  Adelaide  !  it  was  bad  taste — bad  man- 
ners— bad  every  thing,  and  I  feel  she  has  in- 
sulted me." 

What  could  I  say  ? — I  knew,  and  had  known 
for  many  a  long  day,  that  Frances  had  turned 
from  that  beautiful  and  insidious  creature,  the 
moment  she  saw  the  "  set "  she  was  making  at 
my    father;   and   I  had  often  heard  her    dc- 
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«at«e — I  saw  nothing  in  this  world,  worth  the 
trouble  of  worrying  one's-self  about— J  had  al- 
most come  to  Mrs.  Hillier's  happy  frame  of 
mind — she  had  lived  an  even  life,  of  nearly 
Berenty  years,  and  was  yet  oilea  assuring  me, 
that  it  was  unsatisfactory  work,  living  at  all.' 
— much  trouble,  and  little  profitT  I  looked  with 
apathy  on  every  thing,  even  the  prospect  of  my 
father's  marriage,  for  I  could  not  see,  that  such 
an  event  would  make  me  more  lonely  than  I 
now  was. 

"  The  desokle 

Is  doubly  Borrowful  when  it  recaU 

It  was  not  alwaya  desolate." 

Therefore  I  never  dwelt  upon  my  poGttion  ;  but  I 
felt  it,  nevertheless. 

The  only  defect  which  I  observed,  as  par- 
ticularly objectionable  in  Eegina  Spencer,  was 
her  habit  of  including  almost  every  common 
acquaintance,  in  one  sweeping  Barcasm,  and 
covering  the  most  inoffensive  names,  with  cut- 
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ting  but  playful  ridicule.  She  told  my  father 
the  story  of  her  *^  insult,"  as  she  called  it,  with 
so  much  gay  and  lively  piquancy,  that  she  made 
him  espouse  her  cause  in  the  most  earnest  man- 
ner; and  give  her  credit  at  the  same  time,  for 
having  behaved  with  incomparable  temper. 
Well  may  it  be  said, 

**  What  great  events,  from  little  causes  spring !" 


CHAPTEH  XXII. 


A  FEW  days  after  thia^jtist  when  I  was  begin- 
ning to  wonder,  I  had  not  seen  Begina,  or  heard 
from  her,  I  was  sent  for,  to  speak  to  my  father 
in  the  library. 

"  Adelaide,"  be  began,  in  a  severe  voice,  "  ia 
this  story  true,  about  Frances  and  Begina  Spen- 
cer's meeting  at  the  Daabigny's  ?" 

"  Regina  told  me,  Sir,  that  Frances  had  neg- 
lected to  rise  with  the  rest,  when  she  was  leaving 
the  room  one  day  j  but  I  had  hoped,  the  circum- 
stance had  been  forgotten." 

"  Regina  may  forget  it,"  exclaimed  ray  father, 
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iu  a  still  harsher  voice  ;  "  but  it  will  he  in  mj- 
power  to  convince  you  in  a  moment,  that  it  is  a 
urcumstance  I  am  not  disposed  to  overlook,  as  I 
am  inclined  to  believe  it  is  done  teith  a  motive." 

A  curious  feeling  begao  creeping  over  me, 
which  turned  me  so  cold,  that  I  could  hardly 
prevent  Gbivering — the  feeling  which  people, 
(or  perhaps  nursery-maids)  express,  by  saying, 
tome  one  is  walking  over  your  grave. 

'*  A  motive,"  contiuued  Sir  Edmund,  "  which 
docs  Lady  Ellcrslie  very  little  credit — it  was 
tacitly  telling  Miss  Spencer,  in  the  plainest  man- 
ner, that  she  was  not  to  receive  in  future,  tlie 
consideration  which  she  has  so  long  been  accus- 
tomed to  meet  bora  us; — it  was  a  step  on  the 
part  of  my  eldest  daughter,  which  was  sufficient 
to  dissolve  all  friendship  between  the  fauiiliisi 
and  disgust  Miss  Spencer  into  an  i 
Lady  EUersUe  was  acting  my  sentimeDts 
not  Regina's  natural  candour,  led  her  to  t 
the  affair  as  a  joke." 


\ 


THE  baronet's  daughters.  217   . 

I  felt,  when  my  father  paused,  that  it  was  im- 

t*ossible  to  soften  his  anger  by  any  apology,  for 

Itnew  from  Frances,  that  the  crime  had  been 

^=oniniitted  for  the  express  purpose,   which  he 

uapected. — I   therefore  only  said,   "  I  assure 

"i^ou,  air,  I   was   gricTed   for  Begina,  when  I 

her  feelings   were   wounded ;  and   I  did 

-«11  in  my   power,  to  try  to  make  her  think, 

Frances  did  not  mean,  by  such  a  trifle,  to  show 

positive  disrespect." 

"There  you  did  well,"  was  the  approving 
reply  j  "  but  you  ought  to  know,  that  nothing, 
howcTer  simple,  can  be  called  a  trifle,  if  it  be 
done  with  so  injurious  a  motive — it  is  the  inten- 
tion, not  the  action — and  as,  after  this,  it  would 
be  disagreeable  to  me  to  speak  to  Lady  EUerslie 
on  the  subject,  I  wish  to  know,  Ada,  if  you 

think that  she  would  make  an  apology  to 

Mbs  Spencer  ?" 

"  Frances !"  I  exclaimed,  hastily;  "  oh,  never  ! 


2\H 


THE  BAROSET  a  BAroBTXBS. 


my  dear  father,  such  a  concesuon  on  het  put, 
would  not  be  within  the  boimda  of  possibility !" 
And  I  could  hardly  help  smiling  to  myself) 
when  I  thought  of  those  two  fierr  and  hanghtj 
spirits,  ever  apoBgising  to  each  other,  even  if 
their  war&re  had  descended  to  words  and  blows ! 
It  was  just  as  easy  to  iaiagiiie  Regina  giriug  a 
blow,  as  Frances  offering  an  apology  ! — 1  was, 
however,  just  beginning  to  breathe  more  fre^y, 
and  to  hope  my  father  had  only  sent  for  me,  to 
negociate  a  measure  of  peace,  when  be  dadied 
into  the  dreaded  subject,  without  any  prepan^ 
don ;  and  whilst  I  stood,  bow«d  down  by  the 
sudden  sense  of  undefined  miser)',  and  ^I'nging 
tears  from  the  back  of  my  hand,  as  fast  u  Ibey 
fell  on  it,  he  told  me  that  Begina  Spencer  wm 
to  talte  the  place  of  our  lost  mother,  to  be 
placed,  over  me,  at  the  head  of  his  estabbsb- 
ment ;  and  that  he  expected  both  myself  and  the 
children,  to  pay  her  the  defereqee,  in  liituiv, 
which  her  change  of  positioa  would  oosore  for 


her  a 


a  right  !■ 
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BegiDa  Spencer  !— was  I  in  a  dream  ? — tliat 
gill,  of  my  owQ  age,  my  own  standing,  my 
&jend,  companion — the  girl  whom  I  had  cor- 
rected many  and  many  a  time,  for  faults  which 
now  seemed  to  sink  her  low  beneath  my  feet, 
— was  she  to  rise  to  such  an  eminence? — to  be 
Lady  Carrysfort ! — to  be  our  mother-in-law  ? — 
Oh !  which  of  the  two  was  most  to  blame  I — she, 
for  her  coaeummate  depth,  or  I,  for  my  feeble 
blindness !  Tho  event  that  I  had  looked  upon 
a  few  hours  before,  with  apathy  and  indifference, 
now  seemed  to  increase  in  importance  and  mag- 
nitude of  misfortune,  the  more  I  dwelt  upon 
it.— 

"  Frances  !"  said  I,  throwing  myself  passion- 
■tely  into  her  arms,  "  is  there  no  hope ! — muii 
it  be? — what  can  be  done  ! — is  there  anything 
that  can  avert  this  calamity  ?" 

"  Nothing  !"  exclaimed  Frances,  nearly  as 
frantic  as  myself;  "  it  is  all  over  with  us — I 
•ee  but  one  tiling  to  be  done,  and  that  is  to 
L  2 
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beap  scorn,  contempt,  and  insult  in  every  shape 
upon  her,  and  make  her  resign  this  v 
of  reigning  over  us." 

"  Impossible !" 

"  I  shall,*'  persisted  the  Countess ;  "  I  am 
beyond  ever  being  under  her  jurisdiction,  so  I 
can  do  and  say  what  I  please  ;  bat  for  you,  dear 
Ada ! — I  batdly  know  what  you  can  do — 1  can- 
not ask  you  to  come  and  live  with  me,  for.  -  -  ■" 

"  Not  for  worlds,"  I  interrupted,  "  for  I 
should  not  like  to  leave  those  dear  children,  for 
feat — " — 

"  Ada,  you  must  marry,"  said  Frances, 
abruptly  i  "you  mutt — you  cannot  live  such 
a  life,  such  a  subordinate  life,  at  your  age  I" 

"  Oh,  Frances !"  I  exclaimed,  turning  away 
with  bitterness,  '*  what  advice  from  you !"  i 


Weeks  passed  on. — I   met  Begina,  for 

**"st  time,  after  my  father's  announcement,  as 

^*"^11,  that  is,  as  courteously  aa  I  could  ;  and  I 

^'*"ill   do   her   the  justice    to  say,  that  nothing 

^^^uld  be  better  than  the  line  of  conduct  she 

^<i opted—nothing  more  inoffenaive  and  correct 

~~' — her  manner  to  me  was  the  same  as  ever,  and 

uer  address  to  my  father  scrupulously  calm  and 

dignified ;  invariably  calling  him  "  Sir  Edmund," 

and  never  retreating  to  the  piano,  to  sing  him 

the  songs  she  knew  I  disliked,  whilst  I  was  in 

the  room; — her  fondness  for  the  chUdienj  too, 
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won  tlieir  hearts — they  did  not  remembeir  thai 
own  motlicr,  poor  souls,  and  were  cieli^itBatt 
ihc  idea  of  calling  her  "  mamma,"  In  ^oit, 
I  will  say,  whether  her  part  were  natural  or 
artificial,  she  played  it  in  a  most  praisewortliy 
manner.  I  could  not  have  beliered  it  of  ber, 
for  she  was  sobered  down,  into  positive  stupidibr, 
in  society  ;  repulsing,  with  cool  dignity,  entj 
attempt  from  former  admirers,  to  renew  flirta- 
tions. It  was  impossible  not  to  acknowledge, 
that,  if  my  father  were  bent  on  marrying  li  ul. 
he  had  chosen  the  best  of  the  set  for  tlie  olyec- 
tionable  relation. 

The  wedding  was  fixed  for  April ;  andl 
accepted  the  kind  offer  of  Mrs.  Hiilier,*' 
into  Wales  with  her,  for  a  few  months,  imme- 
diately after  it.  We  spent  the  Easter  at  Temple- 
ham,  as  usual,  with  the  Dauhignys  ;  and  Frances 
was  also  there  for  a  few  days,  with  her  wretchi-J- 
looking  husband.  On  our  return  to  town,  1 
received   a  very  eaily  visit  frotn  R^oii,  ose 
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morning ;  her  first  question  was,  whether  we 
were  sure  not  to  be  disturbed,  aa  she  had  some- 
thing  particular  to  aay  ;  on  my  asauring  her 
[here  was  no  fear,  she  locked  the  door,  and 
took  off  her  bonnet. 

"  There,"  said  ahe,  attempting  to  laugh,  and 
yet  ed^ng  round,  bo  as  to  turn  her  back  to  the 
light ;  "  do  not  my  preparations  portend  that  I 
am  going  to  say  something  awfiil  ?" 

I  looked  at  her  with  some  surprise,  for  bei 
bright  and  fearless  eyes,  were  heavy  and  swol- 
len, and  the  pure  white  of  her  complexion,  evi- 
dently crimsoned  by  recent  tears. 

"  I've  been  weeping,  and  bitterly,"  was  her 
abrupt  confession,  when  I  looked  thus  fixedly 
it  her,  without  speaking.  "  1  knew  you  would 
see  it,  but  I  would  come — I  told  mamma,  if 
I  did  not  act  whilst  I  was  in  the  humour,  I 
should  break  down — I  must  speak  seriously  to 
you,  Ada." 

"Something  has  happened  !"  I  exclaimed. 
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"No — nothing  more  than  usual.  I  will  tell 
you  what  has  brought  me  here — 'un  motif  dr 
eas  de  conscience,'  80  now  for  it.  Ada  I  I  can 
no  longer  suffer,  in  silence,  the  conduct  of  youi 
sister  Frances ! — I  have  borne  it  long  and  well, 
I  really  tbink,  considering  my  marriage  can 
interfere  in  no  sort  of  way  with  her  interests  ; 
and  when  her  insults  were  showered  ou  me 
in  private,  I  did  not  fire  up; — now  that  she  has 
made  me  a  public  object  of  her  dislike,  at  Tern- 
ptebam,  before  all  your  family,  I  come  to  aak 
you,  to  tell  me  honestly  and  candidly,  withoot 
considering  my  feelings  a  moment — do  jin 
share  in  her  sentiments  of  evident  hatred? — 
tell  me,  before  it  is  too  late,  with  your  hand  on 
I  your  warm  and  open  heart,  Ada,  if  this  mar- 
'  riage  be  as  hateful  to  you,  as  it  is  to  her  V 

I  burst  into  tears,  and  Regina  was  on  her 
knees,  with  her  arms  round  my  waist,  in  a  mo- 
ment, sobbing  with  me. 

"  If  it  is,  Ada,  tell  me,  and  God  knows  1  will 
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never  creep  in  like  a  viper  to  poison  your  nest ! 
God  knows,  I  will  never  bow  diBsensioa  between 
lather  and  child ! — Ada !  "Be  honest,  if  you  even 
think  it  cruel!  be  honest,  and  you  shall  see 
I  can  be  generous.  I  will  never  see  Sir 
Edmund  again,  if  my  entrance  into  your  family 
is  to  be  the  cause  of  the  Countess's  open  anger, 
and  your  silent  misery.  Ada,  have  mercy,  and 
spare  me  suspense !" 

I  was  touched,  affected,  overpowered,  by 
such  a  proof  of  utter  self-forgetfulnese,  and 
generosity,  from  the  "lion  heart"  of  Begina 
Spencer; — she  rose  in  my  sight  so  infinitely 
superior  to  her  former  self,  from  that  moment, 
that  no  words  can  say  how  I  reproached  myself, 
for  indulging  in  the  narrow-minded  and  selfish 
prejudice,  of  which  circumstanceB  had  rendered 
her  the  victim.  She  cured  me  with  the  only 
remedy,  that  I  could  ever  have  taken ;  and 
although  I  had  much  to  bear  after  this,  in 
L  5 
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1  SPENT  three  months  with  Mrs.  Hillier,  in 
I     '^ales;  and  I  returned  to  Richmond  Gardeue, 
Vl  cannot  say  home,)  at  the  closing  of  the  Lon- 
don season. 

I  had  not  been  happy,  for  I  was  never  happy 
How.  Besides,  Frances  and  her  husband,  were 
getting  on  wretchedly  ;  in  short)  I  could  not  be 
happy,  hut  it  was  not  Lady  Carrysfort'a  fault. 
On  my  arrival,  she  flew  down  to  the  very  hall- 
door  to  meet  me  ;  and  ahe,  or  her  influence 
rather,   drew    from    ray    father,   the    warmest 
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ded  on  me  i^^^ 


greeting  that  had  ever  been  kristied  o 
him. 

Rose  and  Carry  too,  were  looking  the  pic- 
tures of  health  and  happiness;  and  Regina  .... 
I  forgot ...  I  meant  Lady  CarryEfort  .  .  .  oh, 
how  beautiful  she  was ! — She  had  just  returned 
from  the  Horticultural,  and  her  cxquisitively 
embroidered  muslin  dress,  with  the  cashemere 
06  fine  as  a  cobweb,  and  the  airy  hat,  and  its 
graceful  plumes,  were  not  yet  laid  aside. — The 
children  too,  had  been  there  for  the  first  time, 
and  ivete  almost  extravagantly  dressed,  but 
still.  ....  She  seemed  so  fond,  and  so  proud, 
and  looked  so  bright,  when  the  little  voices 
shouted  "Mamma,"  that  what  could  I  say, hut 
bless  her  for  her  kindness  to  them,  and  fer- 
vently trust  no  future  changes  would  ever 
make  her  love  them  less ; — but  it  was  not  likely 
s  hardly  possible  that  the  creature,  whose 
eyes  filled  with  sparkling  tears,  at  their  iooo- 
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cent  show  of  affection,  would  ever  be  less  thau 
kind  to  them.  Then  her  conduct  to  me  ! — the 
anxious  care  she  took  to  keep  in  the  background, 
as  much  as  possible,  until  the  first  rebellion  of 
my  wounded  pride  subsided ;  and  the  earneet 
maDoer  in  which  she  always  "  shared  tlie 
government,"  with  me — the  decided  way  in 
■which  ehe  used  to  say  to  the  govemcssj  when 
appealed  to,  on  any  point  relating  to  the  chil- 
dren, 

"  I  am  sure,  Miss  Carrysfort  knows  beat 
— suppose  you  consult  her,  and  what  she  says 
must  be  your  guide,  of  course — her  head  ia 
worth  ten  of  mine." 

And  yet  I  was  not  happy — no !  it  was  impos- 
sible— it  might  be  my  own  unfortunate  temper; 
but  little  things,  over  which  Lady  Carrysfort 
had  no  control,  galled  me  to  the  quick.  Though 
of  course,  visitors  always  left  two  cards,  I  knew 
that  "Lady,"  and  not  "Miss"  Carrysfort  was 
the  object  of  their  calling. — At  dinner,  though 


230 


TUB    BABON^S   DAVGHTBBS. 


my  pUce  ««a  at  the  mde,  I  remembered  I  hud 
not  alwuys  sat  there; — when  guests  assembled. 
it  vu  no  longer  for  me  to  wait,  till  nil  had 
paired  off,  and  then  walk  down  mtstress  of  thr 
house ;  no — it  was  she,  who  had  supcrsedeil 
m«,  who  was  to  sink  me  to  my  level !  Oh. 
I  was  wretched  1  —  inexpressibly  wretchtMi ! 
— but  this  was  indeed  a  morbid,  aye,  a  guilty 
feeling. 

One  moroiog  Lady  Carryafort  was  rer; 
busy,  or  appearing  to  be  very  busy,  drawing 
a  pattern  for  a  frock,  for  Boee,  and  I  sat  read- 
ing in  the  window.  I  had  nothing  to  do  now 
but  read  1  I  could  not  work,  for  it  allowed  a 
play  of  the  Oughts,  and  the  imaginatioD, 
t  which  would  have  maddened  me ; — still  bend- 
ing assiduously  over  her  work,  site  said  to  me, 
in  a  voice  which  told  me  in  a  moment  she 
knew  all — 


"  Ada,    dej 


you 


remember 


Colons! 
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of  a.  man,  wbom  we  used  to  know,  a 
Denison  ?" 

'     My  book  fell  at  this  moment,  and  before  I 
eould  recover  it,  and  reply,  she  continued, 
'     **  Sir  Edmund  seemed  quite  astonished,  the 
dther  davi  when  I  told  him  what  he  had  never 
beard,  of  the  death  of  the  poor  divorcee." 
i'   "Dead  ?"  I  murmured,  in  a  husky  tone. 

"  Grone,  poor  thing,  to  account  for  her  follies, 
'or  her  crimes,  whichever  it  was,  in  snuther 
-X-orld." 

*'  How  long  ago  V  waa  all  I  could  say. 

"  Dear  me,"  said  Lady  Carrysfort,  looking 
out  of  the  window,  tts  if  to  consider,  and  recol- 
lects "it  must  be  full  a  year — oh,  more! — it 
was  long  before  you  went  to  Cornwall.  I 
mean,  dearest  Ada,  it  was  when  you  were  at 
Hastings — yes,  just  after  he  sailed ...  Rose, 
my  pet,  and  Carry  dear,  who  will  help  mamma, 
to  hant  for  bet  scissors  ?" 
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I  went  to  my  room — I  sank  on  my  knees — 
not,  alas !  with  the  humble  prayer  of  other  days 
upon  my  lips,  but  wiib  my  heart  full  of  worldly 
rancour,  and  bitterness,  and  words  of  sinful 
rebellion  issuing  from  them. 

Free  I  free  for  fourteen  weary  months,  and 
he  had  never  come  to  claim  me.  Free !  and 
he  had  never  written  to  tell  me  eo  1 — I 
was  wild,  frantic; — all,  all,  all  had  forsaken 
me  now ! — the  one  faint  gleam  that  glim- 
mered in  my  horizon,  was  extinguished;  the 
single  hope  I  had  nurtured,  and  cherished, 
of  escape  from  my  bondage,  was  shattered — 
I  was  now  alone,  indeed  ! — And  Maule, 
my  enemy  Maule  Carrysfort !  —  where  was 
he,  that  he  did  not  come,  and  drop  the  venom 
in  my  ear  ?  They  told  me  he  was  ill — that 
lie  had  had  a  paralytic  stroke,  and  that  he 
was  a  cripple. — Oh,  I  remember  nothing  of 
these  times,  save  the  brightness  of  the  home  I 


THE    BARONETS   DADGHTERS, 


,rd  darkness  of  my  own 


lived  io,  and  the 
heart ! 

Summer  came — Parliament  was  prorogued, 
t&  usual,  and  my  father  acd  Lady  Carrysfort 
proposed  going  down  to  Carrysfort.  I  re- 
member the  kind,  and  feeling  way  in  which 
the  asked  me,  ii  I  were  going  to  accompany 
them. 

"  Well.  Ada,  dear  !  when  shall  we  begin  to 
pack  V 

No — 1  was  not  going  with  them ;  I  was  not 
going  lo  throw  myself  again  in  the  way  of  Maule 
Carrysfort,  and  have  some  fresh  blight  flung  on 
my  existence — no. 

"  Dear,  dear  Mrs.  Hillier,  take  me  with 
t/ou .'" 

That  was  all  I  said ;  and  she  took  me 
to  Brighton,  to  scorch  up  and  down  the 
red  pavement,  and  the  shiny  black  pave- 
ment,  and    look    into   the    shop  windows.       I 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

WiKTBR  came ;  at  least  aatumn  was  passing ; 
Lady  Carrysfort  wrote  to  tell  me,  that  they 
were  coming  home,  and  that  she  was  longing  to 
see  me,  and  whisper  to  me  what  a  wretch  she 
thought  Manle  Carrysfort  was. 

A  few  days  before  we  were  to  leave  Brighton, 
as  Mrs.  Hillier  and  I  were  walking  up  and  down 
the  eternal  Cliff,  we  were  joined  by  an  old  navy 
captain,  a  Captain  Fletcher,  who  always  walked 
about  with  a  telescope — he  came  to  ask  me  if  I 
had  ever  seen  a  yacht — ^he  little  knew  the  an- 
gnish  his  question  awoke. 
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nounced,  be  burst  into  our  presence  ;  and  fling- 
ing his  arms  round  Mrs.  Hillicr,  with  all  his 
boyish  impetuosity,  he  smothered  her  withered 
cheek  with  kisses.  It  was  £onie  moments  before 
he  knew  I  was  in  the  room,  and  then  be  stag- 
gered back  as  if  he  had  been  shot. 

"  Ada ! — good  God !  is  it  Ada ! — how  changed, 
how  strangely  altered  t — Ob !  Mrs.  Hillier,  how 
abe  reminda  me  of " 

It  was  a  dreadftJ  meeting ! — He  had  been  in 
the  Mediterranean  for  the  last  twelvemonth; 
^erefore,  all  the  letters  that  I  bad  addressed, 
"Poste  Kestante,  Naples,"  had  never  reached 
him ;  for,  with  his  habitual  thoughtlessness,  he 
foi^ot  to  tell  us  he  was  cruizing  about,  and  not 
stationary  in  any  port  for  more  than  a  month, — 
Thus,  the  changes  in  our  family  were  all  news 
to  him. 

"  And  you  came  to  Brighton  for  your  health, 
Ada,  of  course?"  he  remarked,  as  he  turned 
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from  Mra,  Hillier,  and  fixed  his  eves  on  me  yrxh 
a  scrutiaizing  glaBC«> 

"  No,  Harry — I  am  not  ill,"  was  luy  answer. 

'*  But  you  look  ill,"  said  he,  quickly  ;  "  you 
don't  look  yourself' — you  sltould  stay  at  Brightou 
till  NoTember  it  quite  over." 

"  Oh !  I'm  afraid,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Hillier, 
"  that  we  mtul  leave  to-morrow,  for  Lady  Car- 
rysfort  wrote  only  a  few  daysagOi  to  say " 

"  Ha — indeed !"  muttered  Captain  Kynaatou, 
compressing  his  lips ;  "  so  you  muxl  go,  nuat 

^M 

He  was  changed;  —  he  looked  older,  ^^H 
he  was  sadder — his  jet-black  hair  was  dashed 
with  grey — the  tone  of  his  voice  was  altered, 
too ;  in  short,  he  was  not  the  saoie  Harry  Ky- 
naston  whom  we  had  known  iu  other  days,  so 
"  gay  and  gladsome ;"  but  he  had  brought  his 
warm,  impassioned  feelings  back  again — he  had 
not  lost  the  impetuous  character  of  his  mat 
nor  the  hearty  "  bonhommie" 
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jet  there  were  times  nhen  his  laughing  eye 
looked  dim  and  drooping,  and  a  quivering  sigh 
trembled  to  his  lips. — I  knew  what  he  was 
thinking  of  then ! 

"  Ada,"  said  he,  to  me,  as  he  wrung  my  hand 
at  parting,  "  I  shall  be  in  town  very  soon — look 
happier  if  you  can,  my  poor  dear  girl ! — give 
me  a  gladder  welcome,  if  you  can  manage  it; 
and  try  to  keep  those  eyes  from  tears,  if  it  be 
m  the  power  of  possibility." 


j-rE    Zj^    ■■t:-   -^■~—    U    S 


t  n  ]e  mos  i.'  loa.'!^ 


from  experience — I  do  not  address  it  to  women, 
because,  Id  n}y  case,  pique  was  the  cause  of  all 
my  happiness — I  speak  to  men  only: — never 
pique  the  woman  you  love ! — despite  the  cruelty, 
the  torture,  it  is  a  miserable  policy, — do  not 
delude  yourselves  with  the  idea,  that  by  piquing 
a  woman,  you  increase  her  interest  in,  and  her 
afiection  for,  you;  —  it  may  sometimes  be  the 
case,  but — 


• 


"  Ogni  medaglio  ha  11  luo  reverto." 


And  it  is  Utterly  impossible  to  imagine,  to 
what  a  woman  will  resort,  if  she  be  actinj^ 
under  the  influence  of  pique. — I  went  to  the 
extreme  verge  of  a  woman's  power — /  married! 
— I  never  repented  the  step  for  a  day  or  an 
hour  t     I   had   no   cause.    But  he,   at   whose 

expense  I  thus  acted,  did  he  not  suffer  ? 

pass  on  .  . .  'CiB  vain  to  question  or  to  blame  . . . 
'tis  all  gone  by  I 

VOL.   HI,  X 


.  ■=:^x.  s.  —  - 
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TTBrd  aspect  of  my  home  was  brighter  ttan 
June  oat  of  ten  which  he  might  enter— he  saw 
,tliat  I  was  unhappy  cettainly,  and  he  pene- 
trated the  canse — he  saw  L  lived  for  nothing 
ID  this  world,  and  he  implored  me  to  live 
,|br  him; — hia  love  for  mei  was  not  the  same 
deep  adoration,  which  he  evidently  used  to 
feel  for  Gertrude,  but  he  was  warm  and  de- 
voted; he  told  me,  that  if  I  refused  him,  it 
would  be  the  final  bhght  on  his  happiness 
—  he  seemed  to  cling  to  me  as  something 
left  of  Gertrude,  and  I  never  knew  how  deep 
luB  heart  was,  till  I  placed  both  my  hands 
ju  hia,  when  1  acccepted  him.  It  was  im- 
sible  not  to  return  the  affection  of  such 
,  man — so  opeo,  upright,  amiable,  and  im- 
jiassioned  a  character — so  I  accepted  him.  I 
acknowledge  it  was  done  under  the  strongest 
influence  of  pique,  and  indignation  j  —  pride 
was  at  the  bottom  of  it  all,  because  I  would 
M  2 
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not  stoop  to  wait  any  longer  for  Colonel  Deui- 
80n !  People  may  censure  me  for  this ;  bat 
let  no  one  judge  me,  save  those  who  biid 
my  temper  and  disposition,  so  violent,  and 
so  precipitate,  and  who  were  aa  bitterly  tried. 
— They  may  say  I  ought  to  have  been  pun- 
ished ;  yet  why  ? — I  engaged  mjrself  to  Cap- 
tain Kynaston,  firmly  believing  I  could  make 
him  a  good,  and  a  devoted  wife,  and  I  nevet, 
never  repented  the  step  1 — Colonel  Denison*! 
conduct,  whether  intentional  or  Accidental, 
had  roused  my  resentment,  and  my  nature 
could  not  get  over  it; — he  had  wounded  my 
pride,  and  that  made  me  recoil  from  see- 
ing him  again — I  could  use  a  better  expres- 
non — it  had  given  me  a  turn  agsinst  him ! 
Not  §0  Harry  Kynaston — he  had  loved  an- 
other, it  is  true,  but  then  that  other  was  my 
uster ! 

It  was  with  my  miud  impressed  and  OTer- 
flowing  with    these    thoughts,    that    I    nubed 
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■  into  the  engagement,  with  the  heedless,  vack- 
'  less,  impetaositji  of  a  Carrysfort.  —  I  only 
dreaded  one  event,  and  that  made  me  con- 
tent the  more  readily  to  a  hurried  marriage — 
[  it  was  Colonel  Deniaon's  return !  —  Strange 
I  contradiction  of  human  nature  1 — had  he  rc- 
f  turned,  even  to  my  feet,  I  would  have 
[  married  Captain  Eyaaaton,  in  my  present 
I  temper,  before  his  eyes ! — so  bitterly,  so  poig- 
I'Santly,  was  I  smarting  from  pique! — so  fe- 
I  vered   was  my   anxiety  to    rise   superior,   and 

I   avenge    myself! Reader,    do   not    turn 

from  me  with  disgust. 

'  1  congratulate  you  with  every  bit  of 
heart  I  have  saved  !"  cried  Lady  Carrysfort, 
L  in  one  of  her  mad  fits  of  delight ;  "  what 
l<  I  man  you  have  chosen  !  —  such  a  winning 
Leteature!  just  my  s^le !  exactly  my  beau 
f  ideal.' — if  he  had  come  in  my  way — in  the 
character  of  a   lover,    I   mean,    two  or   three 
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years  ago,  people  would  never  have  won- 
desed  at  my  having  refused  Hugh  Daubigny, 
as  they  did  !  —  Nay,  dear  Ada,  no  grave 
looks  !  —  it  was  only  a  flash  of  my  young 
days  1" 


Vas  with  a  feeling  of  li»rror  and  trepida- 
tion, which  may  perhaps  be  called  superstitious, 
that  I  was  told  by  my  father,  through  Lady 
CarryBfort,  a  few  days  before  the  one  fixed  for 
my  marriagCj  that  Maule  Carrysfort  was  in 
town,  lying  dangerously  ill  at  Hatchett's,  and 
Bameetly  conjuring  me  to  allow  him  to  speak  to 
me,  if  only  three  words. 

I  paced  the  room  in  indescribable  agony. — 
Lady  Carrysfort  delivered  the  message  in  the 
most  gentle,  yet  impressive,  manner  : — she  saw 
■what    I     was    enduring  —  she   knew   what    I 


I 
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dreaded;  rrt  she  told  me  the  message  of  a  dying 
m&u  was  imperstive — tbat  the  last  words  from 
dying  lips  could  not  inflict  torture  willingly— 
that  he,  who  was  on  the  threshold  of  uiothci 
world,   and   about  to   render   up   hie   la^t   ac- 

L count    at    the    final   Tribunal,    would    hardly 
utter  aught  but  ondis^ised  troth  .  .  .  she  im- 
plored me  to  go ! 
"  If  Harry  could  but  support  me  at  such 
a  death-bed,  I  could  bear  it  I"  I  exclaimed, 
wildly, 
"  Ada,   Ada !"    said    Lady    Carri'sfort,    re- 
proachfully, "  you  forget  that,  considering  what 
the  nature  of  Maule's  communication  may  be, 
Buch  a  thing  would  be  impossible.' — but  you 
have  mc!" 
Yes— I  had  ker — I   had  her  heart  to   loan 
on  —  her   steady,   dauntless,  tender  heart;    I 
wavered  only  two  days,  and  then  I  went. 
It  was  evening — the  evening  but  one  before 
my  marriage,  and  I  stood  in  the  presenoo  of 
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■he  Jying  man — my  enemy ! — He  was  on  a 
■>ofa ;  —  I  gave  one  glance,  and  saw  that  he 
looked  ghastly  and  horrible,  and  that  his  feeble 
hands  were  stretched  towards  me,  but  I  then 
hid  my  face  on  Regina's  slioulder  .  . .  call  me 
veak !  call  me  puerile  ! — I  could  not  help  it, 
(or  I  was  in  a  state  of  nervousness)  baffling  all 
description. 

"  Ada  Carrysfort !  you  have  come  at  the 
eleventh  hour !" 

Such  were  the  first  words  that  met  my  ear, 
and  they  were  groaned  forth  in  such  a  tone 
of  both  mental  and  bodily  sufiering,  that  I 
could  hardly  understand  them. — I  did  not  an- 
swer, for  the  clear,  ringing  voice  of  Begina, 
made  my  excuses. 

"  Come  near,"  said  the  dreadful  voice  again, 
i  she  insisted  on  drawing  me  nearer  to  the 
'  come — Ada  Carrysfbrti  I  will  speak 
mce  more  to  you — nearer,  nearer — stoop  down 
M  5 
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—  I'm  dying,  and  I've  sttU  so  macb  to  say — 
Btoop  lower,  giri ! — U  it  trvef* 

These  words  were  guped  oat,  in  a  low, 
hoane  whisper,  and  I  knew  they  related  to  my 
marriage. 

"  Quite  true,"  I  answered,  with  the  energy 
of  a  desperate  person. 

"  WMt !"  he  cried,  raising  himself  with  an 
effort  on  his  elbow^,  and  peering  into  my  face, 
with  the  eyes  of  a  lyax  ;  "  wait,  Adelaide  t — a 
—a  letter  reached  me  to-day  .  .  .  the  first  for 
many  .  .  .  many  months ! — only  wait,  Adelaide! 
and  t/ou  wiU  get  ynun  too  /" 

"  Never  I"  said  I ;  "  I  know  why  I  was  sum- 
moned to  you,  Afaule  Carrysfort,  but  I  also 
know  what  is  due  to  myself. — If  you  summoned 
me  to  entreat  my  pardon,  for  all  your  wicked- 
ness and  cruelty,  God  knows  you  may  die  in 
peace,  for  I  forgive  you  from  the  bottom  of  iny 
heart! — but,  if  you  think  to  change  my  reariu- 
tion  by  any  vile  fabrication " 
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"  Stop  her !"  cried  he,  with  his  imploring 
eyes  turned  to  Lady  Carrysfort,  as  I  was  leav- 
itig  the  room ;  "  stop  her  t — I've  been  wicked, 
1  know ;  but  not  in  thU  case ! — I've  been  cruel, 
but  I  repent  now! — Ada — Ada  ! — stop— stop — 
at  least  take  thb,  and  before  you  commit  a  raeh 
act,  read!" 

And  he  held  out  to  me  a  soiled  and  crushed 
letter,  which  he  pushed  into  the  hand  I  was 
obliged  to  offer, 

"  Good-bye  !"  he  added,  as  my  fingers  re- 
mained in  his  grasp — "  good-bye — for  ever !" 

I  went  home — and  from  the  door  of  that 
room,  to  the  entrance  of  my  own,  not  a  syllable 
passed  between  Lady  Carrysfort  and  myself. — 
It  matters  not  whether  a  person  be  indifferent 
or  hateful  to  you,  the  same  feeling  of  awe  and 
sadness,  tinges  the  feelingB  with  which  you  look 
upon  them  for  the  last  time.  I  felt  sure  I 
should  never  see  Maule  Carrysfort  again ;  and 
yet,   as   a  being   about   to  be   recalled  by  his 
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Maker.  I  b^  left  ton  wiOoul  m 
faittemeWfOT  tadigiwiioa. 

I  gmte  Be^aa  the  letter. 

**  Will  yon  not  nmi  itf  sud  she,  gently. 

"  Nat,"  I  exdiiiMd,  "if  yoo  i"' 


"  Sball  I  read  k  fint,  nd  t^  Ttm  r 


"  Do,"  «w  I 


■nd  Idoewi 


en  mj  bed,  dll  bet  voice  brolEe  Aa  lAeoce  i| 
"  Sball  I  give  yon  my  sdnce,  dear  Ada  f 
"  Tee^bol  in  a  fev  words." 


"Then  kt  ■ 


>  ban.  or  retoni  Um  lett^'— 


itr  dntinT  is  all  bat  conpleted — do  not  md 
s,  onkas  ron  wiib  to  aveit  it." 
"  Bom  it,"  I  answered,  aaag  wi&  a  fedmg 
of  giddiness  and  fiundkeoB;  "but  . .  .is  — be 


"  He  laratiaos  bavii^  reagoed  hia  ntnaiion ; 

I  and  tbcD  be  repukcs  at  nerer  barii^  neeiTCd 

answer  to  aor  of  the  three  letters  he  hai 

written  to  yoa;  and  he  says  be  has  waited  tiQ  be 

L  CBL  wait  no  koger  . .  .** 
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'*  Then  he  is  coming,"  I  cried^  as  I  flung  my- 
self back  with  a  burst  of  petulance;  ''as  Hea- 
ven is  my  witness^  I  never  received  one ! — but 
it  is  too  late — ^Begina,  I  wtll  not  retract  !*' 

Does  not  retribution  follow  close  upon  the 
track  of  error  ? 


CHAPl'EE  XSVIIl. 


It  was  a  week  after  my  marriage  w 
tain  KynastoQ,  and  I  aat  on  a  so&,  in  the  blue 
drawing-room,  at  Carrysfort  Park.  It  was  on 
that  very  sofa,  three  years  before,  that  I  bad 
parted  Irom  the  writer  of  a  letter,  I  held 
in  my  hand,  which  I  had  received  on  my 
wedding-day !  The  letter  was  not  oiJy  blis- 
tered, but  it  was  iteeped  in  tears — the  last  1 
ever  ehed  for  him;  I  was  wrong  to  shed  them 


at  all,  but  1  look  i 


upon  them  now,  as  a  tribi 
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perhaps  .  .  . 


a  whom  . 


a  fioal  tribute,  to  the 
I  wronged!— 

The  letter  was  brief,  even  to  abruptness,  but 
the  soul  of  the  man  was  in  every  word  : — 

"  Once  more,  dearest  Adelaide,  I  address 
you,  as  I  have  been  used  to  do — it  is  for  the 
fourth  and  last  time,  because  this  letter  will 
be  swiftly  followed,  by  my  own  arrival.  I  can 
no  longer  endure  this  torture  of  uncertainty;  and 
1  come,  my  own,  my  beloved  Ada,  to  prove  to 
I  you,  that  the  vow  I  inwardly  breathed  when 
I  parted  from  you — the  vow  of  returning  to 
claim  you,  the  moment  I  knew  I  could  do  so 
with  perfect  freedom,  has  been  religiously  kept. 
"When  she  died,  I  wrote  to  you ; — it  is  true,  you 
did  not  reply,  but  then  I  wrote  again,  to  say,  I 
remained  here  till  common  respect  to  her  memory 
allowed  me  to  return.  I  wrote  a  third  time,  to 
implore  an  answer  ;  but  now,  dearest  Adelaide, 
I  entreat  you  to  give  it  me  in  person  ! — Rumours 
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have  reached  ine,  too  idle  to  be  credited — nerei, 
for  one  ioEtant,  have  I  ever  doubted  you  ! — 
"  Tours  entirely  and  devotedly, 

"Ernest  Denisos." 

My  tears  were  swallowed — they  were  dried — 
the  quivering  lips  were  calmed — the  crimson 
cheeks  cooled — and  I  was  myself  again,  for 
ever !  Back,  back  went  these  memoriea  into 
the  &thomless  abyss  of  the  past,  for  I  was 
another's  wife,  and  of  mine  own  &ee  will. 
1  gave  myself  to  him  onc&— once  only  I  thought 
of  him  again,  and  then  it  was  thus : — 


"Thou  hast  been  true  to  me 

Through  many  weary  years. 
And  thine  hupea  have  held  [euatleuly 

Dgminion  o'er  thy  feara — 
Hope  baa  been  atrong  in  thee, 

Unquenched  by  time  and  spRce. 
And  the  tale  that  rumour  told  ofme 

Could  find  no  resting  place! 


DAUGUTKRS. 


"  Thou  hast  been  true  lo  me 
Through  all  that  could  estrange — 

And  thy  spirit  spumed  indignantly 
The  bare  idea  of  change. 


£  1  fatac 


>  thee ! 


I  shared  not  in  thy  vow — 
It  voi  breathed  lo  Heaven  silently. 
And  stands  unbroken  now." 


A  week  after  this,  the  bell  of  the  Tillage 
church  tolled,  as  a  funeral  procession  passed 
through — they  wore  beariug  a  Carrysfort  to  the 
family  vault.  Maulc  Carryefort  was  gone — the 
wretched  attorney  was  dead — and  from  that 
time  my  fortune  seemed  to  brighten.  Years, 
long  years  passed  by,  without  a  single  cloud  to 
dim  the  brightness  of  my  summer  sky ;  and  as 
a  wife,  I  was  the  happiest  of  the  happy,  until .  .  . 
K  time  of  sorrow  came  . . .  bud  afWr  bud, 
blossom  afler  blossom,  child  after  child  grew  to 
bless  me  for  my  care,  and  then  ...  to  leave  me  ! 
Many  a  young  Kynaston,  claimed  a  tablet  in  our 
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village  church — one  after  one,  had  been  Iwd  in 
its  beautiful  ^lave-yaid,  and  there  eecmed  a 
blight  upoD  my  name ;  but  then  I  had  two. 
just  two  out  of  many,  most  mercifully  spared, — 
one  little  Gertrade,  and  God  be  thanked,  for 
the  sake  of  his  father's  honoured  name,  a  glori- 


CHAPTER  XXIX.  ^" 

I  HAD  been  married  nine  years,  when  once 
again  I  sat  within  my  oU  home  in  Richmond 
Gardens,  over  a  bright  Christmas  fire,  in  our 
ancient  boudoir; — three  of  ua  were  there,  and 
one  waa  a  widow — her  brow  had  borne  the 
coronet,  and  a  haughty  brow  it  wa3,  even  to  that 
day. 

The  other  waa  a  lovely  woman  still,  and  ebe 
was  amply  occupied  in  laughing  and  talking  to 
us,  deciding  the  battle  of  two  boys  in  the 
corner  of  the  room,  and  warming  the  exquisite 
little  stockinglesa  feet,  of  the  baby  on  her  lap; — 


> 
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ther«  was  a  wildness  In  her  mirtb,  whicli  told 
ha  to  be  the  same  luj[b- spin  ted  Regiaa,  of  the 
days  of  our  ^lliood.  I  had  been  her  guest 
now  for  some  months,  for  my  husband  bad 
got  a  ship,  and  had  been  obliged  to  join  the 
fiert. 

Frances  was  in  the  second  year  of  her  widow- 
hood, preserving  much  of  her  youthful  look, 
and  some  of  her  former  beauty,  yet  now  bear- 
ing in  her  turn,  the  title  of  the  Dowagor  Cotm- 
tess  of  Eilerslie.  The  change  on  her  fiwe,  was 
an  expression  of  peevishness  and  discontent,  and 
she  appeared  to  be  utterly  tndtSerent  to  every 
thing — even  to  the  graceful  Utile  Lady  Adelaide 
Crewe,  whose  title  in  infancy,  it  may  be  remem* 
bered,  was  always,  "  thai  unhappy  baby  !" 

Two  more  of  as,  two  tall  slight  girls,  were 
standing  in  the  next  room,  over  a  large  vase, 
.arranging  flowers  ;  and  they  were  the  Rose  and 
t'arry,  of  "  other  days,"  now  preparing  to  enter 
[he  world,  with  much  more  of  joyoasneos  than 
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had  marked  the  debut  of  the  elder  sisters.  They 
■eemed  to  have  caught  some  of  the  bounding 
.Surthfulaess  of  their  mother-in-law,  for  the 
tone  of  the  innocent  gaiety  pervading  that 
boose,  was  a  blessing  to  be  felt,  more  than  to 
be  expressed.  The  very  atmosphere  seemed 
to  owe  its  lightness,  to  the  glad,  free  spirit 
of  Lady  Carrysfort,  whose  winning  manners 
had  at  laat  overcome  the  prejudices  of  even 
Trances. 

The  widowed  Countess  was  with  us  almost 
every  day.  She  was  a  dishcarteacd,  dispirited 
creature,  and  she  looked  upon  Regina  as  one  of 
the  wonders  of  the  world — a  perfectly  happy 
woman ! — happy  in  spite  of  cares,  and  exercising 
irresistible  sway  over  the  happiness  of  others. 
I  remember  to  this  day,  that  the  simple  sound 
of  Regina's  voice,  as  she  entered  a  room,  utter- 
ing the  word  "  Well !"  in  her  gay,  clear  tones, 
was  quite  enough  to  chase  away  on  the  instant 
all  "  let  vapeuTi  noin." 
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No — I'm  laughing." 

Adding  insult  to  injury — but  really  I  think 
my  stars,  I  have  only  sweet  Rose  and  Carry, 
to  introduce  and  marry  off ;  for  positively,  if  all 
these  flowers  were  sent  to  myself,  and  /  were 
the  blushing  object  of  all  these  delicate  atten- 
tions, instead  of  Rose,  I  could  not  feel  more 
than  I  now  do.  I  declare  it  is,  or  rather  it 
must  be,  quite  a  mercy  to  be  bom  with  a  cal- 
lous heart.  I've  wished  for  that  possession 
more  fervently  than  for  any  other  treasure  in 
the  world — Oh  !  you  boya  ! — what  an  awful 
row  you  are  making ! — it  is  impossible  to  enjoy 
any  sort  of  rational  conversation,  with  you  in  the 
room." 

Segina  was  right,  as  far  as  that  exclamation 

',  went; — she  made  a  point  of  addressing  them 

thus  every  few  minutes,  but  it  did  no  good — 

file  "  row"  went  on  all  the  same. 

I         "  But  Ada,  of  what  were  we  talking  ?"  was 
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ihtr  scoteiic«,  which  led  her  thoughts  back  lo  I 
tfa*ntionid  oonversatien  sgain. 

*■  JpropM,"  Mked  Frances,  who  had  b«a  in 
a  profound  reverw,  xnd  awoke  at  Uie  first  pMlse, 
"  who  MW  Colonel  Denison's  death  in  the 
papenT 

"  I,  said  the  fly,  with  my  little  eye."  ciied 
Lidy  CanysToft ;  "  I  saw  the  death — Adelaide 
poaoted  it  out  to  me." 

"  It  was  I,  imunma  !"  exclaimed  Rose,  Ihun 
the  adjoining  roon ;  "and  if  you  do  not  wtsb  tu 
to  join  in  yoar  oonrenation,  we  had  better  tlrat 
this  door." 

"  Close  it,  there's  a  dear— not  quite,  for  that 
shuts  the  noise  of  those  boys  tn  with  as;  and  1 
can  see  yoor  head  is  aching,  Prancee — bnt  about 
Cc4<RL«l  Denison,  Ada?" 

"  Poor  Rose,"  said  I,  uniling  ;  "  I  saw  bet 
eyes  filling,  and  heard  hei  voice  falter,  when 
she  read  it  to  my  &thcr,  amongst  the  other 
deaths."  < 
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Yes,"  interrupted  Frances;  "and  to  give 
fou  an  idea  of  her  feelings  on  those  Bubjecta,  I 
lieard  her  telling  Carry,  that  it  was  seeing  his 
name  mingled  so  carelessly  with  the  rest,  and 
hearing  it  casually  mentioned,  that  wounded 
her!" 

"  How  sensitive  that  girl  is  still !  "  exclaimed 
Segiua;  "I  remember,  years  ago — oh  !  it  must 
be  twelve  years,  when  you  were  all  out  of  town 
— Sir  Edmundj  and  that  terrible  Miss  Sharp- 
ham,  both  being  go  angry,  because  Rose  would 
sot  learn  her  lessons  ;  but  sat  sobbing  and  cry- 
ing, after  hearing  the  report  of  the  ship  having 
been  drowned.' — what  did  the  announcement 
■ay?" 

Trances  listlessly  extended  her  hand  for  the 
paper,  and  read: — "Died  on  the  "ind  Septem- 
ber, at  Bogota,  in  the  5 1st  year  of  his  age, 
lient.-Colonel  Denison,  of  the  Holme,  York- 
shire." 

"  Ah  ! — thank  you — fifty-one  sounds  a  very 
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unrawntic  ^c,"  was  Begbut's  renuzk; — mi 
tbea  1  bcgiD  to  teflcet.  How  utterly,  and  how 
adw^dr  Om  world  iBccaiBorphoaes  GeniuooBli 
md  fcolmgi  1 — tIuU  an  eotife  rendaboD,  doaa 
UpM  of  yean  efivct  I— To  tbuk  that  die,  who 
had  mSkmd  ike  inldest.  deepest  agonies,  the 
be«it  ooold  eadare,  should  now-  be  Kipaing,  ail 
bill  amioved;  eKh3HtiBgiiMhiDg,isTe  the  cotil- 
*ma.  n»[w»»,  mnA  MiiWog  ^  ptMiniiifl  ffiillw'^,  rotued 
br  tbe  ttime  of  him,  who,  nine  ilmit  yeut  bc> 
fett,  had  caused  (hat  agony,  and  cnufaed  thsl 
breaklBg  heart! 

la  it  wonder^  it  I  here  o&k.  vbere  n  tlir 
**  meraory  of  lore,"  which  poets  love  to  vannt? 
Itis  not  a  modem  feeling.  1  fear ;  or  could  I  ban 
Mt  onmoredi  daring  the  preceding  dialosve?uid 
m  ntmr.  in  one  instant  in  mr  life,  was  I  ever 
acciued  of  being  houtleaa.  ^I  do  not  mean  thai 
I  dumld  bare  raoomed  for  CtJoaeJ  DeniMn, 
with  anrtbing  like  grief. — Since  thai  episode  of 
my  early  dqre,  I  had  beoome  a  wife,  and   a 
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motlier ;  new  afTections,  and  new  tics,  Itad  sprung 
up  to  sever  and  estrange  me,  still  more  from  ils 
recollection — duty  too,  would  have  had  its  effect, 
in  quelling  and  quenching  a  rebellious  retro- 
spect ;  but  I  mean,  tbat  I  cicamined  my  inward 
feelings  minutely,  in  the  pauses  of  the  dialogue, 
and  was  most  certainly  astonished  at  the  power 
of  tiine,  thus  to  have  been  able  to  steep  in 
oblivion,  feelings  so  poignant,  and  so  vivid,  as 
mine  once  were,  for  Colonel  Denison.  The 
conversation  that  followed,  will  prove  this  still 
more; — it  will  prove,  tbat  there  is  much  more  of 
romance  than  of  reality,  in  our  thoughls  of  ihc 
past.  "  The  past  is  the  poet's;"  and  those  who 
live  in  the  world,  live  for  the  present,  "  the 
actual  of  life." 

"  The  working-day  portion  of  life's  wondrous 
whole!"  and  those  whose  past  has  been  clouded; 
had  better  not  look  back  to  it,  if  it  only  wake 
"  vain  repining ; "  therefore,  perhaps  I  was 
happy  in  being  able  to  revert  without  regret  or 
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remorse,  and  to  lUtaa  to,  and  SDiilc  st,  that 
merry-hcartcd  Ueginas  remarks,  and  qoaim 
conversation. 

Frances  was  the  first  who  spoke  after  iht 
pause,  and  she  said  with  a  sigh,  "  Ah,  Ada ! 
vhat  a  love  that  was  of  youra  !" 

"I'm  not  sure,"  I  icpUed;  "I  dare  wy  I 
thought  so  at  the  time;  but .  .  .  ." 

"  At  all  events,  he  was  yout  first  lore  ?" 

"Ohnol"esciaimed  Lad^Carrysfort;  "young 
Hugh  Daubigriy  was  your  first,  Ada! — shall  you 
ever  forget  that  story  of  mine  ?** 

"  Your  whole  conduct  to  him  bel'ore  his 
marriage,  in  his  gay  bachelor  days,"  said  I, 
laugliing,  "  was  malicious  to  a  degree  !" 

■'  The  ruling  passion  of  tormenting !"  cried 
Regina,  with  her  joyous  ringing  laugh ;  "  it 
was  Uteraily  breaking  a  butterfly  on  the  wheel  I 
— but  I  (/«  think  I  did  him  good — I  made  him  a 
steady  benedict,  you  see— pinched  his  radiant 
n-ings;   and  took  off  a  little  of  their   bright- 
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coloured  down ! — there  was  no  harm  done,  for 
man  and  insect  were  alike  there — the  insect 
feels  the  pinch,  but  he  flutters  away;  and  so 
did  Hugh,  just  as  if  nothing  had  happened. — I 
should  like  to  know  how  many  loves  Hugh 
Daubigny  had,  before  he  married  the  girl  whom 
nobody  ever  dreamt  of  his  running  after  ? " 

"  Our  first  love  need  not  be  the  best  loved," 
aiud  I,  the  moment  I  could  find  room  for  a 
syllable. 

"  No,"  added  Frances ;  "  no  one  marries 
their  first  love,  and  very  few  marry  for  love  at 
all." 

"  True  I  '*  laughed  Regina,  drawing  her 
chair  into  the  fire  almost,  and  looking  at  us 
with  a  glance  of  arch  merriment ;  "  we  threcj 
for  instance  * — matrons  of  nine,  ten,  and  thir- 
teen years  standing — come  !  what  did  we  marry 
for? — (My  loves  of  boys,  will  you  be  quiet ! — 
Herbert,  you  are  not  to  knock  your  brother's 
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sure  '  of  many  sparkling  eves,  and  my  vanity 
was  flattered ;  and  you  know 

'  We  women  awim  not  -with  our  liearte, 
Nor  yet  our  judgnienU,  but  tiie  world's  opinions !' " 

"  How  true,  but  what  a  worldly  sentiment !" 
BBid  I,  abstractedly. 

"  I  never  denied  being  a  worldling,"  was  the 
abrupt  reply;  and  there  was  an  asperity  in  the 
eentencc,  which  made  Lady  Carrysfort  call  us 
to  order;  and  caused  Frances,  in  her  turn,  to 
shake  off  her  momentary  ill-humour,  and  say 
■•he  had  only  spoken  iu  "  llie  language  of  the 
house." 

"  Now  for  Ada ! — Ada,  who  sits  there  with 
her  large  loving  eyes,  and  her  demure  and  pen- 
sive mouth." 

"  I  can  answer  in  a  moment,"  said  I,  hastily, 
for  I  dreaded  the  laah. 

"  Then  proceed  1"  continued  Lady  Carrysfort. 

"  For  love,"  said  I,  very  much  irritated. 

*' Never,  never,  my   dear  soul!  not  you! — 
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Ada!"  said  Frances^  mysteriously^  when 
our  young  mother-in-law  left  the  room^  ^  who 
in  the  world  could  she  have  meant  V* 

**  She  forgot  our  presence  for  the  moment/' 
was  my  reply ;  ''  I  am  convinced  she  alluded  to 
herself.'' 
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Buch  was  the  state  of  nerves  into  which  she  had 
fallen,  that,  had  the  gorgeous  shoulder- knot  of 
one  of  her  powdered  domestics  rung  upon  a 
plate  at  table,  she  would  have  discharged  him, 
as  guilty  of  Doiey  attendance! — Adelaide,  too, 
the  girl,  was  such  a  strange  httle  mortal — ele- 
gant, graceful  and  polished,  as  education  had 
made  her, — 

"ForBeldoin  smiled 

llie  serious  child; 

Aud  as  she  paaaetl  t'rum  childhood,  grew 

More  for  between,  tbose  amilea,  and  few, 

More  flad  and  wild." 

Thus  it  was  not  wonderful  that  the  worn  and 
weary  Countess,  shrank  from  the  glare  and  the 
glitter  of  the  festive  Carrysfort  Park ;  and  I 
was  not  surprised  when  she  said  to  me,  a  few 
days  after  our  arrival, 

"Well!  —  this  may  be  what  Begina  calls 
'  very  good  fiin,'  but  I  do  not  think  tny  n«ves 
can  support  it; — how  yoir-  can  live  in  such  a 
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Babol,  I  cnnnot  imagine,  Ada! — As  to  Lady 
Carrj*sfort,  »lie  is  wilder  tbau  ever,  and  those 
boys  I  those  dreadful  boj-s,  building  houses  and 
bridges  all  over  the  rooms,  with  their  odious 
bricks  .  .  .  how  do  you  support  their  exist- 
ence ?" 

"Love  I"    said   I,    laughing,    "love,   I  am 
afraid,  for  everything  thai  can  be  called 
rysforl !" 

"  It   was   not  always    so,"    murmured 
Countess. 

"  No,"  I  answered  wnrmly ;  *'  thank  God !  we 
do  not  go  through  lif«  with  the  same  senlimentsi 
opinions,  and  prejudices  ! — if  we  did,  I  should 
not  be  quite  so  tranquil  in  my  mind  at  this  mo- 
ment, as  I  am — depend  upon  it,  those  people 
are  the  happiest  who  adapt  themselves  to  cir- 
cumstances." 

"  How  little  I  ever  expected  to  hear  these 
sentiments  irom  your  lips,  Ada,"  said  Frances, 
with  swimming  eyes — "  you,  whom  I  have 
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ID  BUch  agonies  of  grief  and  anguish  1 — you, 
who  were  such  a  smothered  yolcano,  such  a 
passionate  creature  as  a  girl  I" 

"  Years  were  given,  granted  me  rather,  to 
learn  submission  to  every  decree,"  was  my 
reply;  "and  the  first  lesson  experience  taught 
me,  was  the  uselessness  of  rebelling  against  a 
lot,  which  the  wisdom  of  a  higher  Power  ap- 
pointed for  me  —  therefore  ...  I  floated  with 
the  current !" 

"  And  many  a  sharp  rock  have  you  dashed 
against!"  interrupted  Frances,  with  a  touch  of 
her  ancient  bitterness  and  sarcasm. 

"  Possibly,"  was  my  eqiially  tart  reply;  "but 
I  came  to  the  ocean  at  last." 

"I  cannot  think,"  persisted  Frances,  "  that 
that  justifies  you  in  forgetting  the  current  of 
your  early  days." 

I  saw  through  the  peevishness  that  prompted 
this  senteuce,  and  I  answered  as  temperately  as 
I  could. 


I 

remem- 
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"  Aliu !  dear  Fraoccs,  why  shotUd  I  remem- 
ber the  past,  if  it  is  to  erabitter  the  present  '.- 
My  creed  lias  always  been,  'Look  to  the  c 
llic  inotlo  of  the  Carrysforts. " 

We  were  here  interrupted  by  Lady  Cw 
fort — she  always  hrought  sunshine  into  a  room ; 
but  if  she  hiid  left  a  little  of  her  viraaly  behind 
her,  it  would  hare  suited  the  frames  of  nriod  of 
her  daughters -in- In  w  much  better,  for  she  came 
to  rally  us  for  "  moping." 

"  Always  the  way ! — when  two  married  si 
get  together,  they  cither  croak,  or  quarrel — ya^ 
have  been  doing  both,  and  you  must  not  deny 
it. — I  see  it  by  the  spot  on  Frances's  cheek, 
and  the  tears  in  A<hi's  eyes;  you  have  been 
canvassing  some  diBagreenble  subject,  which  i.- 
contrary  to  all  my  rules." 

She  might  well  say  that  I — During  our  ten 
days  at  Carrysfort  Park,  im  unexpected  arri\'al 
rouBod  us  all  into  even  more  excited  action. — 
Hugh  Daubigny's  regiment  had  been  ordered 
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bome — it  had  returned — it  had  even  landed  ; 
and  Ilugb  wrote  to  me,  knowing  I  was  &t  home, 
to  ask  me  if  I  thought  he  should  be  welcome, 
if  be  came  for  a  day  or  two  to  renew  his  old 
firiendsbip ; — be  promised  to  bring  no  encum- 
hrances,  for  Mrs,  Hugh  was  to  be  left  with  the 
Merediths  at  Dieppe,  where  they  had  settled. 
I  took  the  letter  to  Regina,  and  she  was  en- 
chanted. 

"Hugh,  that  handsome  Hugh! — my  pet  of 
all  pet  butterflies ! — how  very  delightful,— and 
without  bis  wife  too !  charming !  You  know  1 
bad  dways  a  little  spite  against  her,  so  it  is  as 
well  for  our  peace  that  she  ia  not  coming,  tliough 
I  should  make  a  point  of  behaving  well,  bad  she 
accompanied  him. — However,  express  to  him, 
Ada  dear,  all  my  pleasure,  and  all  your  pleasure, 
—  in  short,  suppose  1  write  myself  i* — wby 
should  I  not  ? — if  only  for  the  glory  of  signing 
myself,  bis  very  affectionate  aunt,  Regina  Car- 
rysfort !— fancy  the  amusement  of  signing  aunt !" 
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But  my  father  preferred  mg  writing  the  wel- 
come ;  &Dd  from  the  moment  that  it  was  des- 
patched, little  ebe  was  talked  of  but  Hugh 
Daubigny. 

"  ElcTcn  years  siace  he  went  t"  rattled  Lady 
Carrysfort;  "and  he  was  four-and-twenty  then — 
he  must  be  a  liule  altered  of  course ;  but  stiU 
it  will  be  a  pleasure  to  see  the  old  &ce  again, 
and  his  moustaches  will  change  him,  if  he  wears 
moustaches. — Ada,  what  do  you  think  ?^h3Te 
I  magnified  his  attractions  daring  his  absence, 
or  was  he  not  handsome  f" 

Yes — we  all  agreed  my  cousin  Hugh  did 
disgrace  us  by  being  ugly,  and  then  followi 
Lady  Carrysfort'a  thousand  teSections  and  sug- 
gestions ;  in  short,  Frances  and  I  were  most 
heartily  weary  of  Captain  Daubigny,  long  be- 
fore he  arrived.  Begina  was  sometimes  <}aite 
childish,  and  her  present  idea  was,  that  she  felt 
nervous  at  seeing  the  man  whom  she  insisted 
on  caUing  her  victim  I — she  thought  he  would 
bear    malice    perhaps,    and    treat    her    witi 
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coldnesa  j — but  it  would  be  impossible  to  enu- 
merate the  silly  faBcies  she  took  into  her 
head,  aad  I  confess  I  wondered  at  my  fa- 
ther's patience  in  listeniog  to  them. — Hugh's 
arrival  however,  pat  a  stop  to  them,  and  Regina 
was  out  in  the  grounds  when  he  came.  The 
great  bell  was  rung  to  recall  her  to  the  house, 
and  in  the  mean  time  I  gazed  in  speechless  aa- 
tonisbment  at  the  altered  figure  of  my  cousin 
Hagh.  In  the  first  place,  his  clothes  were  cut 
in  the  most  extraordinary  fashion ;  and  though  a 
lady  may  not  be  a  good  judge  of  the  precise 
minntise  of  dress,  still  she  can  possess  an  excel- 
lent eye  for  the  tout  ensemble,  and  Hugh  must 
have  had  an  Indi^kn  tiulor.  Then  his  hair  was  a 
disorderly  mass  of  waves  and  cnrU.  One  of  the 
first  speeches  he  made  to  me,  after  the  words  of 
greeting,  was,  "  I  fancy  my  hair  wants  cutting;" 
and  I  was  obliged  to  tell  him,  as  gently  as  I 
could,  that  it  was  no  fancy.  Then  he  had  grown 
positively  fat ! — fatj  when  his  chief  beauty  had 
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been  the  npri^t  grace  of  his  slim  but  athletic 
figure ! — his  clear  dorlc  skin  was  reddened,  and 
ha  acknowlcdG!ed  that  be  had  had  "  a  touch  of 
the  liver,"  which  gave  a  ^rellow  tint  by  ao  moans 
fftTorable  Hj  the  general  appearance — in  short,  I 
neter  saw  a  man  so  changed! — The  old  ckrk 
of  ihe  parish,  who  examined  him  over  hi«spe> 
tiiclc«,  during  service  the  following Sunday^, madf 
th«  most  csprofisiTe  obaervatioD  of  any  of  w. 
and  that  waa— "  Master  Hugh  looks  horrid  bad," 
and  so  he  did. 

Lady  Carrysfort  had  been  very  busy  in  a  hot- 
house at  some  distance,  when  the  visitor's  hell 
rang,  nod  knowing  we  should  entertain  whoever 
it  wafi,  aQ<l  little  dreaming  it  could  be  Hugh, 
•he  never  returned  till  the  ^rst  dinner-bell — I 
called  him  to  the  window,  as  she  walked  acros« 
the  lawn,  to  look  at  her,  and  askt 
thought  her  much  changed  ? 

"Ton  my  soul  I"  was  his  ezclamat 
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those  four  beautifol  women,  I  don't  know  which 
is  Lady  Carrysfort  in  tte  least !" 

It  was  hardly  to  be  wondered  at;  for  at  a  dis- 
tance, Rcgina,  Frances  and  Carry  looked  all 
alike.  They  had  all  black  hair.  Frances  wore 
hers  in  full  bowa ;  but  Regiaa  and  Carry  braided 
it  back  n  la  Griai,  and  each  had  loops  of  heavy 
but  beautiful  pluits,  resting  on  the  very  bend 
of  their  graceful  necks,  and  they  were  of  nearly 
the  same  height.  Rof^c  wns  lingering  hcliiad, 
with  her  shower  of  light  ringlets  flying  in  the 
air,  looking  sad  and  sentimental,  but  quite  as 
pretty  in  my  eyes  as  the  rest. 

I  left  the  room  before  they  entered  it,  because 
I  was  sure  I  should  laugh  if  I  remained;  and  in 
about  ten  minutea,  the  whole  cloud  of  fair  ones 
rushed  to  ray  door,  demanding  admittance,  Re- 
gina  at  their  head ;  and  on  opening  to  admit  them, 
she  flew  in,  and  flung  herself  on  my  sofa,  in  fits 
of  laughter. — "  Well,  in  all  my  existence !"  she 
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exclaimed,  when  the  power  of  speech  returned, 
"  I  never  saw  such  a  fright  !" 

I  waa  angry  with  mirsclf  for  joining  in  the 
^neral  laugh,  for  I  knew  that  if  once  Regina 
lield  a  person  up  to  ridicule,  he  was  a  marked 
man  ever  after  ;  but  it  was  hardly  possible  to 
help  it  in  this  instance.  Ilcr  laugh  alone,  was 
enough  lo  set  me  off,  even  when  there  was  as 
little  cause,  as  on  the  present  occasion.  I  tried 
to  persuade  her  that  my  coiisiii  Hugh  required 
nothing  but  "  brushing  up,"  after  eleven  years 
residence  under  a  broiling  sun ;  but  she  said 
nothing  would  ever  make  him  what  he  used  to 
be, 

The  hour-and-a-half  at  the  dinner  table,  proved 
that  the  change  in  the  once'  gallant  cuptdon  was 
not  only  in  bis  personal  appearance.  He  talked 
so  loud,  that  I  thought  Frances  would  have  left 
the  room  ;  and  when  he  laughed,  it  was  such  a 
roar,  that  the  Countess  and  her  nerves  were  ail 
bat  annihilated.      I   pitied  her,  for  she  sat  nest 
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to  him,  and  opposite  to  me, —  so  every  time  he 
began  to  speak,  she  curled  up  her  eyebrows  till 
.  hei  brow  was  covered  with  wriukles. 
I  No  sooner  were  we  assembled  agaiu  in  the 
drawing-room,  than  she  sank  into  the  first  arm- 
chair, and  Kegina's  voice  rang  out  its  merry  note. 

"  Hon  de  combat .'  my  poor  dear  Lady  Ellers- 
lie !" 

"  De  combat,  indeed  !"  groaned  Frances  ;  "  if 
he  had  been  commanding  a  whole  army,  or  be- 
sieging one  of  his  eastern  cities,  he  could  not 
have  exerted  himself  more.  I  really  could  not 
stand  this  again — one  of  us  must  go." 

"  To  think,"  laughed  Lady  Carrysfort,  turning 
to  me,  "  that  he  was  once  a  heau  ideal  of  mine! 
I  never  could  have  believed  that  time  could  have 
so  eficctuatly  dispelled  '  the  halo  round  the  dear 
one's  head  !' — Ye  powers !  imagine  such  a  head 
ever  having  a  halo  round  it  at  all !" 
•■  "  It  is  not  kind  to  go  on  in  this  way,"  was 
my  answer ;  "  Hugh  Daubigny  has  just  landed 
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froiB  a  fire  moaUis*  voyage,  which  ncoounti  fbr 
much  of  bia  appearance ;  and  his  spirits,  arc 
owing  to  big  ple«aur«  at  being  in  tbc  midst  of  lu 
all  once  more — H  is  un&ir,  this  cuttiag  perti- 
flage." 

"  But  he   aighc  have  atoppetl  one 
town,  and  been  modernited!"  persisted 
Carrystbrt. 

"  He  is  yoar  ^ost,"  was  my  grare  replj 

I  confess  I  nerer  could  bear  the  system  of 
"  persffioffe,"  or,  as  theEnghsh  call  it,  quizzing. 
I  pass  over  the  unladylike  part  of  the  offcm-c ; 
but  I  pause  at  the  ankindocss,  almost  amounting 
to  cruelty,  which  tinctures  that  explosion  of  wit 
which  gratiSes  few  besides  the  speaker.  No 
one  can  dt  perfectly  comfortable,  and  bear  ano- 
ther quizzed  ;  a  laugh  may  be  raised,  but  tha»c 
who  possess  any  feeling,  must  know  that  it  ts  at 
another's  expense,  therefore  cruel,and  may  per- 
chance, revert  upon  themselvs. 

Regina's  noneenbe  never  amounted  to  such  a 
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pitch  as  to  wonnd  the  feelings  ;  but  she  trembled 
on  the  verge  of  it,  and  oflen  the  quick  glance  of 
my  father's  eye,  has  arrested  a  speech,  which 
would  have  sparkled  from  her  lips  the  nest  mo- 
raent,  and  have  done  some  serious  mischief,  had 
she  not  learnt  to  study  his  looks  for  approbation, 
when  she  hazarded  a  brilliant  repartee. 

Hugh  was  dreadfully  afraid  of  hor,  and  she 
found  it  out  directly — unfortunately,  if  gave  new- 
wings  to  her  flights,  and  I  often  nailed  myself 
for  hours  to  her  side,  for  fear  they  should  corac 
to  open  war.  My  father  would  sit  and  laugh, 
therefore  hts  presence  did  more  harm  than  good. 
Rose  was  always  wandering  by  herself  in  the 
grounds.  Carry  was  for  ever  in  the  nursery,  and 
Frances  glided  away  as  fast  as  ever  her  languid 
dignity  would  permit  her ;  therefore  Hugh 
was  left  entirely  to  me,  and  his  hostess. 

"  I  fear  Lady  Carrysfort  annoys  you,"  said  I 
to  him  the  morning  he  was  leaving  us,  and  after 
she  had  been  going  on  in  her  usual  course  dur- 
ing breakfast. 
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"  Not  she  !"  was  his  indignsnt  reply,  as  ia, 
ilrcw  himself  up ;  "  but  upon  my  life,  1  do  think 
it's  all  pirjiie  ! — she's  lercing  me  out,  for  . 
for  ...  .  joa  know  I  used  to  flirt  witli  hcTi 
osce  ....  and . . .  ." 

Heaven  blees  the  man !  was  ever  any  vAmtf. 
equal  to  this ! 

it  M-as  fortunate  for  him,  that  I  dared  i 
breathe  such  a  reply  as  this,  into  her  ear,  for 
would  have  suSercd  for  it  to  the  last  d«y  of  hil 
existence  I 


CHAFrEK  XXXI. 

"  My  lane  of  life  is  darkening  toward  a  close 
Some  paces  on,  tbe  bound^ary  pillar  shown 
The  landmark  of  exlalcnce  ;  whither  broughl, 
1  shall  shrink  up  and  wittier  into  noughL" 

T  MAY  well  cirmmence  my  final  chapter  with 
these  lines,  for  blank  verse  conveys  a  sentimeiit 
more  powerfully,  than  humUe  prose.  My  taek 
is  nearly  done,  and  my  boundary  pillar  gained. 
It  is  time  that  I  should  "  shrink  up  and  wither 
into  nought,"  for  I  have  run  my  race. 

It  was  winter, — the    very  depth — some   two 
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years  from  the  time  1  last  recorded, — and  we 
were  all  s|>eiidiiig  it  at  Carrysfort  Park,  when 
tlie  hand  of  Heaven  struck  a  desoladag  blow 
u])OD  the  family  of  Cwryafort.  My  father, 
whose  health  had  always  been  uninterrupted, 
and  whose  appearance  bore  testimoay  to  the 
lact,  was  suddenly  attacked  by  a  fit  of  apoplexy, 
anil  the  numerous  and  panic-struck  members  of 
his  family,  were  severally  informed  that  he  had 
but  a  few  hours  to  Uve  I — It  is  in  vain  to  attempt 
to  describe  the  effect  of  this  announcement — 
from  the  youngest  to  the  eldest,  the  shock 
thrillud  to  our  inmost  souls,  and  we  looked  round 
upou  each  other,  as  if  we  were  a  group  suddenly 
about  to  be  dispersed  by  the  awful  etroki;.  In 
that  dark  hour,  the  bounding  heart  of  Kegina 
s;ave  way,  and  that  dauntless  spirit  quivered- 
ll'e  had  all  known  sor  row,  but  she  was  a  creature 
whom  distress  and  grief  had  never  approached — 
the  only  sighs  and  the  only  tears,  that  she  had 
spent,   had   been   for  others,  not   herself;  and 
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when  she  stood  in  the  midst  of  us,  as  we  clung 
and  clustered  round  her,  in  the  room  adjoining 
to  that  of  the  dying  husband  and  father,  she 
looked  like  a  marble  statue,  cold,  silent,  and 
petrified  with  dismay. 

At  last  she  roused  herself,  for  the  sufferer 
became  sensible,  and  he  desired  to  see  us  all 
once  more  before  him ;  and  it  was  during  that 
scene  that  the  beautiful  affection,  and  delicacy 
of  the  mother-in-law,  shone  out.  By  right,  her 
place  was  first;  and  the  places  of  her  three 
children,  being  boys,  might  be  supposed  to  rank 
before  ours  ;  but  she  was  full  of  thought  for  the 
feelings  of  the  orphan  daughters — even  in  that 
season  of  anguish. 

How  well  I  see  her  at  this  very  moment, 
leaning  over  the  bed,  with  her  beautifiil  face 
streaming  with  tears,  convulsed  with  grief,  and 
pressing  the  rosy  cheek  of  the  infant  son,  to 
his  father's  lips — then  hurrying  the  last  farewell 
of  the  two  elder  boys,  and  dismissing  them 
o2 


)taatily  from  the  driog  presence,  as  if  they  had 
received  their  share,  and  miwt  now  give  way  to 
ibe  four  daughters  of  the  first  Lady  Car 
fortl 

IndGpcndently  of  the  pang  of  her  approachit^ 
bereavement,  siio  was  placed  in  a  most  painful 
and  trying  position,  in  which  she  carried  herself 
with  tlie  generous  rectitude  of  her  character. 
^he  certainly  once  cowered  down  like  a  culprit. 
It  was  in  tbe  silence  of  that  last  awful  night, 

when  the  faint  voice  of  my  father,  murmured,    

"  My  girls — arc  you  all  here  ?" 
Her  name  had  not  passed  his  lips  ! — w 
perhaps  her  deep  hollow  sob,  did  not  reach  his 
ear,  for  the  four  voices  of  his  daughters  re- 
sponded to  tbe  call  one  by  one  ;  but  ihe  v 
named  !  There  was  no  need  for  her  to  speak  ! 
and  that  sob  will  ring  in  my  cars  for  t 
was  eui'h  a  sound  of  harrowing  despair, 
appealed  thnt  she  felt  that  sentence  as  procJai 
ing,  that  in  death,  the  father  clung  to  us,  nu/i 
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ihan  to  Ihe  others  of  his  fainily—that  he  be- 
longed more  to  ua  than  to  her  ! — 

I  whispered  what  I  considered  was  our 
duty,  to  Frances.  I  told  her  we  had  received 
our  parting  tribute,  the  blessing  had  been 
breathed  on  us,  and  the  laet  kiss  given — we 
owed  it  to  her  affection,  to  leave  the  husband  to 
hia  wife,  when  a  very  few  moments  would  ter- 
minate the  scene — it  would  be  a  satisfaction  to 
her  which  she  well  merited,  but  which  her 
considerate  tenderness  for  us,  would  never 
prompt  her  to  propose — as  for  him  ...  a  little 
space  of  time,  would  find  him  beyond  the 
reach  of  worldly  aid,  or  comfort ,  ■  , 

One  by  one,  we  stole  from  the  darkened 
chamber,  and  we  never  entered  it  again,  while 
life  was  issuing  from  my  father's  lips.  The 
morning  light  had  just  made  everything  visible 
in  the  room,  where  we  had  gathered,  when 
Begina  passed  through  on  her  way  lo  her 
own.     She  was  a  nHdow. 


She  never  nused  her  eyes,  but  she  wrung 
tbe  hand  of  each,  as  sho  passed,  and  articulated 
"  Thank  you  all ;"  and  I  never  saw  her  aliei 
that,  until  I  aat  by  her  side  in  the  carriage,  tbe 
norniog  we  started  for  t«wn. 

Years  have  passed  since  ihie  event ;  but 
Rogina  Carrysfort  has  never  returned  to  what 
she  was  in  her  younger  days — the  gladness  of 
her  spirit  has  passed  away  for  ever,  and  she 
moves  iu  the  circle  of  bcr  acquaiotance,  an 
altered  being ; — nothing  interests  her  now,  ex- 
cept dwelling  on  the  different  dispositions  and 
professions  of  the  three  sons,  whom  she  still  calls 
"  My  boys  !" 

For  myself  and  my  sisters — I  have  lived 
give  my  daughter  to  a  husband,  my  sod  to  hta 
Other's  profession,  and  iny  husband  to  myself; 
for  the  sou  took  the  father's  occupation  off  his 
shoulders,  when  Harry  grew  too  lazy  to  leave 
hone.  Frances  remains  the  same  creature 
she   has   been  all  her   life ;  Rose   has  bei 
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matron  for  some  time — she  married  the  mau 
who  had  wooed  and  won  her,  by  robbing  all 
the  flower-gardens  round  London ;  and  Carry, 
my  sweet,  my  gentle  Carry,  is  not  married  at 
all,  which,  I  am  afraid  is  rather  a  thorn  in  my 
side,  for  she  might  have  been  what  people  per- 
sist in  calling  "  settled"  (though  Heaven  knows 
it  is  anything  but  that)  over  and  over  again — 
and  now, 

"ThoH  host  given  the  grave  bolli  flowers  and  tear*, 
Oh  Inve!  th;  taak  ii  doiie!  ' 
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